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INTERLUDE. 



" Now that is after my own heart," 
The Poet cried : " one understands 
Your swarthy hero Scanderbeg, 
Gauntlet on hand and boot on leg, 
And skilled in every warlike art, 
Riding through' his Albanian lands, 
And following the auspicious star 
That shone for him o'er Ak-Hissar. " 

The Theologian added here 
His word of praise not less sincere. 
Although he ended with a jibe ; 
" The hero of romance and song 
Was born," he said, " to right the wrong ; 
And I approve ; but all the same 
That bit of treason with the Scribe 
Adds nothing to your hero's fame. " 

The Student praised the good old times, 
And liked the canter of the rhymes. 
That had a hoof beat in their sound ; 
But longed some further word to hear 
Of the old chronicler Ben Meir, 
And where his volume might be found. 
The tall JMusician walked the room 
With folded arms and gleaming eyes, 
As if he saw the Vikings rise. 
Gigantic shadows in the gloom ; 
And much he talked of their emprise, 
And meteors seen in Northern skies, 
And Heimdal's horn, and day of doom. 
But the Sicilian laughed again ; 
" This is the time to laugh," he said, 
For the whole story he well knew 
Was an invention of the Jew, 
Spun from the cobwebs in his brain. 
And of the same bright scarlet thread 
As was the Tale of Kambalu. 

Only the Landlord spake no word ; 
'T was doubtful whether he had heard 
The tale at all, so full of care 
Was he of his impending fate. 
That, like the sword of Damocles, 

62 



Above his head hung blank and bare. 
Suspended by a single hair. 
So that he could not sit at ease, 
But sighed and looked disconsolate. 
And shifted restless in his chair. 
Revolving how he might evade 
The blow of the descending blade. 

The Student came to his relief 
By saying in his easy way 
To the Musician : " Calm your grief. 
My fair Apollo of the North, 
Balder the Beautiful and so forth ; 
Although your magic lyre or lute 
With broken strings is lying mute. 
Still you can tell some doleful tale 
Of ship-\vreck in a midnight gale. 
Or something of the kind to suit 
The mood that we are in to-night 
For what is marvellous and strange ; 
So give your nimble fancy range, 
And we will follow in its flight." 

But the Musician shook his head ; 
" No tale I tell to-night, " he said, 
" While my poor instrument lies there, 

Even as a child with vacant stare 

Lies in its little coffin dead. " 

Yet, being urged, he said at last : 
" There comes to me out of the Past 
A voice, whose tones are sweet and wild, 
Singing a song almost divine. 
And with a tear in eveiy line ; 
An ancient ballad, that my nurse 
Sang to me when I was a child, 
In accents tender as the verse; 
And sometimes wept, and sometimes smiled 
While singing it, to see arise 
The look of wonder in my eyes, 
And feel my heart with terror beat. 
This simple ballad I retain 
Clearly imprinted on my brain, " 
And as a tale will now repeat." 
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THE POETICAL WORKS OF 



THE MUSICIAN'S TALE. 



THE MOTHER S GHOST. 



SvEND Dyeing he rideth adown the glade ; 

/ myself was young ! 
There he hath wooed him so winsome a 

maid; 
Fair words gladden so many a heart. 

Together were they for seven years, 
And together children six were theirs. 

Then came Death abroad through the land, 
And blighted the beautiful lily-wand. 

Svend Dyring he rideth adown the glade. 
And again hath he wooed him another maid. 

He hath wooed him a maid and brought 

home a bride, 
But she was bitter and full of pride. 

When she came driving into the yard, 
There stood the six children weeping so hard. 

There stood the small children with sor- 
rowful heart ; 
From before her feet she thrust them apart. 

She gave to them neither ale nor bread ; 
" Ye shall suffer hunger and hate," she said. 

She took from them their quilts of blue, 
And said : " Ye shall lie on the straw we 
strew." 

She took from them the great waxlight : 
" Now ye shall lie in the dark at night." 

In the evening late they cried with cold ; 
The mother heard it under the mould. 

The woman heard it the earth below : 
" To my little children I must go." 

She standeth before the Lord of all : 
"And may I go to my children small?" 



She prayed him so long, and would not cease. 
Until he bade her depart in peace. 

" At cock-crow thou shalt return again ; 
Longer thou shalt not there remain ! " 

She girded up her sorrowful bones. 

And rifted the walls and the marble stones. 

As through the village she flitted by. 
The watch-dogs howled aloud to the sky. 

When she came to the castle gate. 
There stood her eldest daughter in wait. 

" Why standest thou here, dear daughter 
mine ? 
How fares it with brothers and sisters 
thine ? " 

" Never art thou mother of mine. 
For my mother was both fair and fine. 

" My mother was white, with cheeks of red. 
But thou art pale, and like to the dead." 

" How should I be fair and fine ? 
I have been dead ; pale cheeks are mine. 

" How should I be white and red. 
So long, so long have I been dead ? " 

When she came in at the chamber door. 
There stood the small children weeping sore. 

One she braided, another she brushed. 
The third she lifted, the fourth she hushed. 

The fifth she took on her lap and pressed, 
As if she would suckle it at her breast. 

Then to her eldest daughter said she, 
" Do thou bid Svend Dyring come hither to 
me." 
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Into the chamlier wlieii lie came 

She spake to him in anger and shame. 

" I left beliind me both ale and bread ; 
My children liunger and are not fed. 

" I left beiiind me quilts of blue ; 
My children lie on tjie straw ye strew. 

" I left behind me the great waxlight ; 
My children lie in the dark at night. 

" If I come again unto your hall, 
As cruel a fate shall you befall ! 

"Now crows the cock with feathers red; 
Back to the earth must all the dead. 



Now crows the cock with feathers swart ; 
The gates of heaven fly wide apart. 

Now crows the cock with feathers white ; 
I can abide no longer to-night." 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs wail, 
They gave the children bread and ale. 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs bay. 
They feared lest the dead were on their 
way. 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs bark ; 

T iiti/self was younf/ ! 
They feared the dead out there in the dark. 

Fair ivords gladden so many a heart. 
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INTERLUDE. 



Touched by the pathos of these rhymes, 
The Theologian said : " All praise 
Be to the ballads of old times 
And to the bards of simple ways, 
Who walked with Nature hand in hand, 
Whose country was their Holy Land, 
Whose singing robes were homespun brown 
From looms of their own native town, 
Which they were not ashamed to wear, 
And not of silk or sendal gay, 
Nor decked with fanciful ariay 
Of cockle-shells from Outre-Mer." 

To whom the Student answered : " Yes ; 
All praise and honor ! I confess 
That bread and ale, home-baked, home- 
brewed. 
Are wholesome and nutritious food, 
But not enough for all our needs; 
Poets — the best of them — are birds 
Of passage ; where their instinct leads 
They range abroad for thoughts and words, 
And from all climes bring home the 

seeds 
That germinate in flowers or weeds. 



They are not fowls in barnyards born 
To cackle o'er a grain of corn; 
And, if you shut the horizon down 
To the small limits of their town, 
What do you but degrade your bard 
Till he at last becomes as one 
Who thinks the all-encircling sun 
Rises and sets in his back yard?" 

The Theologian said again : 
" It may be so ; yet I maintain 
That what is native still is best, 
And little care I for the rest. 
'T is a long story ; time would fail 
To tell it, and the hour is late ; 
We will not waste it in debate. 
But listen to our Landlord's tale." 

And thus the sword of Damocles 
Descending not by slow degrees, 
But suddenly, on the Landlord fell. 
Who blushing, and with much demur 
And many vain apologies. 
Plucking up heart, began to tell 
The Rhyme of one Sir Christopher. 



THE LANDLORD'S TALE. 



THE RHYME OF SIR CHRISTOPHER. 



It was Sir Christopher Gardiner, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 
From Merry England over the sea, 
W^ho stepped upon this continent 
As if his august presence lent 
A glory to the colony. 

You should have seen him in the street 
Of the little Boston of Winthrop's time. 
His rapier dangling at his feet. 
Doublet and hose and boots complete. 
Prince Rupert hat with ostrich plume. 
Gloves that exhaled a faint perfume, 



Luxuriant curls and air sublime, 
And superior manners now obsolete ! 

He had a v;-Ay of saying things 

That made one think of courts and kings, 

And lords and ladies of high degree; 

So that not having been at court 

Seemed something very little short 

Of treason or lese-majesty, 

Such an accomplished knight was he. 

His dwelling was just beyond the town. 
At what he called his country-seat ; 



HENRY WADS WORTH LONGFELLOW. 



493 







For, careless of Fortune's smile or frown, 
And weary grown of tlio world and its ways, 
He wished to pass tln' rest of his days 
In a private life and a calm retreat. 

But a doul>]e life was the life he led. 
And, whili^ professing to be in search 
Of a godly course, and willing, he said. 
Nay, anxious to join the Puritan church, 
He made of all this liut small account, 
And passed his idle hours instead 
With roystering Morton of IMerry Mount, 
That pettifogger from Furui^ars Iiui. 
Lord of misrule and riot and sin. 
Who looked on the wine when it was red. 

This country-seat was little more 

Than a cabin of logs ; Ijut in front of the 

door 
A modest flower-bed thicklv sown 



With sweet alyssuni and c(jlumbine 
Made those who saw it at once divine 
The touch (if some other hand than liis uw)i. 
And hrst it was whispered, and then it was 

know II, 
lliat lie in secret was harboring there 
A little lady with golden hail', 
Wlioni he called liis cousin, but whom he 

had wed 
In the Italian manner, as men said. 
And great was the scandal everywliere. 

But worse than this was tin; \'ague surmise. 
Though none could voucli for it or aver, 
That the Knight of the Hnly Sepulchre 
Was only a Pajiist in disguise ; 
And the more to imbitter their l)ittin' lives, 
And the more to trouble the jjublic mind, 
Came letters from England, from two other 

wives. 
Whom lie liad caiidchsly left behind : 
Ijoth of them letters (.)f such a kind 
As made the governor hold his breath ; 
Tiie line imploring him straight to send 
The husband home, that he miglit amend; 
The other asking his instant death. 
As the only way to make an end. 

The wary governor deeme<l it right. 
When all this wit'kedness was reveali.'d. 
To send liis warrant signed and sealed, 
And take the body of the knight. 
Armed with this mighty instrument, 
The marshal, mounting his gallant steed. 
Rode forth from town at the top of his sjieed, 
And followed by all his bailiffs bold. 
As if on hio'h achievement bent. 
To storm some castle or stronghold, 
t'iiallenge the warders on the "wall. 
And seize in his ancestral hall 
A robber-baron grim and old. 

But when througli all the dust and heat 
He came to Sir Christopher's country-seat. 
No knight he found, nor warder there, 
But the little lady with golden liair. 
Who was gathering in the bright sunshine 
The sweet alyssum and columliine ; 
While gallant Sir Christopher, all so gay, 
Being forewarned, through the postern gate 
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Of his castle wall had trij^pi^tl away, 

And was keejjing a little holiday 

Iii the i'oi'ests, that bounded his estate. 

I'hen as a trusty squire and true 
The marshal searched the castle through, 
Not crediting- what the lady said ; 
Searched from cellar to garret in ^'ain, 
And, finding no knight, came out again 
And arrested the golden damsel instead, 
And bore her in triumph into the town, 
While from her eyes the tears rolled down 
On the sweet alyssnm and columbine. 
That slie held in Iier fingers white and 
fine. 

The governor's heart was moved to see 
So fair a creature caught Avithin 
The snares of Satan and of sin, 
And he read her a. little homily 



On the folly and wickedness of the lives 
Of women, half cousins and half wives ; 
But, seeing that naught his words availed. 
He sent her away in a ship that sailed 
For Merry England over the sea, 
To the other two Avives in the old coun- 

tree, 
To search her further, since he had failed 
To come at the heart of the mystery. 

Meanwhile Sir Christopher wandered away 
Through pathless Avoods for a month and 

a day. 
Shooting pigeons, and sleejiing at night 
With the noble savage, who took delight 
In his feathered hat and his velvet vest, 
His gmi and his rapier and the rest. 
But as soon as the noble savage heard 
'Jliat a bounty was offered for this g&y bii'd, 
He wanted to slay him out of hand, 
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And bring in his beautiful scalp for a show, 
Like the glossy head of a kite or crow, 
Until he was made to understand 
They wanted the bird alive, not dead ; 
Then he followed him whithersoever he fled. 
Through forest and field, and hunted him 

down. 
And brouglit liim prisoner into the town. 

Alas ! it was a rueful sight, 

To see this melauciioly knight 

In such a dismal and hapless case ; 

His hat deformed by stain and dent. 

His plumage broken, his doublet rent, 

His beard and flowing locks forlorn. 

Matted, dishevelled, and unshorn, 

His boots with dust and mire besprent ; 

p]ut dignified in his disgrace. 

And wearing an unblushing face. 

And thus before the magistrate 

He stood to hear the doom of fate. 

In vain he strove with wonted ease 

To modify and extenuate 

His evil deeds in church and state, 

For gone ■was now his power to please ; 



And his pompous words had no more w'eight 
Than feathers flying i]i the breeze. 

With suavity equal to his ovn\ 
The governor lent a patient ear 
To the speech evasive and highflown. 
In which lie endeavored to make clear 
That colonial laws wei-e too severe 
When applied to a gallant cavalier, 
A gentleman horn, and so well known, 
And accustomed to move in a higher sphere. 

All this the Puritan governor heard. 
And deigned in answer never a word ; 
But ill summary manner shipped away, 
In a vessel that sailed from Salem bay,. 
This splendid and famous cavalier. 
With his RujJert hat and his popery. 
To Merry England over the sea. 
As being unmeet to inhabit here. 

Thus endeth the Rhyme of Sir Christopher, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 
The lirst who furnished this barren land 
With apples of Sodom and ropes of sand. 
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FINALE. 



These are the tales those merry guests 
Tokl to each other, well or ill ; 
Like summer birds that lift their crests 
Above the borders of their nests 
And twitter, and again are still. 

These are tlie tales, or new or old, 

In idle moments idly told ; 

Flowers of the field with petals thin, 

Lilies that neither toil nor spin. 

And tufts of wayside weeds and gorse 

Hung in the 2:)arlor of the inn 

Beneatli the sign of the Red Horse. 

And still, reluctant to retire. 
The friends sat talking by the fire 
And watched the smouldering embers burn 
To ashes, and fiash up again 
Into a momentary glo^^'. 
Lingering like them wlien forced to go, 
And going when they would remain ; 
For on the morrow they must turn 
Their faces homeward, and the pain 
Of parting touched with its unrest 
A tender nerve in every liieast. 

But sleep at last the victory won ; 
They must be stirring with the sun. 
And drowsily good night they said. 
And went still gossiping to bed, 
And left the parlor wrapped in gloom. 
The only live thing in the room 
Was the old clock, that in its pace 
Kept time with the revolving spheres 
And constellations in their flight. 
And struck with its uplifted mace 



The dark, unconscious hours of night. 
To senseless and unlistening ears. 

Uprose the sun : and every guest. 
Uprisen, was soon equipped and dressed 
For journeying home and city-ward : 
The old stage-coach was at the door. 
With horses harnessed, long before 
The sunshine reached the withered sward 
Beneath the oaks, whose branches hoar 
Murmured " Farewell forevermore." 

■ Farewell ! '' the portly Landlord cried ; 

■Farewell!" the parting guests reiDlied, 
But little thought that nevermore 
Their feet would pass that tln-eshoM o'er; 
TJiat nevermore together there 
Would they assemlile, free from care. 
To hear the oaks' mysterious i-oar, 
And breathe the wholesome country air. 

Where are they now? What lands and 

skies 
Paint pictures in their friendly eyes '! 
What hope deludes, what jjromise cheers. 
What pleasant voices fill their ears ? 
Two are bej'ond the salt sea waves, 
And three alreadj- in their graves. 
Perchance the living still may look 
Into the pages of this book, 
And see the days of long ago 
Floating and fleeting to and fro. 
As in the well-remembered brook 
They saw the inverted landscape gleam. 
And their own faces like a dream 
Look up upon them from below. 






FLOWER-DE-LUCE. 



Beautiful lily, chvelling by still rivers, 

Or solitiirj' mere, 
Or where the sluggish meadow-brook delivers 

Its waters to the weir ! 

Tliou laughest at tlie mill, the whir and 
worry 

Of spindle and of loom, 
And the great wheel that toils amid the hurry 

And rushing of tlie flume. 



Born in the purple, born to joy and pleas- 
anee. 
Thou dost not toil nor spin. 
But niakest glad and radiant with thy pres- 
ence 
Tlie meadow and the lin. 

The wind blows, and uplifts thy drooping 
banner. 
And round thee thi'ong and run 
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The rushes, the green yeomen of thy manor. 
The outlaws of the sun. 

The burnished dragon-fly is thy attendant. 

And tilts against the field, 
And down the listed sunbeam rides resplendent 

With steel-blue mail and shield. 

Thou art the Iris, fair among the fairest, 

Who, armed with golden rod 
And winged Avith the celestial azure, bearest 

The message of some God. 



Thou art the ]\Iuse, who far from crowded 
cities 

Hauntest the sylvan streams, 
Plajdng on pijjes of reed the artless ditties 

That come to us as dreams. 

O flower-de-luce, bloom on, and let the 
river 
Linger to kiss thy feet ! 
O flower of song, bloom on, and make for- 
ever 
The world more fair and sweet. 



PALINGENESIS. 




I LAY upon the headland-height, and lis- 
tened 
To the incessant sol>bing of the sea 
In caverns under me. 



And watched the waves, that tossed and 

fled and glistened, 
Until the rolling meadows of aniethj^st 
Melted away hi mist. 
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Then suddenly, as one from sleep, I started ; 
P^or round about nie all the sunny capes 

Seemed peopled with the shapes 
(^f those whom I liave kno\\n in days de- 
parted, 
Apparelled in the loveliness which o-leams 

On faces seen in dreams. 



And the sea answered, witli a. lamentation, 
Like some old propliet wailing, and it sind, 

" Alas ! thy youtJi is dead \ 
It lireathes no more, its heart lias no pul- 
sation ; 
In the dark places with the dead of old 
It lies forever cold ! " 



A moment only, and the light and glory 
Faded away, and the disconsolate shore 

Stood lonely as before ; 
And the wild-i'oses of the pi'omontory 
Around me shuddered in the wind, and 
shed 

Their petals of pale red. 

There was an old belief that in the embers 
Of all things their primordial form exists, 

And cunning alchemists 
Could re-create the rose with all its mem- 
bers 
From its own ashes, but without the bloom, 

Without the lost perfume. 

Ah me I what wonder- working, occult 

science 
Can from the ashes in our hearts once more 

The rose of youth restore ? 
What craft of alchemy can Ijitl defiance 
To time and change, and for a single hour 
Renew this phantom-flower ? 

'Oh, give me back," I ciied, "the vanished 

splendors, 
The breath of morn, and the exultant 
strife. 
When the swift stream of life 
Bounds o'er its rocky cliannel, and surren- 
ders 
The pond, with all its lilies, for the leap 
Into the unknown deep I " 



Tlien said I, " Fi'om its consecrated cere- 
ments 
1 will not drag tliis sacred dust again, 

(Jnly to give me j^ain ; 
But, still remend;)ei'ing all the lost endear- 
ments. 
Go on my way, like one who looks before, 
And turns to weep no more.'" 

Into what land of harvests, what plantations 
Bright with autumnal foliage and the glow 

Of sunsets burning low ; 
Beneatli what midnight skies, wliose con- 
stellations 
Light up the spacious avenues between 

This world and the unseen ! 

Amid what friendly greetings and caresses, 
What households, though not alien, yet 
not mine, 
What liowers of rest divine ; 
To what temptations in hme wildei'uesses. 
What famine nf the heart, what pain and 
loss. 
The l:>earing of what cross I 

I do not know ; nor will I vaiidy ciuestion 
Those pages of the mystic book A\hich hold 

The stow still untold. 
But without rasli conjecture or suggestion 
Turn its last leaves in reverence and good 
heed, 

Tntil " The End "" I read. 
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THE BRIDGE OF CLOUD. 



Burn, O evening hearth, and waken 

Pleasant visions, as of old ! 
Though the house by winds be shaken, 

Safe I keep this room of gold ! 

Ah, no longer wizard Fancy 
Builds her castles in the air, 

Luring me by necromancy 
LTp the never-ending stair ! 

But, instead, she builds me bridges 

Over many a dark ravine, 
Where beneath the gusty ridges 

Cataracts dash and roar unseen. 



Baffled I return, and, leaning 
O'er the parapets of cloud, 

Watch the mist that intervening 
Wraps the valley in its shroud. 

And the sounds of life ascending 
Faintly, vaguely, meet the ear. 

Murmur of bells and voices blending 
With the rush of waters near. 

Well I know what there lies hidden, 
Every tower and tovTn and farm, 

And again the land forbidden 
Reassumes its vanished charm. 



And I cross them, little heeding 
Blast of wind or torrent's roar. 

As I follow the receding 

Footsteps that have gone before. 

Naught avails the imploring gesture, 
Naught avails the cry of pain ! 

When I touch the flying vesture, 
'Tis the gray robe of the rain. 



Well I know the secret places, 
And the nests in hedge and tree ; 

At what doors are friendly faces. 
In what hearts are thoughts of me. 

Through the mist and darkness sinking, 
Blown by wind and beaten by shower, 

Down I fling the thought I 'm thinking, 
Down I toss this Alpine flower. 



HAWTHORNE. 



MAY 23, 1864. 



How beautiful it was, that one bright day 

In the long week of rain I 
Though all its splendor could not chase 
away 

The omnipresent pain. 

The lovely town was white with apple- 
blooms. 

And the great elms o'erhead 
Dark shadows wove on their aerial looms 

Shot through with golden thread. 

Across the meadows, by the gray old manse, 
The historic river flowed : 



I was as one who wanders in a trance. 
Unconscious of his road. 

The faces of familiar friends seemed strange ; 

Their voices I could hear, 
And yet the words they uttered seemed to 
change 

Their meaning to my ear. 

For the one face I looked for was not 
there. 

The one low voice was mute ; 
Only an unseen presence filled the air. 

And baffled my pursuit. 
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Now I look back, and meadow, manse, and 
stream 

Dimly my tlioiiglit defines ; 
I 0]dy ,see — a di-eani witliin a dreaiu — 

The hill-top hearsed Avitli pines. 



I only liear aliove his pla.(.-e (jf I'est 

Tlieir tender undertone. 
The infinite longings of a troubled breast, 

The voice so like his own. 

Till le ni s( I lusion and k iimte 
lioiii men 
1 li( \\ 1/ lid 1j Dill ill s ( old, 
!' Whn h il lis topmost s]ii I d 
h t t ill thi [iiii 
W^ \nil li It till tale 
^''^ lull told 




Ah ' who '.lull hit that 
■\\ ind lit m igK po\\ei. 
And till lost ell « legam '' 
I'hi nnhnislud \\iiidii\\ \\\ 
Aladdin s tii\M 1 
Unfinished must remain ! 



CHRISTMAS EP:LLS, 



I HEARD the liells on Christmas Day 
Their old, familiar carols play, 

And wild and sweet 

The -words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men I 

And thought liow, as the day had come. 
The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along 

The unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

Till, ringing, singing on its way. 

The world revolved from night to day, 

A voice, a chime, 

A chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

Then from each black, accursed mouth 
The cannon thundered in the South, 
And with the sound 



The carols drowned 
Of peace on earth, good will to men I 

It was as if an earthquake rent 
The hearth-stones of a continent. 

And made forlorn 

Tlie households born 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

And in despair I bowed my head ; 
" There is no peace on earth," I said ; 
" For hate is strong. 
And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men ! 

Then pealed the bells more loud and 
deep : 
" God is not dead ; nor doth he sleep ! 
The Wrong sliall fail. 
The Right prevail. 
With peace on earth, good-will to men ! " 
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THE WIND OVER THE CHIMNEY. 



See, the fire is sinking low, 
Dusky red the embers glow, 

While above them still I cower, 
While a moment more I linger, 
Though the clock, with lifted finger. 

Points beyond the midnight hour. 

Sings the blackened log a tune 
Learned in some forgotten June 

From a school-boy at his play. 
When they both were young together, 
Heart of youth and summer weather 

Making all their holiday. 

And tlie night-wind rising, hark I 
How above there in the dark. 
In the midniolit and the sikjw. 



Ever wilder, fiercer, grander. 
Like the trumjsets of Iskander, 
All the noisy chimneys blow ! 

Every quivering tongue of flame 
Seems to murmur some great name, 

Seems to say to me, " Aspire ! " 
But the night-wind answers, " Hollow 
Are the visions that you follow. 

Into darkness sinks your fire ! " 

Tlien the flicker of the blaze 
Gleams on volumes of old days, 

Written by masters of the art. 
Loud through whose majestic pages 
Rolls the melody of ages, 

Throb tlie liarp-strings of the heart. 
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And again the tongues of flame 
Start exulting and exclaim : 

"These are prophets, bards, and seers: 
In the horoscope of nations. 
Like ascendant constellations, 

They control the coming years." 

But the night-wind cries : " Despair ! 
Those who walk with feet of air 

Leave no long-enduring marks ; 
At God's forges incandescent 
Mighty hammers beat incessant, 

These are but the flying sparks. 

• Dust are all the hands that wrought ; 
Books are sepulchres of thought ; 
The dead laurels of the dead 



Rustle for a moment only. 
Like the withered leaves in lonely 
Churchyards at some passing tread." 

Suddenly tlie flame sinks down ; 
Sink the rumors of renown ; 

And alone the nigjit-wind drear 
Clamors louder, wilder, vaguer, — 
•'Tis the brand of Mel eager 

Dying on the heartli-stone here ! " 

And I answer, — " Though it be. 
Why should that discomfort me ? 

No endeavor is in vain ; 
Its reward is in the doing. 
And the rapture of pursuing 

Is the prize the vanquished gain." 



THE BELLS OF LYNN. 

HEARD AT NAHANT. 



O CURFEW of the setting sun ! O Bells of From the dark belfries of yon cloud-cathe- 

Lynn ! dral wafted, 

O requiem of the dying day ! O Bells of Your sounds aerial seem to float, O Bells 

Lynn ! of Lynn ! 
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Borne on the evening wind across the crim- 
son twiliglit, 

O'er land and sea they rise and fall, O JiSells 
of Lynn ! 

The lishcnnan in his boat, far out beyond 

the headland. 
Listens, and leisurely rows ashore, U Bells 

of Lynn ! 

Over the shining sands the wandering cattle 

liomeAvard 
Follow each other at your call, O Bells of 

Lynn ! 

The distant lighthouse hears, and with his 
flaming signal 



Answers you, passing the watchword on, O 
Bells of Ijynn ! 

And down the darkening coast run the tu- 
multuous surges. 

And claj) their hands, and shout to you, (_) 
Bells of Lynn ! 

Till fr(jni the shuddering sea, with your wild 

incantations. 
Ye summon up the spectral moon, O Bells of 

Lynn ! 

And startled at the sight, like the weird 

woman of Endor, 
Ye cry aloud, and then are still, O Bells of 

Lynn ! 




KILLED AT THE FORD. 



He is dead, the beautiful youth. 

The heart of honor, the tongue of truth. 

He, the life and light of us all, 

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call. 

Whom all eyes followed with one consent, 

The cheer of whose laugh, and whose pleasant 

word, 
Hushed all murmurs of discontent. 

Only last night, as we rode along, 
Down the dark of the mountain gap. 
To visit the picket-guard at the ford. 



Little dreaming of any mishap, 
He was liumniing the woi'ds of some old 
sono- : 
" Two red roses he had on his cap 
And another he bore at the point of his 
sword." 

Sudden and swift a whistling ball 

Came out of a wood, and the voice was 

still ; 
Something I heard in the darkness fall. 
And for a moment my blood grew chill ; 
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I spake in a whisper, as lie wlio speaks 
In a room where some one is lying dead ; 
Bnt he made no answer to what I said. 



We lifted him np to liis saddle again, 

And throngh the mire and the nust and tlic 

rain 
Carried him back to the silent camp, 
And laid hinr as it' asleep on his bed ; 
And I saw by tlie light of the snrgeon's lamp 
Two white roses npon his cheeks. 
And one, just over his heart, blood-i'ed ! 



And 1 saw in a vision how far and fleet 

That fatal bullet went speeding forth. 

Till it reached a town in the distant 

North, 
Till it reached a house in a sunny street, 
Till it reached a heart that ceased to beat 
Without a murmur, without a cry ; 
And a bell was tolled, in that far-off town, 
For one who had passed fi'om cross to 

ci'own. 
And the neighbors wondered that she should 

die. 



GIOTTO'S TOWER. 



How many lives, made beautiful and sweet 
By self-devotion and by self-restraint, 
Whose pleasure is to run without complaint 
On unknown errands of the Paraclete, 

Wanting the reverence of unshodden feet, 
Fail of the nimbus which the ai'tists paint 
Around the shining forehead of the saint, 



And are in their completeness incomplete ! 

In the old Tuscan town stands Giotto's tower, 
The lily of Florence blossoming in stone, — 
A vision, a delight, and a desire, — 

The builder's perfect and centennial flower. 
That in the night of ages bloomed alone. 
But wanting still the gloi'y of the spire. 



TO-MORROW. 



'T IS late at night, and in the realm of 
sleep 
My little lambs are folded like the flocks ; 
From room to room I hear the wakeful 

clocks 
Challenge the passing hour, like guards that 
keejD 
Their solitary watcli on tower and steep ; 
Far ofl: I hear the crowing of the cocks. 



And through the opening door that time un- 
locks 

Feel the fresh breathing of To-morrow creep. 
To-morrow I the mysterious, unknown guest, 

Who cries to me : " Remember Barmecide, 

And tremble to be happy with the rest.'' 
And I make answer : " I am satisfied ; 

I dare not ask : I know not what is liest ; 

God hath already said what shall l)etide." 
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DIVINA COMMEDIA. 



Oft have I seen at some cathedral door 
A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat, 
Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet 
Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor 

Kneel to repeat his Paternoster o'er ; 
Far off the noises of the world retreat ; 
The loud vociferations of the street 



How strange the sculptures that adorn these 

towers ! 
This crowd of statues, in whose folded 

sleeves 
Birds build their nests ; while canopied with 

leaves 
Parvis and portal bloom like trellised 

bowers, 
And the vast minster seems a cross of flowers ! 
But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled 

eaves 



Become an undistinguishable roar. 

So, as I enter here from day to day, 

And leave my burden at this minster gate, 
Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray, 

The tumult of the time disconsolate 
To inarticulate murmurs dies away. 
While the eternal ages watch and wait. 



n. 



Watch the dead Christ between the living 
thieves, 

And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers ! 
Ah ! from what agonies of heart and brain. 

What exultations trampling on despair. 

What tenderness, what tears, what hate of 
wrong. 
What passionate outcry of a soul in pain. 

Uprose this poem of the earth and air. 

This medifeval miracle of song ! 



in. 



I ENTEE, and I see thee in the gloom 

Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine ! 

And strive to make my steps keep pace 
with thine. 

The air is filled with some unknown per- 
fume ; 
The congregation of the dead make room 

For thee to pass ; the votive tapers shine ; 

Like rooks that haunt Ravenna's groves of 
pine 



With snow-white veil and garments as of 

flame, 
She stands before thee, who so long ago 
Filled thy young heart with passion and 

the woe 
From which thy song and all its splendors 

came ; 
And while with stern rebuke she speaks thy 

name. 
The ice about thy heart melts as the snow 



The hovering echoes fly from tomb to 

tomb. 
From the confessionals I hear arise 
Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies, 
And lamentations from the crypts below ; 
And then a voice celestial, that begins 

With the pathetic words, "Although your 

sins 
As scarlet be," and ends with " as the 

snow." 



IV. 



On mountain heights, and in swift over- 
flow 
Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of 
shame. 

Thou makest full confession ; and a gleam. 
As of the daAvn on some dark forest cast. 
Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase; 

Lethe and Eunoe — the remembered dream 
And the forgotten sorrow — bring at last 
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace. 
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I LIFT mine eyes, and all the windows blaze 
With forms of saints and holy men who 

died, 
Here martyred and liereafter glorified ; 
And the great Rose upon its leaves dis- 

piays 

Christ's Triumi^h, and the angelic rounde- 
lays, 
With sjDlendor upon splendor multiplied ; 
And Beatrice again at Dante's side 



No more rebukes, but smiles her words of 
praise. 
And then the organ sounds, and unseen choirs 
Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and 

love, 
And benedictions of the Holy Ghost ; 
And the melodious bells among the spires 
O'er all the house-tops and through heaven 

al:)ove 
Proclaim the elevation of the Host ! 



VI. 



STAR of morning and of liberty ! 

O bringer of the light, whose splendor 

shines 
Above the darkness of the Apennines, 
Forerunner of tlie day that is to be ! 

The voices of the city and the sea. 

The voices of the mountains and the pines. 
Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines 
Are footpaths for the thought of Italy ! 



Thy fame is blown abroad from all the 
heights, 
Through ail the nations, and a sound is 

heard. 
As of a mighty wind, and men devout, 
iStrangers of Rome, and the new proselytes, 
In their own language hear thy wondrous 
word, 
And many are amazed and many doubt. 
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NOEL. 



ENVOYE A 



M. AGASSIZ, LA VEILLB DE NOEL 1864, AVEC UN PANIER DE VINS DIVERS. 

L'Academie en respect, 
Nonobstant I'incorrection 
A la faveur du sujet, 

Ture-lure, 
N'y fera point de rature; 
Noel! ture-lure-lure. 

Gui Barozai. 



QuAND les astres de Noel 
Brillaient, palpitaient au ciel, 
Six gaillards, et chacun ivre, 
Chantaient gaiment dans le givre, 

" Bons amis 
AUons done cliez Agassiz ! " 

Ces illustres Pelerins 
D'Outre-Mer adroits et fins, 
Se donnant des airs de pretre, 
A I'envi se vantaient d'etre 

" Bons amis 
De Jean Rudolphe Agassiz ! " 

(Eil-de-Perdrix, grand farceur. 
Sans reproche et sans pudeur, 
Dans son patois de Bourgogne, 
Bredouillait comme un ivrogne, 

"Bons amis, 
J'ai dansd chez Agassiz I " 

Verzenay le Champenois, 
Bon Fran^ais, point New-Yorquois, 
Mais des environs d'Avize, 
Fredonne a mainte reprise, 

" Bons amis, 
J'ai chants chez Agassiz ! " 

A c8t^ marchait un vieux 
Hidalgo, mais non mousseux ; 
Dans le temps de Charlemagne 
Fut son p^re Grand d'Espagne ! 

" Bons amis 
J'ai din^ chez Agassiz ! " 

Derri^re eux un Bordelais, 
Gascon, s'il en fut jamais, 
Parfum^ de po^sie 



Riait, chantait, plein de vie, 

" Bons amis, 
J'ai soup^ chez Agassiz ! " 

Avec ce beau cadet roux, 
Bras dessus et bras dessous, 
Mine altidre et couleur terne, 
Vint le Sire de Sauterne; 

" Bons amis, 
J'ai couch^ chez Agassiz ! " 

Mais le dernier de ces preux, 
Etait un pauvre Chartreux, 
Qui disait, d'un ton robuste, 
" Benedictions sur le Juste ! 
Bons amis, 
B^nissons P^re Agassiz ! " 

lis arrivent trois a trois, 
Montent I'escalier de bois 
Clopin-clopant ! quel gendarme 
Peut permettre ce vacarme, 

Bons amis, 
A la porte d' Agassiz ! 

" Ouvrez done, mon bon Seigneur, 
Ouvrez vite et n'ayez peur; 
Ouvrez, ouvrez, car nous sommes 
Gens de bien et gentilshommes, 

Bons amis 
De la famille Agassiz ! " 

Chut, ganaches ! taisez-vous ! 
C'en est trop de vos glouglous ; 
Epargnez aux Philosophes 
Vos abominables strophes ! 

Bons amis, 
Respectez mon Agassiz ! 
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The Angel hearing the Prophet IIabakkuk 
through the air. 



Why dost tliou bear me aloft, 

O Angel of God, on thy pinions 

O'er realms and dominions ? 

Softly I float as a cloud 

In air, for tliy right hand upholds me, 

Thy garment enfolds me ! 



Lo ! as I passed on my way 
In the harvest-field I beheld thee, 
When no man compelled thee. 
Bearing with thine own hands 
This food to the famishing reapers, 
A flock without keepers ! 

The fragrant sheaves of the wheat 

Made the air above them sweet ; 

Sweeter and more divine 

Was the scent of the scattered grain, 

That the reaper's hand let fall 

To be gathered again 

By the hand of the gleaner ! 

Sweetest, divinest of all. 

Was the humlde deed of thine. 

And the meekness of thy demeanor ! 



ANGEL. 

Beautiful was it in tlie Lord's sight. 

To behold his Projjhet 

Feeding those that toil. 

The tillers of the soil. 

But why should the reapers eat of it 

And not the Projahet of Zion 

In the den of the lion? 

The Prophet should feed the Prophet ! 

Therefore I thee have uplifted. 

And bear thee aloft by the hair 

Of thy head, like a cloud that is drifted 

Through the vast unknown of the air ! 

Five days hath the Prophet been lying- 
in Babylon, in the den 
Of the lions, death-defying. 
Defying hunger and thirst ; 
But the worst 
Is the mockery of men ! 
Alas ! how full of fear 
Is the fate of Prophet and Seer ! 
Forevermore, forevermore. 
It shall be as it hath been heretofore ; 
The age in which they hve 
Will not forgive 

The splendor of the everlasting light. 
That makes their foreheads bright. 
Nor the sublime 
Fore-running of their time ! 



Angel of Light, 

I cannot gainsay thee, 

I can but obey thee ! 



PROPHET. 



Oh tell me, for thou knowest. 
Wherefore and by what grace, 
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Have I, who am least and lowest, 
Been chosen to this place, 
To this exalted part ? 



Because thou art 

The Struggler ; and from thy youth 

Thy humble and patient life 

Hath been a strife 

And battle for the Truth; 

Nor hast thou paused nor halted. 

Nor ever in thy pride 

Turned from the poor aside, 

But with deed and word and pen 

Hast served thy fellow-men; 

Therefore art thou exalted ! 

PKOPHET. 

By. thine arrow's light 

Thou goest onward through the night. 

And by the clear 

Sheen of thy glittering spear ! 

When will our journey end ? 



PROPHET. 



Behold ! 

As if the stars had fallen from then- places 

Into the firmament below, 

The streets, the gardens, and the vacant 

spaces 
With light are all aglow; 
And hark! 
As we draw near. 
What sound is it I hear 
Ascending through the dark? 



The tumultuous noise of the nations. 
Their rejoicings and lamentations. 
The pleadings of their prayer. 
The groans of their despair, 
The cry of their imprecations. 
Their wrath, their love, their hate I 

PKOPHET. 

Surely the world doth wait 
The coming of its Redeemer ! 



Lo, it is ended ! 

Yon silver gleam 

Is the Euphrates' stream. 

Let us descend 

Into the city splendid. 

Into the City of Gold! 



Awake from thy sleep, O dreamer ! 
The hour is near, though late ; 
Awake ! write the vision sublime. 
The vision, that is for a time. 
Though it tarry, wait ; it is nigh ; 
In the end it wiU speak and not lie. 




■'^K^3) 





I. 



vox CLAMANTIS. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Repext ! repent ! repent ! 

For the kingdom of God is at liand, 

And all the land 

Full of the knowledge of the Lord shall be 

As the waters cover the sea, 

And encircle the continent ! 

RejDcnt I repent ! repent ! 

For lo, the hour appointed, 

The hour so long foretold 

By the Prophets of old. 

Of the coming of the Anointed, 

The Messiah, the Paraclete, 

The Desire of the Nations, is nigh ! 

He shall not strive nor cry, 

Nor his voice be heard in the street ; 

Nor the bruised reed shall He break, 

Nor quench the smoking flax ; 

And many of them that sleep 

In the dust of earth shall awake. 

On that great and terrible day. 

And the wicked shall wail and weep. 

And be blown like a smoke away, 

And be melted away like wax. 

Repent ! repent ! repent ! 

O Priest, and Pharisee, 
Who hath warned you to flee 
From the wrath that is to be ? 
From the coming anguish and ire ? 
The axe is laid at the root 
Of the trees, and every tree 



That bringeth not forth good fruit 
Is hewn down and cast into the fire ! 

Te Scribes, why come ye hither? 

In the hour that is uncertain. 

In the day of anguish and trouble, 

He that stretcheth the heavens as a curtain 

And spreadeth them out as a tent. 

Shall blow upon 3rou, and ye shall wither, 

And the whirlwind shall take yon away as 

stubble ! 
Repent ! repent ! repent ! 



Who art thou, O man of prayer ! 
In raiment of camel's hair. 
Begirt with leathern thong. 
That here in the wilderness, 
With a cry as of one in distress, 
Preachest unto this throng ? 
Art thou the Christ? 



Priest of Jerusalem, 

In meekness and Inimbleness, 

I deny not, I confess 

I am not the Christ ! 



What shall Ave say unto them 
That sent us here ? Reveal 
Thy name, and naught conceal ! 
Art thou Elias ? 
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No! 



Art thou that Prophet, then, 
Of lamentation and woe. 
Who, as a symbol and sign 
Of impending wrath divine 
Upon unbelieving men. 
Shattered the vessel of clay 
In the Valley of Slaughter? 



Nay. 



I am not he thou namest '. 



Who art thou, and vsdiat is the word 
That here thou proclaimest ? 



I am the voice of one 

Crying in the wilderness alone : 

Prepai-e ye the way of the Lord ; 

Make liis paths straight 

In the land that is desolate ! 



PRIEST. 

If thou be not the Christ, 
Nor yet Elias, nor he 
That, in sign of the things to be. 
Shattered the vessel of clay 
In the Valley of Slaughter, 
Then declare unto us, and say 
By what authority now 
Baptizest thou? 



I indeed baptize you with water 
Unto repentance ; but He, 
That Cometh after me. 
Is mightier than I and higher ; 
The latchet of whose shoes 
I am not worthy to unloose ; 
He shall baptize you with fire. 
And with the Holy Ghost ! 
Whose fan is in his hand ; 
He will purge to the uttermost 
His floor, and garner his wheat. 
But will burn the chaff in the 

brand 
And fire of unquenchable heat ! 
Repent ! repent I repent ! 
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II. 



MOUNT yUABANTANIA. 




LUCIFER. 

Not in the lightning's flash, nor in the thun- 
der, 
Not in the tempest, nor the cloudy storm. 

Will I array my form ; 
But part invisible these boughs asunder. 
And move and murmur, as the wind up- 
heaves 
And whispers in the leaves. 

Not as a terror and a desolation, 

Not in my natural shape, inspiring fear 

And dread, will I appear : 
But in soft tones of sweetness and persua- 
sion, 
A sound as of the fall of mountain streams, 

Or voices heard in dreams. 



He sitteth there in silence, worn and wasted 
With famine, and uplifts his hollow eyes 

To the unpitying skies ; 
For forty days and nights he hath not tasted 
Of food or drink, his parted lips are pale. 

Surely his strength must f;iil. 

Wherefore dost thou in penitential fasting- 
Waste and consume the beauty of thy youth? 

Ah, if thou be in truth 
The Son of tlie Unnamed, the Everlasting, 
Command these stones beneath thy feet to be 

Changed into bread for thee ! 

CHRISTUS. 

'T is written : Man shall not live hy bread 

alone, 
But by each word that from God's mouth 

proceedeth ! 
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n. 



m. 



LUCIFER. 

Too weak, alas ! too weak is the tempta- 
tion 
For one whose soul to nobler things aspires 

Than sensual desires ! 
Ah, could I, by some sudden aberration, 
Lead and delude to suicidal death 

This Christ of Nazareth! 

Unto the holy Temple on Moriah, 

With its resplendent domes, and manifold 

Bright pinnacles of gold, 
Where they await thy coming, O Messiah ! 
Lo, I have brought thee ! Let thy glory 
here 

Be manifest and clear. 

Reveal thyself by royal act and gesture 
Descending with the bright triumphant host 

Of all the highermost 
Archangels, and about thee as a vesture 
The shining clouds, and all thy splendors 
show 

Unto the world below ! 

Cast thyself down, it is the hour appointed ; 
And God hath given his angels charge and 
care 

To keep thee and upbear 
Upon their hands his only Son, the Anointed, 
Lest he should dash his foot against a stone 

And die, and be unknown. 

CHRISTUS. 

'T is written : Thou shalt not tempt the Lord 
thy God! 



I cannot thus delude him to perdition ! 
But one temptation still remains untried, 

The trial of his pride. 
The thirst of power, the fever of ambition ! 
Surely by these a humble peasant's son 

At last may be undone ! 

Above the yawning chasms and deep abysses. 
Across the headlong torrents, I have brought 

Thy footsteps, swift as thought ; 
And from the highest of these precipices. 
The Kingdoms of the world thine eyes behold. 

Like a great map unrolled. 

From far-off Lebanon, with cedars crested. 
To where, the waters of the Asphalt Lake 

On its white pebbles break, 
And the vast desert, silent, sand-invested, 
These kingdoms all are mine, and tliine shall be, 

If thou wilt worship me ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Get thee behind me, Satan ! thou shalt worship 
The Lord thy God ; Him only shalt thou serve I 

ANGELS MINISTRANT. 

The sun goes down ; the evening shadows 

lengthen. 
The fever and the struggle of the day 

Abate and pass away ; 
Thine Angels Ministrant, we come to 

strengthen 
And comfort thee, and crown thee with the 
palm. 
The silence and the calm. 



III. 



THE MARRIAGE EST CANA. 



THE MUSICIANS. 

Rise up, my love, my fair one, 
Rise up, and come away. 
For lo! the winter is past, 



The rain is over and gone, 

The flowers appear on the earth, 

The time of the singing of birds is come, 

And the voice of the turtle is heard in our land. 
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THE BR1DF.GH00M. 

Sweetly the minstrels sing the Song of Songs ! 
My heart runs forward with it, and I say : 
C)h set me as a seal upon thine heart, 
And set me as a seal upon thine arm ; 
For love is strong as life, and strong as death, 
And cruel as the grave is jealousy ! 



THK MUSICIANS. 

I sleep, but my heart awaketh ; 

'Tis the voice of my beloved 

Who knocketh, saying: Open to me, 

My sister, my love, my dove. 

For my head is filled witli dew, 

My locks with the drops of the night ! 




THE BRIDE. 

Ah yes, I sleep, and yet my heart awaketh. 
It is the voice of my beloved who knocks. 

THE BRIDEGROOM. 

O beautiful as Rebecca at the fountain, 
O beautiful as Ruth among the sheaves ! 
O fairest among Avomen ! O undefiled ! 
Thou art all fair, my love, there 's no spot 
in thee! 

THE MUSICIANS. 

My beloved is white and rnddy. 
The chiefest among ten thousand ; 
His locks are black as a raven, 
His eyes are the eyes of doves. 
Of doves by the rivers of water, 
His lips are like unto lilies, 
Dropping sweet-smelling myrrh. 
66 



ARCHITRICLINUS. 

Who is that youth with the dark azure eyes, 
And hair, in color like unto the wine, 
Parted upon his forehead, and behind 
Falling in flowing locks I 

PARANYMPHUS. 

The Nazarene 
Who jireacheth to the poor in field and vil- 
lage 
The coming of God's Kingdom. 

ARCHITRICLINUS. 

How serene 
His aspect is ! manly j-et womanly. 

rARANYMPHUS. 

Most beautiful among the sons of men ! 

Oft known to weep, but never known to laugh. 
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ARCHITRICLINUS. 

And tell me, she with eyes of olive tint, 
And skin as fair as wheat, and pale brown 

hair, 
The woman at his side? 

PARANYMPIIUS. 

His mother, J\Iary. 

ARCHITRICLINUS. 

And the tall figure standing close behind 

them, 
Clad all in white, with face and beard like 

ashes, 
As if he were Elias, the White Witness, 
Come from his cave on Carmel to foretell 
The end of all things ? 

PAIIANYMPHUS. 

That is Manahem 
The Essenian, he who dwells among the palms 
Near the Dead Sea. 

ARCIIITKICLINUS. 

He who foretold to Herod 
He should one day be King ? 

PARANYMPHUS. 

The same. 

AUCHITKICLINUS. 

Then why 
Doth he come here to sadden with his pres- 
ence 
Our marriage feast, belonging to a sect 
Haters of women, and that taste not wine? 

THE MUSICIANS. 

My undefiled is but one, 

The only one of her mother, 

The choice of her that bare her; 

The daughters saw her and blessed her; 

The queens and the concubines praised her; 

Saying ; Lo ! who is this 

That looketh forth as the morning ? 

MANAHEM, aside. 

The Ruler of the Feast is gazing at me. 
As if he asked, why is that old man here 
Among the revellers ? And thou, the Anointed ! 



Why art thou here? I see as in a vision 
A figure clothed in purple, crowned with 

thorns ; 
I see a cross uplifted in the darkness. 
And hear a cry of agony, that shall echo 
Forever and forever through the world ! 

ARCHITRICLINUS. 

Give us more wine. These goblets are all 
empty. 

MARY to CHRISTUS. 

They have no wine ! 

CHRISTUS. 

O woman, what have I 
To do with thee ? Mine hour is not yet come. 

MARY to the servants. 
Whatever he shall say to you, that do. 

CHRISTUS. 

Fill up these pots with water. 

THK MUSICIANS. 

Come, my beloved, 

Let us go forth into the field, 

Let us lodge in the villages ; 

Let us get up early to the vineyards, 

Let us see if the vine flourish, 

Whether the tender grape appear, 

And the pomegranates bud forth. 

CHRISTUS. 

Draw out now 
And bear unto the Ruler of the Feast. 

MANAHEM, Oside. 

O thou, brought up among the Essenians, 
Nurtured in abstinence, taste not the wine ! 
It is the poison of dragons from the vine- 
yards 
Of Sodom, and the taste of death is in it! 

ARCHITRICLINUS lO the BRIDEGROOM. 

All men set forth good wine at the begin- 
ning ; 

And when men have well drunk, that which 
is worse. 

But thou hast kept the good wine imtil now. 
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The things that liavo been and sliall lie no 

move, 
Tlie tilings tliat are, and that lieveafter shall 

The tilings that might have been, and yet 

were not, 
The fading twilight of great joj's departed. 
The daybreak of great truths as yet unrisen. 
The intuition and the expectation 
Of something, which, when come, is not the 

same 

liut only like its forecast in men's di'eams. 
The longing, the delay, and the delight. 
Sweeter for the delay ; youth, hope, love, death. 
And disappointment which is also death. 
All these make up the sum of human life ; 
A dream within a dream, a wind at night 
Howling across the desert in despair. 
Seeking for something lost, it cannot find. 
Fate or foreseeing, or whatever name 
Men call it, matters not ; what is to be 
Hath been fore-written in the thought divine 
From the beginning. None can hide from it. 
But it will find him out ; nor run from it, 
But it o'ertaketh him ! The Lord hath said it. 

THE BRIDEGROOM io the BRIDE, on the haJeony. 

When Abraham went with Sarah into Egypt, 
The land was all illumined with hei- beauty : 



But thou ilost make thi' very night itself 

Brighter than day ! Behold, in glad pro- 
cession. 

Crowding the thi'eshold of the skv above us, 

The stars come foi'th to nu^et thee with their 
lamps : 

And the soft winds, the anibiissadors of 
flowers. 

From neighboring gardens and from fields 
unseen. 

Come laden with odors unto thee, my Queen ! 

THE MDSICIAXS. 

Awake, m nth-wind. 

And come, thou wind of the Soutli. 

Blow, blow upon my j^^irden, 

That tlie spicfs thereof may flow out. 
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IV. 



IN THE COENPIELDS. 



Onwaed through leagues of sun-illumined 

corn, 
As if through parted seas, the pathway runs, 
And crowned with sunshine as the Prince of 

Peace 
Walks the beloved Master, leading us. 
As Moses led our fathers in old times 
Out of the land of bondage ! We have found 
Him of whom Moses and the Prophets wrote, 
Jesus of Nazareth, the Son of Joseph. 

NATHAXAEL. 

Can any good come out of Nazareth ? 
Can this be the Messiah? 



Come and see. 



NATHANAEL. 



The summer sun grows hot ; I am anhun- 
gered. 
How cheerily the Sabbath-breaking quail 
Pipes in the corn, and bids us to his Feast 
Of Wheat Sheaves ! How the bearded, ripen- 
ing ears 
Toss in the roofless temple of the air ; 
As if the unseen hand of some High-Priest 
Waved them before Mount Tabor as an altar ! 
It were no harm, if we should pluck and eat. 



NATHANAEL. 

Whence knowest thou me? 

CHRISTUS. 

Before that Philip called thee, when thou wast 
Under the fig-tree, I beheld thee. 

NATHANAEL. 

Rabbi ! 
Thou art the Son of God, thou art the King 
Of Israel! 

CHRISTUS. 

Because I said I saw thee 
Under the fig-tree, before Philip called thee, 
Believest thou ? Thou shalt see greater things. 
Hereafter thou shalt see the heavens unclosed. 
And angels of God ascending and descending 
Upon the Son of Man ! 

PHARISEES, passing. 

Hail, Rabbi! 



CHRISTUS. 



PHARISEES. 



Hail! 



Behold how thy disciples do a thing 
Which is not lavrful on the Sabbath-day, 
And thou forbiddest them not ! 



How wonderful it is to walk abroad 
With the Good Master! Since the miracle 
He wrought at Cana, at the marriage feast. 
His fame hath gone abroad through all the 

land. 
And when we come to Nazareth, thou shalt see 
How his own people will receive their Prophet, 
And hail him as Messiah ! See, he turns 
And looks at thee. 

CHRISTUS. 

Behold an Israelite 
In whom there is no guile. 



CHRISTUS. 

Have ye not read 
What David did when he anhungered was. 
And all they that were with him ? How he 

entered 
Into the house of God, and ate the shewbread. 
Which was not lawful saving for the priests ? 
Have ye not read, how on the Sabbath-days 
The priests profane the Sabbath in the Tem- 
ple, 
And yet are blameless ? But I say to you, 
One in this place is greater than the Temple ! 
And had ye known the meaning of the words, 
I will have mercy and not sacrifice, 



HENRT WADS WORTH LONGFELLOW. 



525 



The guiltless ye would not coiulemii. Tlie 

Sabbutli 
Was made for man, and not man i'oi- the 

Sabbath. 

Passes on with the disciples. 

PHARISEES. 

This is, alas ! some poor demoniac 
Wandering about the fields, and uttering 



Ilis unintelligible blasphemies 

Among the common people, who receive 

As prophecies the words they comprehend 

not ! 
Deluded folk ! The incomprehensible 
Alone excites their wonder. There is none 
So visionary, or so void of sense, 
But he will find a crowd to follow him I 



V. 

NAZARETH. 




CHKISTUS, reading in ilie Sj/narjogue. 

The Spirit of the Lord is upon me. 

He hath anointed me to preacli goo(.l tid- 
ings 

Unto the poor; to heal the broken-hearted; 

To comfort those that mourn, and to throw 
open 

The prison doors of captives, and proclaim 

The Year Acceptable of the Lord, our God! 

He closes the hool' and sits down. 



A PHARISEE. 

Who is tliis youth ? He hath taken the 

Teacher's seat ! 
Will he insti-uct the Elders'.' 

A PRIEST. 

Fifty years 
Have I been Priest here in the Synagogue, 
And never have I seen so young a man 
Sit in the Teacher's seat ! 
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CHRISTUS. 

Behold, to-day 
This scripture is fulfilled. One is appointed 
And hath been sent to them that mourn in Zion, 
To give them beauty for ashes, and the oil 
Of joy for mourning ! They shall build again 
The old waste-places ; and again raise up 
The former desolations, and repair 
The cities that are wasted ! As a bride-groom 
Decketh himself with ornaments ; as a bride 
Adorneth herself with jeAvels, so the Lord 
Hath clothed me with the robe of righteous- 
ness! 

A PRIEST. 

He speaks the Prophet's words ; but with an 

air 
As if himself had been foreshadowed in them ! 

CHRISTUS. 

For Zion's sake I will not hold my peace, 
And for Jerusalem's sake I will not rest 
Until its righteousness be as a brightness. 
And its salvation as a lamp that burneth ! 
Thou shalt be called no longer the Forsaken, 
Nor any more thy land, the Desolate. 
The Lord hath sworn, by his right hand hath 

sworn, 
And by his arm of strength : I will no more 
Give to thine enemies thy coi'U as meat ; 
The sons of strangers shall not drink thy wine. 
Go through, go through the gates ! Prepare 

a way 
Unto the people ! Gather out the stones ! 
Lift up a standard for the people ! 



A PRIEST. 



Ah! 



These are seditious words ! 



CHRISTUS. 



And they shall call them 
The holy people ; the redeemed of God ! 
And thou, Jerusalem, shalt be called Sought 

out, 
A city not forsaken ! 



A PHARISEE. 



Is not this 
The carpenter Joseph's son ? Is not his mother 



Called Mary ? and his brethren and his sisters 
Are they not with us ? Doth he make himself 
To be a Prophet? 



CHRISTUS. 



No man is a Prophet 
In his own country, and among his kin. 
In his own house no Prophet is accepted. 
I say to you, in the land of Israel 
Were many widows in Elijah's day. 
When for three years and more the heavens 

were shut. 
And a great famine was throughout the land ; 
But unto no one was Elijah sent 
Save to Sarepta, to a city of Sidon, 
And to a woman there that was a widow. 
And many lepers were there in the land 
Of Israel, in the time of Eliseus 
The Prophet, and yet none of them was 

cleansed, 
Save Naaman the Syrian ! 



A PRIEST. 



Say no more I 
Thou comest here into our Synagogue 
And speakest to the Elders and the Priests, 
As if the very mantle of Elijah 
Had fallen upon thee ! Art thou not ashamed ? 



A PHARISEE. 



We want no Prophets here ! Let him be 

driven 
From Synagogue and city ! Let him go 
And prophesy to the Samaritans ! 



AN ELDER. 



The world is changed. We Elders are as 

nothing ! 
We are but yesterdays, that have no part 
Or portion in to-day ! Dry leaves that rustle, 
That make a little sound, and then are dust! 



A PHARISEE. 



A carpenter's apprentice ! a mechanic, 
Whom we have seen at work here in the 

town 
Day after day ; a stripling without learnmg, 
Shall he pretend to unfold the Word of God 
To men grown old in study of the Law? 
Christus is thrust out. 
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VI. 



THE SEA OF OALILEE. 







Petek anil An- DREW mendinij their nets. 



Never was such a marvellous draught of 

fishes 
Heard of in Galilee ! The market-places 
Both of Bethsaida and Capernaujn 
Are full of them ! Yet we had toiled all 

night 
And taken nothing, when the Master said . 
Launch out into the deep, and cast 3'our jiets; 
And doing this, we caught such multitudes 
Our nets like spiders' webs were snapped 

asunder. 
And with the draught we filled two ships so 

full 
That they began to sink. Then I knelt 

down 
iimazed, and said : Lord, depart from me, 



I am a sinful man. And he made answer: 
Simon, fear not ; henceforth thou sludt catch 

men ! 
What was the meaning of those words? 



I know not. 
But here is Philip, come from Nazareth. 
He hath lieen with the Master. Tell us, Philip. 
What tidings dost thou bring ? 



Most wonderful ! 
As we drew near to Nain, out of the gate 
Upon a bier Avas carried the dead body 
Of a young man, his mothers (inly son. 
And she a widow, who with lamentation 
Bewailed her loss, and the much people with 
her; 
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Anil when tlie Master saw her he was iilleil 
With pity ; and lie said to lier : Weep not ! 
And eanie and tomdied the bier, and they 

that bare it 
Stood still ; and then he said : Yonng man, 

arise I 
And he that had lieen dead sat up, and soon 
Began to S2)eak ; and he delivered liiin 
Unto his mother. And there came a fear 
On all tlie people, and they glorified 
The Lord, and said, rejoicing : A great 

I'rophet 
Is risen up among us ! and the Ijord 
Hath visited his people I 



A great Prophet': 
Ay, greater than a Prophet : greater even 
Than John the Baptist I 



Yet the Nazarenes 



Rejected liim. 



I'ETKR. 

The Nazarenes are dogs I 
As natural bi'ute beasts, they growl at things 
They do not understand ; and they shall 

perish, 
Utterlv perish in their own corruption. 
The Nazarenes are dogs ! 

PHILIP. 

They drave him forth 
Out of their Synagogue, out of their city. 
And would have cast him down a precipice, 
But, passing through the midst of them, he 

vanished 
Out of their hands. 



Clouds carried with a, tempest, unto whom 
Tlie mist of darkness is reserved forever I 

PHILIP. 

Jjeliold lie cometh. There is one man with 

him 
1 am amazed to see ! 

ANDKEW. 

What man is that? 

PHILIP. 

Judas Iscariot ; he that cometh last, 

Girt with a leathern apron. No one knoweth 

His history ; l>ut the rumor of him is 

He had an unclean spirit in his youth. 

It hath not left him yet. 

CIIItlSTUS, passinf/. 

Come unto me. 
All ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
And I will give you rest ! Come unto me, 
And take my yoke u]ion you and learn of me. 
For I am meek, and I am lowly in heart, 
And ye sliall all find rest unto your souls ! 

PHILIP. 

Oh, there is something in that voice that 

reaches 
The innermost recesses of my spirit ! 
I feel that it might say unto the V)lind : 
Recei\'e your sight I and straightway they 

would see I 
I feel that it might sav unto the dead. 
Arise ! and they would hear it and obey ! 
Behold he beckons to us ! 

CHRISTUS, iO PETER and .iXDKEW. 

Follow me ! 



PETER. 

Wells are they without water. 



PETER. 

Master, I will leave all and follow thee. 
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VII. 



THE DEMONIAC OF GADARA. 



A GADARENK. 

FIe hath escaped, hath pkicked his chains asun- 
der, 
And broken Iiis fetters ; always night and day 
Is in tlie mountains lieve, and in the tombs, 
Crying aloud, and cutting himself with stones, 
Exceeding tierce, so that no man can tame him ! 

THE DEMONIAC from above, unseen. 

O Aschmedai ! O Aschmedai, have pity ! 

A GADAKENK. 

Listen ! It is his voice ! Go warn the people 
Just landing from the lake ! 

THE DEMONIAC. 

O Aschmedai ! 
Thou angel of the bottomless pit, have pity ! 
It was enongh to hurl King Solomon, 
(_)n whom be peace I two hundred leagues away 
Into the country, and to make him scullion. 
In tlie kitchen of the King of Maschkemen ! 
Why dost thou hurl me here among these 

rocks. 
And cut me with these stones ? 

A GADARENE. 

He raves and mutters 
He knows not what. 

THE DEMONIAC, appearing from a lomb amonf/ the rocks. 

The wild cock Tarnegal 
Singeth to me, and bids me to the banquet, 
Where all the Jews shall come ; for they have 

slain 
Behemoth the great ox, who daily cropped 
A thousand hills for food, and at a draught 
Drank up the river Jordan, and have slain 
The huge Leviathan, and stretched his skin 
Upon the high walls of Jerusalem, 
And made them shine from one end of the 

world 
Unto the other ; and the fowl Barjuchne, 
Whose outspread wings eclipse the sun, and 

make 

67 



Midnight at noon o'er all the continents! 
And we shall drink the wine of Paradise 
From Adam's cellars. 

A GADAitENE. 

O, thou unclean spirit ! 

THE DEMONIAC, hurlinfj (Joifn a xlone. 

This is the wonderful Barjuchne's egg. 

That fell out of her nest, and broke to pieces 

And swept away three liundred cedai'-trees, 
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And threescore villages ! — Rabbi Eliezer, 
How thou didst sin there in that seaport town 
When thou hadst carried safe thy chest of 

silver 
Over the seven rivers for her sake ! 
I too have sinned beyond the reach of pardon. 
Ye hills and mountains, pray for mercy on me ! 
Ye stars and planets, pray for mercy on me ! 
Ye sun and moon, oh pray for mercy on 



me ! 



Christus and his disciples pass. 



A GADARENE. 



There is a man here of Decapolis, 
Who hath an unclean spirit ; so that none 
Can pass this way. He lives among the tombs 
Up there upon the cliffs, and hurls down stones 
On those who pass beneath. 



CHRISTUS. 



Come out of him, 



Thou unclean spirit ! 



THE DEMONIAC. 

What have I to do 
With thee, thou Son of God? Do not tor- 
ment us. 



A GADAKENE. 

See, how stupefied, 
How motionless he stands ! He cries no more ; 
He seems bewildered and in silence stares 
As one who, walking in his sleep, awakes 
And knows not where he is, and looks about 

him. 
And at his nakedness, and is ashamed. 

THE DEMONIAC. 

Why am I here alone among the tombs? 
What have they done to me, that I am naked ? 
Ah, woe is me ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Go home unto thy friends 
And tell them how great things the Lord 

hath done 
For thee, and how He had compassion on thee ! 

A SWINEHERD, running. 

The herds ! the herds ! O most unlucky day ! 
They were all feeding quiet in the sun, 
When suddenly they started, and grew savage 
As the wild boars of Tabor, and together 
Rushed down a precipice into the sea ! 
They are all drowned ! 



CHKISTUS. 

What is thy name? 

DEMONIAC. 

Legion ; for we are many. 

Cain, the first murderer ; and the King Bel- 
shazzar, 

And Evil Merodach of Babylon, 

And Admatha, the death-cloud, prince of Per- 
sia ; 

And Aschmedai, the angel of the pit. 

And many other devils. We are Legion. 

Send us not forth beyond Decapolis; 

Command us not to go into the deep ! 

There is a herd of swine here in the pas- 
tures. 

Let us go into them. 

CHRISTUS. 

Come out of him. 
Thou unclean spirit! 



Thus righteously are punished 
The apostate Jews, that eat the flesh of swine. 
And broth of such abominable things ! 

GREEKS OF GADARA. 

We sacrifice a sow unto Demeter 

At the beginning of harvest, and another 

To Dionysus at the vintage-time. 

Therefore we prize our herds of swine, and 

count them 
Not as unclean, but as things consecrate 
To' the immortal gods. O great magician. 
Depart out of our coasts; let us alone. 
We are afraid of thee. 



Let us depart ; 
For they that sanctify and purify 
Themselves in gardens, eating flesh of swine. 
And the abomination, and the mouse. 
Shall be consumed together, saith the Lord ! 
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VIII. 



TALITHA CUMI. 



JAIRUS at the feet of chkistus. 

Master! I entreat tlieel I implore thee! 
My daughter lietli at tlie point of cleatli ; 

1 pray tliee come and lay tliy liands upon 

her, 
And slie shall live ! 

CnRISTUS. 

Who was it touched mj' garments? 

SIJION 1>ETEK. 

Thou seest the multitude that throng and 

press thee, 
And sayest thou: Wiio touched me? 'T was 

not I. 

CHRisxrs. 

Some one hath touched my garments ; I per- 
ceive 
That virtue is cjone out of me. 



A WOMAN, 

Master! 
Foigive me! For I said \\ithin myself, 
If I so much as toucli his garment's hem, 
I shall be whole. 

CHRISTUS. 

He of good comfort, (hiughter ! 
Thy faitii hath made thee whole. Depart in 
peace. 

A MFCSSENGER from the house- 
Why troublest tliou tlie Master? Hearest 

thou n<:it 
Tlie flute-players, and tlie voices of the women 
Singing their lamentation '' She is dead ! 

THE jriNSTRELS AND M(JURXERS. 

We liave girdeil ourselves with suckeloth I 
AVe have covered oui- heads with ashes ! 




532 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF 



For our young men die, and our maidens 
Swoon in tlie streets of the city ; 
And into tlieir mother's bosom 
They pour out their souls like water! 

CHRiSTUS, going in. 

Give place. Why make ye this ado, and 

weep? 
She is not dead, but sleepeth. 

THE MOTHER, /rom WiV/iin. 

Cruel Death ! 
To take away from me this tender blossom ! 
To take away my dove, my lamb, m}' dar- 
ling! 

THE MINSTRELS AND MOURNERS. 

He hath led me and brought into darkness. 
Like the dead of old in dark places ! 



He hath bent his bow, and hath set me 
Apart as a mark for his arrow ! 
He hath covered himself with a cloud. 
That our prayer should not pass through and 
reach him ! 

THE CROWD. 

He stands beside her bed! He takes her 

hand ! 
Listen, he speaks to her ! 

CHRISTUS, within. 

Maiden, arise ! 

THE CROWD. 

See, she obeys his voice ! She stirs ! She 

lives ! 
Her mother holds her folded in her arms ! 
O miracle of miracles ! O marvel ! 



IX. 



THE TOWER OF MAGDALA. 



MARY MAGDALENE. 

CoMPANiONLESS, unsatisfied, forlorn, 
I sit here in this lonely tower, and look 
Upon the lake below me, and the hills 
That swoon with heat, and see as in a vis- 
ion 
All my past life unroll itself before me. 
The princes and the merchants come to me. 
Merchants of Tyre and Princes of Damas- 
cus, 
And pass, and disappear, and are no more ; 
But leave behind their merchandise and jew- 
els. 
Their perfumes, and their gold, and their 

disgust. 
I loathe them, and the very memory of them 
Is unto me, as thought of food to one 
Cloyed with tlie luscioiis figs of Dalmanutha ! 
What if hereafter, in the long hereafter 
Of endless joy or pain, or joy in pain. 
It were my punishment to be with them 
Grown hideous and decrepit in their sins. 
And hear them say : Thou that hast brought 

us here. 
Be unto us as thou hast been of old ! 



I look upon this raiment that I wear, 
These silks, and these embroideries, and they 

seem 
Only as cerements wrapped about my limbs ! 
I look upon these rings thick set with pearls, 
And emerald and amethyst and jasper. 
And they are burning coals upon my flesh ! 
This serpent on my wrist becomes alive ! 
Away, thou viper! and away, ye garlands. 
Whose odors bring the swift remembrance 

back 
Of the unhallowed revels in these chambers ! 
But yesterday, — and yet it seems to me 
Something remote, like a pathetic song 
Sung long ago by minstrels in the street, — 
But yesterday, as from this tower I gazed, 
Over the olive and the walnut trees 
Upon the lake and the white ships, and 

wondered 
Whither and whence they steered, and who 

was in them, 
A fisher's boat drew near the landing-place 
Under the oleanders, and the people 
Came up from it, and passed beneath the 

tower. 




AKTlbT; FKLDHKICK DIELMA 



MARY MAGDALENE. 
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Close under me. In front of them, as leader, 
Walked one of royal aspect, clothed in white, 
Who lifted up his eyes, and looked at me, 
And all at once the air seemed filled and 

living 
With a mysterious power, that streamed from 

him. 
And overflowed me witli an atmosphere 
Of light and love. As one entranced I stood, 
And when I woke again, lo ! he was gone ; 
So that I said : Perhaps it is a dream. 
But from that very hour the seven demons 
That had their habitation in this bod}^ 
Which men call beautiful, departed from me ! 



Be of good cheer I 'T is I ! Be not afraid ! 
And from the darkness, scarcely heard, the 

answer : 
If it be thou, liid me come unto thee 
Upon the water ! And the voice said : Come ! 
And then I heard a cry of fear : Lord, save me ! 
As of a drowning man. And then the voice : 
Why didst thou doubt, O thou of httle faith ! 
At this all vanished, and the M'ind was hushed. 
And the great sun came up above the hills. 
And the swift-flying vapors hid themselves 
In caverns among the rocks ! Oh, I must find 

him 
And follow liini, and Ije with him forever ! 



This morning, when the first gleam of the 

dawn 
Made Lebanon a glory in the air. 
And all below was darkness, I beheld 
An angel, or a spirit glorified, 
With wind-tossed garments walking on the 

lake. 
The face I could not see, but I distinguished 
The attitude and gesture, and I knew 
'Twas he that healed me. And the gusty wind 
Brouo-ht to mine ears a voice, which seemed 

to say : 



Thou liox of alabaster, in whose walls 
The souls of flowers lie pent, the precious balm 
And spikenard of Arabian farms, the spirits 
Of aromatic lierbs, ethereal natures 
Nursed by the sun and dew, not all unw(irthy 
To batlie his consecrated feet, whose step 
Makes every threshold holy that he crosses ; 
Let us go fortli upon our pilgrimage, 
Thou and I only ! Let us search for him 
Until we find him, and pour out our souls 
Before his feet, till all that 's left of us 
Shall be the broken caskets that once held us ! 
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X. 



THE HOUSE OF SIMON THE PHARISEE. 



A GUEST at table. 
Are ye deceived ? Have any of the Rulers 
Believed on him? or do they know indeed 
This man to be the very Christ '! Howbeit 
We know vs'hence this man is, but when the 

Christ 
Shall come, none knoweth whence he is. 



That toucheth him ! would know she is a 



CHRISTUS. 



Whereunto shall I liken, then, the men 

Of this generation ? and what are they like ? 

They are like children sitting in the markets. 

And calling unto one another, saying : 

We have piped unto you, and j^e have not 

danced ; 
We have mourned unto you, and ye have 

not wept ! 
This say I unto you, for John the Baptist 
Came neither eating bread nor drinking wine ; 
Ye say he hath a devil. The Son of Man 
Eating and drinking cometh, and ye say : 
Behold a gluttonous man, and a wine-bibber; 
Behold a friend of publicans and sinners ! 

A GUEST, aside to simon. 

Who is that woman yonder, gliding in 
So silently behind him? 



It is Mary, 
Who dwelleth in the Tower of Magdala. 

THE GUEST. 

See, how she kneels there weeping, and her 

tears 
Fall on his feet ; and her long, golden hair 
Waves to and fro and wipes them dry again. 
And now she kisses them, and from a box 
Of alabaster is anointing them 
With precious ointment, filling all the house 
With its sweet odor ! 

SIMON, aside. 

Oh, this man, forsooth. 
Were he indeed a Prophet, would have known 
Who and what manner of woman this may be 



smner 



CHRISTUS. 

Simon, somewhat have I to say to thee. 



Master, say on. 



SIMON. 



CHRISTUS. 



A certain creditor 
Had once two debtors ; and the one of them 
Owed him five hundred pence ; the other, 

fifty. 
They having naught to pay withal, he frankly 
Forgave them both. Now tell me which of 

them 
Will love him most? 



SIMON. 

He, I suppose, to whom 



He most forgave. 



CHRISTUS. 



Yea, thou hast rightly judged. 
Seest thou this woman ! When thine house 

I entered. 
Thou gavest me no water for my feet. 
But she hath washed them with her tears, 

and wiped them 
With her own hair ! Thou gavest me no kiss ; 
This woman hath not ceased, since I came in, 
To kiss my feet? My head with oil didst 

thou 
Anoint not ; but this woman hath anointed 
My feet with ointment. Hence I say to thee, 
Her sins, which have been many, are forgiven. 
For she loved much. 

THE GUESTS. 

Oh, who, then, is this man 
That pardoneth also sins without atonement ? 

CHRISTUS. 

Woman, thy faith hath saved thee ! Go in 



peace , 
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5'PH5 .^IiCt)I2l)iP^.^SOVliR5| 



I. 



BEFOKE THE GATES OF MACH^^EKUS. 



MANAIIEM. 

Welcome, i) wilderness, and welcome, night 

And solitude, and ye swift-flying stars 

That drift with golden sands the barren 

heavens, 
Welcome once morel The Angels of the 

Wind 
Hasten across the desert to receive me ; 
And sweeter than men's voices are to me 
The voices of these solitudes ; the sound 
Of unseen rivulets, and the far-ofi cry 
Of bitterns in the reeds of water-pools. 
And lo ! above me, like the Prophet's arrow 
Shot from the eastern window, high in air 
The clamorous cranes go singing through the 

night. 

ye mysterious pilgrims of the air, 
Would I had wings that I might follow you ! 

1 look forth from these mountains, and behold 
The omnipotent and omnipresent night, 
Mysterious as the future and the fate 

That liangs o'er all men's lives I I see be- 
neath me 

The desert stretching to the Dead Sea, shore, 

And westward, faint and far away, the glim- 
mer 

Of torches on Mount r)livet, announcing 

The rising of the Moon of Passover. 

Like a great cross it seems, on which sus- 
pended. 

With head bowed down in agony, I see 



A human figure! Hide, O merciful heaven. 
The awful apparition from my sight I 

And thou, Macha^rus, lifting high and black 
Thy dreadful walls against the rising moon. 
Haunted by demons and by apparitions, 
Lilith, and Jezerhara, and Bedargon, 
How grim thou showest in the uncertain light, 
A palace and a prison, where King Herod 
Feasts with Herodias, while the Baptist John 
Fasts, and consumes his unavailing life I 
^\nd in thy court-yard gi'ows the untithed rue. 
Huge as the olives of Getlisemane, 
And ancient as tlie terebinth of Hebron, 
Coeval witli the world. Would that its leaves 
j\Iedieinal could })urge thee of the demons. 
That now possess tliee, and the cunning fox 
That burrows in thy walls, contriving mis- 
chief ! 

Music is heard from icitliin. 
Angels of God ! Sandalphon, thou that weav- 

est 
The prayers of men into immortal garlands. 
And thou, iNIetatron, who dost gather up 
Their songs, and bear them to the gates of 

heaven, 
Now gather up together in your liaiuls 
The prayers that fill this prison, and the 

songs 
That echo from the ceiling of this palace, 
And lay them side by side before God's feet I 
He enters the castle. 
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II. 



HEROD S BANQUET-HAJ^L. 



MANAIIEM. 

Thou Imsst sent for me, O King, and I am here. 



Who art thou? 



HEROD. 

What wilt tliou, then ? 

MANAHEM. 



Nothing. 



MASAHEM. 

Manaliem, the Essenian. 

HEROD. 

I recognize thy features, but what mean 
Tliese torn and faded garments ? On thy 

road 
Have demons crowded tliee, and ruljlaed 

against thee, 
And given thee weary knees ? A cup of 

wine ! 

MANAHEM. 

The Essenians drink no wine. 



IIEHOD. 

Not even a cu}) of water ? 



MANAHEM. 



Wliy hast thou sent for me ! 



Nothing. 



HEROD. 

Dost thou remember 
r)ne day wlien I, a schoolboy in the streets 
Of tlie great cit}', met thee on my way 
To school, and thou didst say to me : Here- 
after 
Thou shalt be king? 
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MANAHEM. 

Yea, I remember it. 



Thinking thou didst not know me, I replied : 
I am of humble birth ; whereat, thou, smiling, 
Didst smite me with thy hand, and saidst 

again : 
Thou shalt be King; and let the friendly 

blows 
That Manahem hath given thee on this day 
Remind thee of the fickleness of fortune. 



MANAHEM, ande. 
'T is said that devils sometimes take the shape 
Of ministering angels, clothed with air. 
That they may be inhabitants of earth, 
And lead man to destruction. Such are these. 

HEROD. 

Knowest thou John the Baptist ? 



MANAHEM. 



Yea, I know him ; 



Who knows him not ? 



MANAHEM. 



What more ? 



HEROD. 

No more. 

MANAHEM. 

Yea, for I said to thee : 
It shall be well with thee if thou love justice 
And clemency towards thy fellow-men. 
Hast thou done this, O King? 



Go, ask my people. 

MANAHEM. 

And then, foreseeing all thy life, I added ; 
But these thou wilt forget; and at the end 
Of life the Lord will punish thee. 

HEROD. 

The end ! 
When will that come ? For this I sent to 

thee. 
How long shall I still reign ? Thou dost not 

answer ! 
Speak ! shall I reign ten years ? 

MANAHEM. 

Thou shalt' reign twenty. 
Nay, thirty years. I cannot name the end. 



HEROD. 

Know, then, this John the Baptist 
Said that it was not lawful I should marry 
My brother Philip's wife, and John the Bap- 
tist 
Is here in prison. In my father's time 
Matthias Margaloth was put to death 
For tearing the golden eagle from its station 
Above the Temple Gate, — a slighter crime 
Than John is guilty of. These things are 

warnings 
To intermeddlers not to play with eagles. 
Living or dead. I think the Essenians 
Are wiser, or more wary, are they not ? 

MANAHEM. 

The Essenians do not marry. 



Thou hast given 
My. words a meaning foreign to my thought. 

MANAHEM. 

Let me go hence, O King ! 



Stay yet awhile. 
And see the daughter of Herodias dance. 
Cleopatra of Jerusalem, my, mother, 
In her best days, was not more beautiful. 

Music. The Daughter of Herodias dances. 



Thirty ? . I thank thee, good Essenian ! 
This is my birthday, and a happier one 
Was never mine. We hold a banquet here. 
See, yonder are Herodias and her daughter. 



HEROD. 

Oh, what was Miriam dancing with her tim- 
brel. 
Compared to this one ? 
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MANAHEM, aside. 

(_) tliou Angel of Death, 
Dancing at funerals among the women, 
When men beau out the dead I The air is hot 
And stifles me ! Oh for a breath of air ! 
Bid me depart, O King ! 



Not yet. Come hither, 
Salome, thou enchantress ! Ask of me 
Wliate'er thou wilt ; and even unto the half 
Of all my kingdom, I will give it thee, 
As the Lord liveth I 

DAUGHTER OF HERODIAS, Icneelinr/. 

Give me here the head 
Of John the Baptist on this silver charger ! 



Not that, dear clnldl I dare not; for the people 
Regard John as a prophet. 



DAUGHTER OF HERODIAS. 

Thou hast sworn it. 

HEROD. 

For mine oath's sake, then. Send unto the 

prison ; 
Let him die quickly. Oh accursed oath ! 

MANAHEM. 

Bid me depart, O King ! 

HEROD. 

Good Manahem, 
Give me thy hand. I love the Essenians. 
He 's gone and hears me not ! The guests are 

dumb. 
Awaiting the pale face, the silent witness. 
The lamps flare ; and the curtains of the door- 
ways 
Wave to and fro as if a ghost were passing I 
Strengthen my heart, red wine of Ascalon I 
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III. 



UNDER THE WALLS OF MACH^RUS. 



MANAHEM, rushing out. 
Away from this Palace of sin ! 
The demons, the terrible powers 
Of the air, that haunt its towers 
And hide in its water-spouts, 
Deafen me with the din 
Of their laughter and their shouts 
For the crimes that are done within I 

Sink back into the earth, 

Or vanish into the air. 

Thou castle of despair ! * 

Let it all be but a dream 

Of the things of monstrous birth, 

Of the things that only seem ! 

White Angel of the Moon, 

Onafiel ! be my guide 

Out of this hateful place 

Of sin and death, nor hide 

In yon black cloud too soon 

Thy pale and tranquil face ! 

A trumpet is blown from the walls. 

Hark ! hark ! It is the breath 
Of the trump of doom and death. 
From the battlements overhead 
Like a burden of sorrow cast 
On the. midnight and the blast, 
A wailing for the dead. 
That the. gusts drop arid uplift! 
O Herod, thy vengeance is swift ! 
O Herodias, thou hast been 
The demon, the evil thing. 
That in place of Esther the Queen, 
In place of the lawful bride, 
Hast lain at night by the side 
Of Ahasuerus the king! 
The trumpet again. 

The Prophet of God is dead ! 

At a drunken monarch's call. 

At a dancing-woman's beck, 

They have severed that, stubborn neck, 

And into, the banquet-hall 

Are bearing the ghastly head ! 



A body is thrown from the tower. 
A torch of lurid red 
Lights the window with its glow ; 
And a white mass as of snow 
Is hurled into the abyss 
Of the black precipice. 
That yawns for it below ! 
O hand of the Most High, 
O hand of Adonai ! 
Bury it, hide it away 
From the birds and beasts of prey, 
And the eyes of the homicide. 
More pitiless than they. 
As thou didst bury of yore 
The body of him that died 
On the mountain of Peor! 

Even now I behold a sign, 

A threatening of wrath divine, 

A watery, wandering star. 

Through whose streaming hair, and the 

white 
Unfolding garments of light, 
That trail behind it afar. 
The constellations shine ! 
And the whiteness and brightness ap- 
pear 
Like the Angel bearing the Seer 
By hair of his head, in the might 
And rush of his vehement flight. 
And I listen until I hear 
From fathomless depths of the sky 
The voice of his prophecy 
Sounding louder and more near ! 

Malediction ! malediction ! 

May the lightnings of heaven fall 

On palace and prison wall, 

And their desolation be 

As the day of fear and affliction. 

As the day of anguish and ire. 

With the burning and fuel of fire. 

In the Valley of the Sea! 
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IV. 



NIOODEMU.S AT NIGHT. 
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NICODEMUS. 

The streets are silent. The dark houses seem 
Like sepulchres, in which the sleepers lie 
Wrapped in their shrouds, and for the moment 

dead. 
The lamps are all extinguished ; only one 
Burns steadily, and from the door its light 
Lies like a shining gate across the street. 
He waits for me. Ah, should this be at last 
The long-expected Christ ! I see him there 
Sitting alone, deep-buried in his thought, 
As if the weight of all the world Avere rest- 
ing 
Upon him, and thus bowed him down. O 

Rabbi, 
We know tliou art a Teacher come from God, 
For no man can ^^erform the miracles 



Thou dost perform, excei^t the Lord be with 

him. 
Thou art a Prophet, sent here to proclaim 
The Kingdom of the Lord. Behold in me 
A Ruler of the Jews, who long have waited 
The coming of that kingdom. Tell me of it. 

CIIRISTUS. 

Verily, verily I say unto thee. 

Except a man l)e born again, he cannot 

Behold the Kingdom of God! 

NICODEMDS. 

Be born again ? 
How can a man be born when he is old ? 
Say, can he enter for a second time 
Lito his mother's womb, and so be born '! 
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CHRISTUS. 



Verily I say unto thee, except 
A man be born of water and the spirit, 
He cannot enter into the Kingdom of God. 
For that which of the flesh is born, is flesh ; 
And that which of the spirit is born, is spirit. 

NICODEMDS. 

We Israelites from the Primeval Man 
Adam Ahelion derive our bodies ; 
Our souls are breathings of the Holy Ghost. 
No more than this we know, or need to know. 

CHRISTUS. 

Then marvel not, that I said unto thee 
Ye must be born again. 

NICODEMUS. 

The mystery 
Of birth and death we cannot comprehend. 

CHRISTUS. 

The wind bloweth where it listeth, and we 

hear 
The sound thereof, but know not whence it 

Cometh, 
Nor whither it goeth. So is every one 
Born of the spirit ! 

NICODEMUS, aside. 

How can these things be? 
He seems to speak of some vague realm of 

shadows. 
Some unsubstantial kingdom of the air ! 
It is not this the Jews are waiting for. 
Nor can this be the Christ, the Son of David, 
Who shall deliver us ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Art thou a master 
Of Israel, and knowest not these things ? 
We speak that we do know, and testify 
That we have seen, and ye will not receive 
Our witness. If I tell you earthly things. 
And ye believe not, how shall ye believe. 
If I should tell you of things heavenly? 
And no man hath ascended up to heaven. 
But He alone that first came down from 

heaven, 
Even the Son of Man which is in heaven ! 



NICODEMUS, aside. 
This is a dreamer of dreams ; a visionary, 
Whose brain is overtasked, until he deems 
The unseen world to be a thing substantial. 
And this we live in, an unreal vision ! 
And yet his presence fascinates and fills me 
With wonder, and I feel myself exalted 
Into a higher region, and become 
Myself in part a dreamer of his dreams, 
A seer of his visions ! 

CHRISTUS. 

And as Moses 
Uplifted the serpent in the wilderness. 
So must the Son of Man be lifted up ; 
That whosoever shall believe in Him 
Shall perish not, but have eternal life. 
He that believes in Him is not condemned ; 
He that believes not, is condemned already. 

NICODEMUS, aside. 
He speaketh like a Prophet of the Lord ! 

CHRISTUS. 

This is the condemnation ; that the light 
Is come into the world, and men loved dark- 
ness 
Rather than light, because their deeds are 
evil! 

NICODEMUS, aside. 

Of me he speaketh ! He reproveth me. 
Because I come by night to question him ! 

CHRISTUS. 

For every one that doeth evil deeds 
Hateth the light, nor cometh to the light, 
Lest he should be reproved. 

NICODEMUS, aside. 

Alas, how truly 
He readeth what is passing in my heart ! 

CHRISTUS. 

But he that doeth truth comes to the light. 
So that his deeds may be made manifest, 
That they are vsrrought in God. 



NICODEMUS. 



Alas ! alas ! 
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BLIND BARTtMEUS. 




BARTIMEUS. 

Be not impatient, Gliilion ; it is pleasant 
To sit here in the shadow of tlie walls 
Under the palms, and hear the hum of Lees, 
And vunioi' of voices passing to and fro, 
And drowsy bells of caravans on their way 
To Sidon or Damascus. This is still 
The City of Palms, and yet tlie walls thou seest 
Are not the old walls, not the walls where 

Rahab 
Hid the two spies, and let them down by cords 
Out of the window, when the gates were shut, 
And it was dark. Those walls were over- 
thrown 
When Joshua's army shouted, and the ]n'iests 
Blew with their seven trumi 



CHIMON. 



When was that ? 

BARTIIMEUS. 

O my sweet rose of Jericho, I know not. 
Hundreds of j'ears ago. And over there 
Beyond the river, the great i}ropliet Elijah 



Was taken by a "\\diirlwind up to heaven 
In chariot of fire, with fiery horses. 
That is the plain of Moab : and beyond it 
Rise the blue summits of Mount Abarim, 
Nebo and Pisgali and Peor, where Moses 
Died, whom the Lord knew face to face, and 

whom 
He buried in a valley, and no man 
Knows of his sepulchre unto this day. 

CHILIOX. 

Would thou conldst see these jilaces, as I see 
them. 

BARTIMEUS. 

I have not seen a glimmer of the light 
Since thou wast born. I never saw thy face, 
And yet I seenr to see it ; and one day 
Perhaps shall see it ; for tliere is a Prophet 
In Galilee, the Messiah, the Son of David, 
Who heals the blind, if I could only find him. 
I hear the sound of many feet approaching. 
And voices, like the murmur of a crowd I 
What seest thou ? 
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CIULION. 

A young man clad in white 
Is coming tbrougli the gateway', and a crowd 
Of people follow. 

BARTIMEUS. 

Can it be the Prophet? 
O neighbors, tell nie who it is that passes ! 

UXE OF THE CROWD. 

Jesus of Nazareth. 

b.\i;timeus, crying. 

O Son of David! 
Have mercy on nie ! 

M.\XY OF THE CROWD. 

Peace, Blind Bartimeus ! 
Do not disturb the Master. 

B.\RTIMKCS, cri/ing more veheinenthj. 

Son of David, 
Have mercy on me ! 



ONE OF THE CROWD. 

See, the Master stops, 
jomfort ; rise, He calletli thee ! 



Be of good c 



i!.i.RTiMEUS, casdiiij airaij Ids cloak. 
ChiUon ! good neigbbors ! lead me on. 



CURISTUS. 



WJiat wilt thoTi 



That I should do to thee? 



B,\RJIMEUS. 

Good Lord ! my sight — 
That I receive my sight ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Receive thy sight I 
Thy faith hath made thee whole 1 



THE CROWD. 



He sees again ! 



Christos /ja.«(?s on. The crated gadiers round 
Bartimeus. 
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BARTIMEUS. 

I see again ; but sight bewilders me ! 
Like a remembered dream, familiar things 
Come back to me. I see the tender sky 
Above me, see the trees, the city walls. 
And the old gateway, through whose echoing 

arch 
I groped so many years ; and you, my neighbors; 
But know you by your friendly voices only. 
How beautiful the world is ! and how wide ! 
Oh, I am miles away, if I but look! 
Where art thou, Chilion ? 

CHII.ION. 

Father, I am here. 



BARTIMEUS. 



Oh let me gaze upon thy face, dear child! 
For I have only seen thee with my hands ! 
How beautiful thou art ! I should have known 

thee; 
Thou hast her eyes whom we shall see here- 
after ! 
O God of Abraham ! Elion ! Adonai ! 
Who art thyself a Father, pardon me 
If for a moment I have thee postponed 
To the affections and 'the thoughts of earth, 
Thee, and the adoration that I owe thee. 
When by thy power alone these darkened 

eyes 
Have been unsealed again to see thy light ! 



VI. 

JACOB'S WELL. 



A SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

The sun is hot ; and the dry east-wind blowing. 
Fills all the air with dust. The birds are si- 
lent ; 
Even the little fieldfares in the corn 
No longer twitter ; only the grasshoppers 
Sing their incessant song of sun and summer. 
I wonder who those strangers were I met 
Going into the city? Galileans 
They seemed to me in speaking, when they 

asked 
The short way to the market-place. Perhaps 
They are fishermen from the lake ; or travel- 
lers, 
Looking to find the inn. And here is some 

one 
Sitting beside the well ; another stranger ; 
A Galilean also by his looks. 
What can so many Jews be doin^ here 
Together in Samaria ? Are they going 
Up to Jerusalem to the Passover ? 
Our Passover is better here at Sj'chem, 
For here is Ebal ; here is Gerizim, 
The mountain where our father Abraham 
Went up to offer Isaac ; here the tomb 
Of Joseph, — for they brought his bones from 

Egypt 
And buried them in this land, and it is holy. 



CHRISTU8. 

Give me to drink. 

SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

How can it be that thou, 
Being a Jew, askest to drink of me 
Which am a woman of Samaria? 
You Jews despise us ; have no dealings with 

us ; 
Make us a byword ; call us in derision 
The silly folk of Sychar. Sir, how is it 
Thou askest drink of me ? 

CHRISTUS. 

If thou hadst known 
The gift of God, and who it is that sayeth 
Give me to drink, thou wouldst have asked 

of Him; 
He would have given thee the living water. 

SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

Sir, thou hast naught to draw with, and the 
well 

Is deep ! Whence hast thou living water ? 

Say, art thou greater than our father Jacob, 

Which gave this well to us, and drank there- 
of 

Himself, and all his children and his cattle? 
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CHKISTUS. 

Ah, whosoever driiiketh of this water 
Shall thirst again ; but whosoever drinketh 
The water I shall give him shall not thirst 
Foreverniore, for it shall be within him 
A well of living water, springing up 
Into life everlasting. 

SAMAltlTAN WOMAN. 

Every day 
I must go to and fro, in heat and cold. 
And I am weary. Give me of tliis water, 
That I may thirst not, nor come here to draw. 




Go call thy husband, woman, and come hither. 

SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

I have no husband, Sir. 

CHKISTUS. 

Thou hast well said 
I have no husband. Thou hast had five hus- 
bands ; 
And he whom now thou hast is not thy hus- 
band. 

1 69 
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SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

Surely thou art a Prophet, for thou readest 
The hidden things of life ! Our fathers wor- 
shipped 
Upon this mountain Gerizim ; and ye say 
The only place in which men ought to worship 
Is at Jerusalem. 

CHRISTUS. 

Believe me, woman. 
The hour is coming, when ye neither shall 
Upon this mount, nor at Jerusalem, 
Worship the Father ; for the hour is coming. 
And is now come, when the true worshippers 
Shall worship the Father in spirit and in 

truth ! 
The Father seeketh such to worship Him. 
God is a spirit ; and they that worship Him 
Must worship Him in spirit and in truth. 

SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

Master, I know that the Messiah cometh, 
Which is called Christ ; and He will tell us 
all things. 

CHRISTUS. 

I that speak unto thee am He! 

THE DISCIPLES, reluming. 

Behold, 
The Master sitting by the well, and talking 
With a Samaritan woman ! With a woman 
Of Sychar, the silly people, always boasting 
Of their Mount Ebal, and Mount Gerizim, 
Their Everlasting Mountain, which they think 
Higher and holier than our Mount Moriah ! 



Why, once upon the Feast of the New Moon, 
When our great Sanhedrim of Jerusalem 
Had all its watch-fires kindled on the hills 
To warn the distant villages, these people 
Lighted up others to mislead the Jews, 
And make a mockery of their festival ! 
See, she has left the Master ; and is running 
Back to the city ! 

THE SAMARITAN WOMAN. 

Oh, come see a man 
Who hath told me all things that I ever did ! 
Say, is not this the Christ? 

THE DISCIPLES. 

Lo, Master, here 
Is food, that we have brought thee from the 

city. 
We pray thee eat it. 

CHRISTUS. 

I have food to eat 
Ye know not of. 

THE DISCIPLES, lo each other. 

Hath any man been here, 
And brought Him aught to eat, while we 
were gone ? 

CHRISTUS. 

The food I speak of is to do the will 
Of Him that sent me, and to finish his work. 
Do ye not say, Lo ! there are yet four months 
And cometh harvest ? I say unto you, 
Lift up your eyes, and look upon the fields, 
For they are white already unto harvest ! 



VII. 



THE COASTS OP C^SAKEA PHILIPPI. 



CHRISTUS, going up the mountain. 
Who do the people say I am? 



JAMES. 

Or that one 
Of the old Prophets is arisen again. 



Some say 
That thou art John the Baptist ; some, Elias ; 
And others Jeremiah. 



CHRISTUS. 

But who say ye I am ? 
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PETER. 

Thou art the Christ ! 
Thou art the Son of God ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Blessed art thou, 
Simon Barjona ! Flesh and blood hath not 
Revealed it unto thee, but even my Father, 
Which is in Heaven. And I say unto thee 
That thou art Peter; and upon this rock 
I build my Church, and all the gates of Hell 
Shall not prevail against it. But take heed 
Ye tell to no man that I am the Christ. 
For I must go up to Jerusalem, 
And suffer many things, and be rejected 
Of the Chief Priests, and of the Scribes and 

Elders, 
And must be crucified, and the third day 
Shall rise again ! 



On earth can white them ! He is not alone ; 
There are two with Him there ; two men of 

eld. 
Their white beards blowing on the mountain 

air. 
Are talking with him. 

JAMES. 

I am sore afraid! 

PETER. 

Who and whence are they? 



JOHN. 



PETER. 



Moses and Elias ! 



O Master ! it is good for us to be here ! 
If thou wilt, let us make three tabernacles ; 
For thee one, and for Moses and Elias ! 



Be it far from thee, Lord! 



This shall not be ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Get thee behind me, Satan I 
Thou savorest not the things that be of God, 
But those that be of men I If any will 
Come after me, let him deny himself. 
And daily take his cross, and follow me. 
For whosoever will save his life shall lose it. 
And whosoever will lose his life shall find 

it. 
For wherein shall a man be profited 
If he shall gain the whole world, and shall 

lose 
Himself or be a castaway ? 

JAMES, after a long pause. 

Why doth 
The Master lead us up into this mountain? 

PETEK. 

He goeth up to pray. 



See, where He standeth 
Above us on the summit of the hill ! 
His face shines as the sun ! and all his raiment 
Exceeding white as snow, so as no fuUer 



Behold a bright cloud sailing in the sun ! 
It overshadows us. A golden mist 
Now hides them from us, and envelops us 
And all the mountain in a luminous shadow ! 
I see no more. The nearest rocks are hidden. 

VOICE from the cloud. 
Lo ! this is my beloved Son ! Hear Him ! 



It is the voice of God. He speaketh to us. 
As from the burning bush He spake to 

Moses ! 

JOHN. 

The cloud- wreaths roll away. The veil is 

lifted ; 
We see again. Behold ! He is alone. 
It was a vision that our eyes beheld. 
And it hath vanished into the unseen. 

CHRISTUS, coming doivnfrom. the mountain. 

I charge ye, tell the vision unto no one, 
Till the Son of Man be risen from the dead ! 

PETER, aside. 

Again He speaks of it! What can It mean. 
This rising from the dead ? 
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JAMES. 

Why say the Scribes 
Elias must first come ? 

CHlilSTUS. 

He Cometh first, 
Restoring all things. But I say to you, 
That tliis Elias is already come. 
They knew him not, hut liave done unto 

hira 
Whate'er they listed, as is written of him. 

PETER, aside. 
It is of John tlie Baptist He is speaking. 



I see a boy, who struggles and demeans him 
As if an unclean spirit tormented liim ! 

A CERTAIN MAN, running forward. 

Lord ! I beseech thee, look upon my son. 
He is mine only child ; a lunatic. 
And sorely vexed; for oftentimes he falleth 
Into the fire and oft into the water. 
Wherever the dumb spii'it taketh liim 
He teareth him. He gnasheth with his teeth, 
And pines away. I spake to thy discijjles 
That they should cast him out, and they 
could not. 



.TAMES. 

As we descend, see, at the mountain's foot, 
A crowd of people ; coming, going, throng- 
ing 
Round the discij^les, that we left behind us. 
Seeming impatient, that we stay so long. 



It is some blind man, or some paralytic 
That waits the Master's coming to be healed. 



CHRISTUS. 



O faithless generation and perverse ! 

How long shall I be with you, and suffer you ? 

Bring thy son hither. 



BYSTANDERS. 



How the unclean spirit 
Seizes the boy, and tortures him Avith j^ain I 
He falleth to the ground and wallows, foaming I 
He cannot live. 
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CHKISTUS. 

How long is it ago 
Since this came unto him? 

THE FATHER. 

Even of a child. 
Oh have compassion on us, Lord, and help us, 
If thou canst help us. 

CHRISTUS. 

If thou canst believe ! 
For unto him that verily believeth, 
All things are possible. 

THE FATHER. 

Lord, I believe ! 
Help thou mine unbelief ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Dumb and deaf spirit, 
Come out of him, I charge thee, and no more 
Enter thou into him ! 

The boy utters a loud cry of pain, and then lies still. 

BYSTANDERS. 

How motionless 
He lieth there. No life is left in him. 



His eyes are like a blind man's, that see not. 
The boy is dead! 



OTHERS. 



Behold ! the Master stoops. 
And takes him by the hand, and lifts him 

up. 
He is not dead. 



DISCIPLES. 



But one word from those lips. 
But one touch of that hand, and he is healed ! 
Ah, why could we not do it? 

THE FATHER. 

My poor child ! 
Now thou art mine again. The unclean spirit 
Shall never more torment thee ! Look at 

me ! 
Speak unto me ! Say that thou knowest me ! 

DISCIPLES to CHRISTUS, departing. 

Good Master, tell us, for what reason was it 
We could not cast him out? 

CHRISTUS. 

Because of your unbelief ! 



VIII. 



THE YOTJNG ETJLER. 



CHRISTUS. 

Two men went up into the temple to pray. 
The one was a self-righteous Pharisee, 
The other a Publican. And the Pharisee 
Stood and prayed thus within himself ! O 

God, 
I thank thee I am not as other men, 
Extortioners, unjust, adulterers, 
Or even as this Publican. I fast 
Twice in the week, and also I give tithes 
Of all that I possess ! The Publican, 
Standing afar ofE, would not lift so much 
Even as his eyes to. heaven, but smote his 

breast. 
Saying : God be merciful to me a sinner ! 
I tell you that this man went to his house 



More justified than the other. Every one 
That doth exalt himself shall be abased. 
And he that humbleth himself shall be ex- 
alted ! 

CHILDREN, among themselves. 

Let us go nearer ! He is telling stories ! 
Let us go listen to them. 

AN OLD JEW. 

Children, children! 
What are ye doing here ? Why do ye crowd 

us? 
It was such little vagabonds as you, 
That followed Elisha, mocking him and cry- 
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Go up, thou bald-liead ! But tlie bears — the 

bears 
Came out of the wood, and tare them ! 



A MOTHER. 



Speak not thus ! 
We brought them here, that He might lay 

his hands 
On them, and bless them. 



CHRISTUS. 

Why eallest thou me good ? 
There is none good but one, and that is 

God. 
If thou wilt enter into life eternal. 
Keep the commandments. 

YOUNG RULER. 

Which of them ? 



CHRISTUS. 

Suffer little children 
To come unto me, and forbid them not ; 
Of such is the kingdom of heaven ; and their 

angels 
Look always on my Father's face. 

Takes them in his nrms and blesses Ihem. 

A YOUNG RULER, running. 

Good Master ! 
What good thing shall I do, that I may have 
Eternal life ! 



CHRISTUS. 

Thou shalt not 
Commit adultery ; thou shalt not kill ; 
Thou shalt not steal ; thou shalt not bear 

false witness ; 
Honor thy father and thy mother ; and love 
Thy neighbor as thyself. 

Y'OUNG RULER. 

From my youth up 
All these things have I kept. What lack I 
vet? 
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Witli what divine compassion in his eyes 
The Master looks upon this eager youth, 
As if He loved him ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Wouldst tliou perfect be, 
Sell all thou hast, and give it to the poor, 
And come, take up thy cross, and follow me. 
And thou shalt have thy treasure in the 
heavens. 



'Tis easier for a camel to go through 

A needle's eye, than for the rich to enter 

The kingdom of God I 



JOHN. 

Ah, who then can be saved? 

CHRISTUS. 



With men this is indeed impossible. 
But unto God all things are possible ! 



Behold, how sorrowful he turns away ! 



CHRISTUS. 



Children ! how hard it is for them that trust 
In riches to enter into the kingdom of God ! 



Behold, we have left all, and followed thee. 
What shall we have therefor? 



CHRISTUS. 



Eternal life. 



IX. 



AT BETHANY. 



Martha busy about household affairs. Mary sitting at 
the feet of Christus. 



She sitteth idly at the Master's feet. 
And troubles not herself with household cares. 
'T is the old story. When a guest arrives 
She gives up all to be with him ; while I 
Must be the drudge, make ready the guest- 
chamber. 
Prepare the food, set everything in order, 
And see that naught is wanting in the house. 
She shows her love by words, and I by 
works. 



Stronger than I, and wiser, and far better 

In every manner, is my sister Martha. 

Thou seest how well she orders everything 

To make thee welcome ; how she comes and 
goes. 

Careful and cumbered ever with much serv- 
ing. 

While I but welcome thee with foolish words ! 

Whene'er thou speakest to me, I am happy ; 

When thou art silent, I am satisfied. 

Thy presence is enough. I ask no more. 

Only to be with thee, only to see thee, 

SufEceth me. My heart is then at rest. 

I wonder I am worthy of so much. 



Master! when thou comest, it is always 
A Sabbath in the house. I cannot work; 

1 must sit at thy feet ; must see thee, hear 

thee! 
I have a feeble, wayward, doubting heart. 
Incapable of endurance or great thoughts, 
Striving for something that it cannot reach, 
Baffled and disappointed, wounded, hungry ; 
And only when I hear thee am I happy. 
And only when I see thee am at peace ! 



Lord, dost thou care not that my sister Mary 
Hath left me thus to wait on thee alone? 
I pray thee, bid her help me. 



CHRISTUS. 



Martha, Martha, 
Careful and troubled about many things 
Art thou, and yet one thing alone is needful I 
Thy sister Mary hath chosen that good part, 
Which never shall be taken away from her! 
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X. 



BOEN BLIND. 



A JEW. 

Who is this beggar blinking in the sun? 
Is it not he who used to sit and beg 
By the Gate Beautiful ? 

ANOTHER. 

It is the same. 

A THIRD. 

It is not he, but like him, for that beggar 
Was blind from birth. It cannot be the same. 



THE BEGGAR. 



Yea, I am he. 



A .JEW. 

How have thine eyes been opened? 

THE BEGGAR. 

A man that is called Jesus made a clay 
And put it on mine eyes, and said to me: 
Go to Siloam's Pool and wash thyself. 
I went and washed, and I received my sight. 



Where is He? 

THE BEGGAR. 

I know not. 

PHARISEES. 

What is this crowd 
Gathered about a beggar? What has hap- 
pened ? 

A JEW. 

Here is a man who hath been blind from 

birth. 
And now he sees. He says a man called 

Jesus 
Hath healed him. 



THE BEGGAR. 

Rabboni, he put clay 
Upon mine eyes ; I washed, and now I see. 

PHARISEES. 

When did he this? 

THE BEGGAR. 

Rabboni, yesterday. 

PHARISEES. 

The Sabbath day. This man is not of 

God 
Because he keepeth not the Sabbath day ! 

A JEW. 

How can a man that is a sinner do 
Such miracles? 

PHARISEES. 

What dost thou say of him 
That hath restored thy sight? 



THE BEGGAR. 



He is a Prophet. 



A JEW. 



This is a wonderful story, but not true. 
A beggar's fiction. He was not born blind, 
And never has been blind ! 



Ask them. 



OTHERS. 

Here are his parents. 



PHARISEES. 

Is this your son? 

THE PARENTS. 



We know this is our son. 



Rabboni, yea; 



PHARISEES. 



As God liveth, the Nazarene ! 
How was this done? 



PHARISEES. 



Was he born blind ? 
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TIIK rAKENTS. 

He was bom blind. 

PIIARISICES. 

Then how doth he now see '! 

THE PARENTS, (wide. 

What answer shall we make? If we confess 
It was the Christ, we shall be driven forth 
Out of the Sjniagogue ! We know, Rabboni, 
This is our son, and that he was born blind ; 
But by what means he seeth, we know not. 
Or who his eyes hath opened, we know not. 
He is of age ; ask him ; we cannot say ; 
He shall speak for himself. 

I'HARISEES. 

Give God the praise ! 
We know the man that healed thee is a sinner ! 



THE liEOGAR. 

Whether He be a sinner, I know not ; 

One thing I know; that whereas I was l)lind, 

I now do see. 

rilAUISEES. 

How opened lie thine eyes ? 
What did he do? 

THE BEGGAR. 

I have ali'eady told you. 
Ye did not hear ; why would ye hear again ■' 
Will ye be his disciples? 

PHARISEES. 

God of Moses ! 
Are we demoniacs, are we halt or blind, 
Or palsy-stricken, or lepers, or the like. 
That we should join the Synagogue of Satan, 
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And follow jugglers? Thou art his disciple, 
But we are disciples of Moses ; and we know 
That God spake unto Moses ; hut this fellow, 
We know not whence he is I 



THE BEGGAR. 

Why, herein is 
A marvellous thing I Ve know not whence 

He is, 
Yet He hatli opened mine eyes ! We know 

that God 
Heareth not sinners ; hut if any man 
Doeth God's will, and is his worshipper. 



Him doth He hear. Uh, since the world be- 
gan 
It was not heard that any man hath opened 
The eyes of one that was born blind. Jf He 
Were not of God, surely He could do nothing.' 

FIIAKISEES. 

Thou, who wast altogether born in sins 
And in iniquities, dost thou teach us '! 
Away with thee out of the holy places. 
Thou reprobate, thou beggar, thou bhis- 
phemer ! 

The Beggai: is cast out. 



XL 



SIMON MAGUS AND HELEN OF TYRE. 




On Ihe house-lop al En/lor. yifilil. A lii/lileiJ luiileni on 
a table. 



SIMON. 

S\YiFT are the blessed Immortals to the mor- 
tal 
That perseveres ! So doth it stand recorded 



In the divine Chaldiean Oracles 

Of Zoroaster, once Ezekiel's slave. 

Who in his native East betook himself 

To lonely meditation, and the writing 

On the dried skins of oxen the Twelve 

Books 
Of the Avesta and the Oracles! 
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Therefore I persevere ; and I have brought thee 
From the great city of Tyre, v^here men deride 
The things they comprehend not, to this plain 
Of Esdraelon, in the Hebrew tongue 
Called Armageddon, and this town of Endor, 
Where men believe; where all the air is full 
Of marvellous traditions, and the Enchantress 
That summoned up the ghost of Samuel 
Is still remembered. Thou hast seen the 

land ; 
Is it not fair to look on? 



Yet not so fair as Tyre. 



It is fair. 



SIMON. 

Is not Mount Tabor 
As beautiful as Carmel by the Sea? 



It is too silent and too solitary ; 

I miss the tumult of the streets ; the sounds 

Of traffic, and the going to and fro 

Of people in gay attire, with cloaks of purple. 

And gold and silver jewelry ! 



Inventions 
Of Ahriman, the spirit of the dark, 
The Evil Spirit ! 



I regret the gossip 
Of friends and neighbors at the open door 
On summer nights. 

SIMON. 

An idle waste of time. 

HELEN. 

The singing and the dancing, the delight 
Of music and of motion. Woe is me. 
To give up all these pleasures, and to lead 
The life we lead! 

SIMON. 

Thou canst not raise thyself 
Up to the level of my higher thought, 
And though possessing thee, I still remain 



Apart from thee, and with thee, am alone 
In my high dreams. 



Happier was I in Tyre. 
Oh, I remember how the gallant ships 
Came sailing in, with ivory, gold, and silver. 
And apes and peacocks ; and the singing- 
sailors. 
And the gay captains with their silken 

dresses, 
Smelling of aloes, myrrh, and cinnamon ! 

SIMON. 

But the dishonor, Helen ! Let the ships 
Of Tarshish howl for that ? 

HELEN. 

And what dishonor ? 
Remember Rahab, and how she became 
The ancestress of the great Psalmist David ; 
And wherefore should not I, Helen of Tyre, 
Attain like honor? 



Thou art Helen of Tyre, 
And hast been Helen of Troy, and hast been 

Rahab, 
The Queen of Sheba, and Semiramis, 
And Sara of seven husbands, and Jezebel, 
And other women of the like allurements ; 
And now thou art Minerva, the first jEon, 
The Mother of Angels ! 



And the concubine 
Of Simon the Magician? Is it honor 
For one who has been all these noble dames. 
To tramp about the dirty villages 
And cities of Samaria with a juggler? 
A charmer of serpents ? 



He who knows himself 
Knows all things in himself. I have charmed 

thee, 
Thou beautiful asp : yet am I no magician. 
I am the Power of God, and the Beauty of 

God! 
I am the Paraclete, the Comforter ! 
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HELEN. 

Illusions ! Thou (lecei\er, self-deceived .' 
Thou dost usurp the titles of another ; 
Thou art not what thou sa3'est. 



Am I not? 



Then feel my power. 



HELEN. 

Would I had ne'er left Tyre ! 
He look's al her, and slie xiiikx iiilo a deep deep. 

SIMON. 

Go, see it in thy dreams, fair unbeliever ! 
And leave me unto mine, if they be dreams. 
That take such shapes before me, that I see 

them ; 
These effable and ineffable impressions 
Of the mysterious world, that come to me 
From the elements of Fire and Earth ami 

Water, 
And the all-nourishing Ether ! It is writ- 
ten. 
Look not on Nature, for her name is fatal I 
Yet there are Principles, that make apparent 
The images of unapparent things. 
And the impression of vague characters 



And visions most divine appear in ether. 
So speak the Oracles; then wherefore fatal? 
I take this orange-bough, with its five leaves. 
Each equidistant on the ujsright stem ; 
And I project them on a j^lane below. 
In the circumference of a circle drawn 
About a centre where the stem is j^lanted, 
And each still equidistant from the other ; 
As if a thread of gossamer were drawn 
Down from each leaf, and fastened with a pin. 
Now if from these five points a line be traced 
To each alternate point, we shall obtain 
The Pentagram, or Solomon's Pentangle, 
A charm against all witchcraft, and a sign, 
Which on the banner of Antiochus 
Drove back the fierce barbarians of the North, 
Demons esteemed, and gave the Sj'rian King 
The sacred name of Soter, or of Savior. 
Thus Nature works mysteriously with man ; 
And from the Eternal One, as from a centre. 
All things proceed, in fire, air, earth, and 

water. 
And all are subject to one law, which broken 
Even in a single point, is broken in all ; 
Demons rush in, and chaos comes again. 

By tills will I compel tlie stubliorn spirits. 
That guard the treasures, hid in caverns deep 
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On Geriziin, by Uzzi tlie Higli-Priest, 
The ark and holy vessels, to reveal 
Their secret unto me, and to restore 
These precious things to the Samaritans. 

A mist is rising from the plain below me, 
And as 1 look, the vapors shape themselves 
Into strange figures, as if unawares 
My lips had breathed the Teti'agramniaton, 
And from their graves, o'er all the battle- 
fields 
Of Armageddon, the long-lniried captains 
Had started, with their thousands, and ten 

thousands. 
And rushed together to renew their wars. 
Powerless, and weaponless, and without a 

sound ! 
Wiike, Helen, from thy sleep ! The air grows 

cold ; 
Let us go down. 

HELEN, awakirifi. 

Oh would I were at home ! 

SIMON. 

Thou sayest that I usurp another's titles. 
In youth I saw the Wise Men of the East, 
Magalath and Pangalath and Saracen, 
Who followed the bright star, but home re- 
turned 
For fear of Herod by another way. 
Oh shining worlds above me I in whu^t deep 
Recesses of your realms of mystery 



Lies hidden now that star? and where are they 
That bi-ought the gifts of frankincense and 
myrrh ? 

HELEN. 

The Nazarene still liveth. 

SIMON. 

We have heard 
His name in manv towns, but liave not seen 

Him. 
He flits before us ; tarries iiot ; is gone 
When we approach, like something unsub- 
stantial. 
Made of tlie air, and fading into air. 
He is at Nazareth, He is at Nain, 
Or at the Lovely Village on the Lake, 
Or sailing on its waters. 

HELEN. 

So say those 
Who do not wish to find Him. 

StMON. 

Can this lie 
The King of Israel, whom the Wise ]\Ien 

worshipped ? 
Or does He fear to meet me '/ It would 

seem so. 
We should soon learn which of us twain 

usurps 
The titles of the other, as thou sayest. 

Tliey go down. 
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THE ENTKY INTO JEKUSALEM. 



The Syro-Phcenician Woman and her Daughter 

on the Jioiixe-lojj at Jerusalem. 

THE DAlTrHTER, singing. 

Blind Bartimeus at the gates 

Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 

He hears the crowd ; he hears a breath 

Say : It is Christ of Nazaretli ! 

And calls in tunes of agony. 

The thronging multitudes increase ; 
Blind Bartimeus, liold thy peace ! 
But still, above the noisy crowd, 
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud ; 
Until they say : He calleth thee ! 
©aprret, €y€(pat, <^toi et ere / 

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
The crowd : What wilt thou at my hands ? 
And he replies : Oh, give me light ! 
Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight ! 
And Jesus answers, "YTraye • 
II TTt'cTTts fjov crtcrtoKt cre .' 

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see, 
In darkness and in misery. 
Recall those mighty voices three, 
Ii/croi', iXi-qaov fxe.' 
®a.pati, tytipai, viraycf 

H TTtCTTiS (TOV (J€(Ta)K'€ (Te / 



THE MOTHER. 

Thy faith hath saved thee ! Ah, how true 

that is I 
For I had faith ; and when the Master came 



Into the coasts of Tyre and Sidon, fleeing 
From those who souglit to slay Him, I went 

forth 
And cried unto Him, saying : Have mercy on 

me, 

Lord, thou Son of David I for my daugh- 

ter 
Is grievously tormented with a devil. 
But He passed on, and answered not a word. 
And his disciples said, beseeching Him : 
Send her away ! She crieth after us ! 
And then the Master answered them and 

said : 

1 am not sent but unto the lost sheep 

Of the House of Israel I Then I worshipped 

Him, 
Saying: Lord, help me! And He answered 

me. 
It is not meet to take the children's bread 
And cast it unto dogs ! Truth, Lord, I said ; 
And yet the dogs may eat the crumbs which 

fall 
From off their master's t.ible ; and He turned. 
And answered me ; and said to me : O woman. 
Great is thy faith ; then be it unto thee, 
Even as thou wilt. And from that very hour 
Thou wast made whole, mv darling ! my de- 

hght ! 

THE DAl'GHTEI!. 

There came upon )ny dark and troubled 

mind 
A calm, as when the tumult of the city 
Suddenly ceases, and I lie and hear 
The silver trumpets of the Temple blowing 
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Their welcome to the Sabbath. Still I 

wonder, 
That one who was so far away from me, 
And could not see me, by his thought alone 
Had power to heal me. Oh that I could 

see Him ! 



VOICES. 



Jesus of Nazareth! 



THE DAUGHTER. 



Mother, it is He ! 



THE MOTHER. 



Perhaps thou wilt ; for I have brought thee 

here 
To keep the holy Passover, and lay 
Thine offering of thanksgiving on the altar. 
Thou mayst both see and hear Him. Hark ! 



VOICES afar off. 



Hosanna ! 



He hath called Lazarus of Bethany 

Out of his grave, and raised him from the 

dead ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 



PHARISEES. 



Ye perceive 
That nothing we prevail. Behold, the world 
Is all gone after him ! 



THE DAUGHTER. 



A crowd comes pouring through the city 

gate ! 
O mother, look ! 



VOICES in the street. 
Hosanna to the Son 



Of David! 



THE DAUGHTER. 



A great multitude of people 
Fills all the street ; and riding on an ass 
Cpmes one of noble aspect, like a king ! 
The people spread their garments in the 

way ! 
And scatter branches of the palm-trees ! 

VOICES. 

Blessed 
Is He that cometh in the name of the 

Lord ! 
Hosanna in the highest ! 

OTHER VOICES. 

Who is this ? 



THE DAUGHTER. 

What majesty, 
What power is in that care-worn coun- 
tenance ! 
What sweetness, what compassion ! I no 

longer 
Wonder that He hath healed me ! 



VOICES. 



Peace in heaven. 



And glory in the highest ! 



PHARISEES. 



Rabbi! Rabbi! 



Rebuke thy followers ! 



CHRISTUS. 



Should they hold their peace 
The very stones beneath us would cry out ! 



THE DAUGHTER. 



All hath passed by me like a dream of wonder ! 
But I have seen Him, and have heard his 

voice. 
And I am satisfied ! I ask no more ! 
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II. 



SOLOMON S PORCH. 



GAMALIEL THE SCRIBE. 

When Rabban Simeon, upon whom be peace ! 
Taught in these Schools, he boasted that his 

pen 
Had written no word that he could call his 

own, 
But wholly and always had been consecrated 
To the transcribing of the Law and Prophets. 
He used to say, and never tired of saying, 
The world itself was built upon the Law. 
And ancient Hillel said, that whosoever 
Gains a good name, gains something for him- 
self. 
But he. \yho gains a knowledge of the Law 
Gains everlasting life. And they spake truly. 
Great is the Written Law ; but greater still 
The Unwritten, the Traditions of the Elders, 
The lovely words of Levites, spoken first 
To Moses on the Mount, and handed down 
From mouth to mouth, in one unbroken sound 
And sequence of divine authority. 
The voice of God resounding through the 
ages. 



That I must be about my Father's business? 
Often since then I see him here among us. 
Or dream I see him, with his upraised face 
Intent and eager, and I often wonder 
Unto what manner of manhood he hath grown ! 
Perhaps a poor mechanic, like his father, 
Lost in his little Galilean village 
And toiling at his craft, to die unknown 
And be no more remembered among men. 

CHRISTUS in the outer court. 

The Scribes and Pharisees sit in Moses' seat; 
All, therefore, whatsoever they command you. 
Observe and do ; but follow not their works ; 
They say and do not. They bind heavy bur- 
dens 
And very grievous to be borne, and lay them 
Upon men's shoulders, but they move them not 
With so much as a finger ! 

GAMALIEL, looking forth. 

Who is this 
Exhorting in the outer courts so loudly? 



The Written Law is water ; the Unwritten 
Is precious wine ; the Written Law is salt. 
The Unwritten costly spice ; the Written Law 
Is but the body ; the Unwritten, the soul 
That quickens it and makes it breathe and 
live. 

I can remember, many years ago, 
A little bright-eyed school-boy, a mere strip- 
ling. 
Son of a Galilean carpenter. 
From Nazareth, I think, who came one day 
And sat here in the Temple with the Scribes, 
Hearing us speak, and asking many questions, 
And we were all astonished at his quickness. 
And when his mother came, and said : Behold 
Thy father and I have sought thee, sorrowing ; 
He looked as one astonished, and made an- 
swer ! 
How is it that ye sought me ? Wist ye not 



CIIUISTDS. 



Their works they do for to be seen of men. 
They make broad their phylacteries, and en- 
large 
The borders of their garments, and they love 
The uppermost rooms at feasts, and the chief 

seats 
In Synagogues, and greetings in the markets. 
And to be called of all men Rabbi, Rabbi ! 



GAMALIEL. 



It is that loud and turbulent Galilean, 
That came here at the Feast of Dedication, 
And stirred the people up to break the Law ! 



CHRISTUS. 



Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye shut up the kingdom 
Of heaven, and neither go ye in yourselves 
Nor suffer them that are entering to go in ! 
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GAMALIEL. 

How eagerly the j^eople throng and listen, 
As if his ribald words were words of wisdom ! 



GAMALIEL. 

O my father's father I 
Hillel of blessed memory, hear and judge ! 



CHRISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes aiid Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites I for ye devour the houses 
Of Avidows, and for pretence ye make long- 
prayers ; 
Therefore shall ye receive the more damna- 
tion. 

GAMALIEL. 

This brawler is no Jew, — lie is a vile 
Samaritan, and hath an unclean spirit ! 

CIiniSTT'S. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye liypocrites I ve compass sea and land 
To make one proselyte, and wlien he is made 
Ye make him twofold more the child of hell 
Than you yourselves are I 

71 



CHEISTU8. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye pay tithe of mint, 
Of anise, and of cumin, and omit 
The weightier matters of the law of God, 
Judgment and faith and mercy ; and all these 
Ye ought to have done, nor leave undone the 
others ! 

GAMALIEL. 

O Rabban Simeon ! liow must thy bones 
Stir in their grave to hear such blasphemies ! 

CMRISTDS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye make clean and sweet 
The outside of the cup and of the platter, 
But they within are full of all excess ! 
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GAMALIEL. 

Patience of God! canst thou endure so long? 
Or art thou deaf, or gone upon a journey ? 

CHRISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye are very like 
To whited sepulchres, which indeed appear 
Beautiful outwardly, but are within 
Filled full of dead men's bones and all un- 
cleanness ! 

GAMALIEL. 

Am I awake ? Is this Jerusalem ? 
And are these Jews that throng and stare 
and listen? 

CHRISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! because ye build the tombs 
Of prophets, and adorn the sepulchres 
Of righteous men, and say : If we had lived 
When lived our fathers, we would not have 

been 
Partakers with them in the blood of Prophets. 
So ye be witnesses unto yourselves. 
That ye are children of them that killed the 

Prophets ! 
Fill ye up then the measure of your fathers. 
I send unto you Prophets and Wise Men, 
And Scribes, and some ye crucify, and some 



Scourge in your Synagogues, and persecute 
From city to city ; that on you may come 
The righteous blood that hath been shed on 

earth, 
From the blood of righteous Abel to the blood 
Of Zacharias, son of Barachias, 
Ye slew between the Temple and the altar! 



GAMALIEL. 



Oh, had I here my subtle dialectician, 
My little Saul of Tarsus, the tent-maker. 
Whose wit is sharper than his needle's point, 
He would delight to foil this noisy wrangler ! 



CHRISTUS. 



Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! O thou 

That killest the Prophets, and that stonest 

them 
Which are sent unto thee, how often would I 
Have gathered together thy children, as a hen 
Gathereth her chickens underneath her wing, 
And ye would not ! Behold, your house is left 
Unto you desolate ! 



THE PEOPLE. 



This is a Prophet ! 
This is the Christ that was to come ! 



GAMALIEL. 



Ye fools! 
Think ye, shaU Christ come out of Galilee ? 



III. 

LORD, IS IT I? 



CHRISTUS. 

One of you shall betray me. 



THE DISCIPLES. 



Is it I ? 



Lord, is it I ? 



CHRISTUS. 

One of the Twelve it is 
That dippeth with me in this dish his 

hand; 
He shall betray me. Lo, the Son of Man 
Goeth indeed as it is written of Him ; 



But woe shall be unto that man by whom 
He is betrayed ! Good were it for that man 
If he had ne'er been born ! 

JUDAS ISCARIOT. 

Lord, is it I? 

CHRISTUS. 

Ay, thou hast said. And that thou doest, do 
quickly. 

JUDAS ISCARIOT, Qohig OUt. 

Ah, woe is me ! 
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CHKISTUS. 

All ye shall be offended 
Because of me this night ; for it is written : 
Awake, O sword against my shepherd ! Smite 
The shepherd, saith the Lord of hosts, and 

scattered 
Shall be the sheep ! — But after I am risen 
I go before you into Galilee. 



O Master ! though all men shall be offended 
Because of thee, yet will not I be ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Simon, 
Behold how Satan hath desired to have 

yon. 
That he may sift you as one sifteth wheat ! 
Whither I go thou canst not follow me — 
Not now ; but thou shalt follow me here- 
after. 

PETER. 

Wherefore can I not follow thee ? I am 

ready 
To go with thee to prison and to death. 

CHRISTUS. 

Verily say I unto thee, this night. 

Ere the cock crow, thou shalt deny me thrice ! 



Though I should die, yet will I not deny thee. 



CHRISTUS. 



When first I sent you forth without a purse 
Or scrip, or shoes, did ye lack anything ? 



Not anything. 



THE DISCIPLES. 



CHRISTUS. 



But he that hath a purse, 
Now let him take it, and likewise his scrip ; 
And he that hath no sword, let him go sell 
His clothes and buy one. That which hath 

been written 
Must be accomplished now : He hath poured out 
His soul even unto death ; he hath been 

numbered 
With the transgressors, and himself hath borne 
The sin of many, and made intercession 
For the transgressors. And here have an end 
The things concerning me. 

PETER. 

Behold, O Lord, 
Behold, here are two swords ! 



CHRISTUS. 



It is enough. 



IV. 



THE GARDEN OP GETHSEMANE. 



CHRISTUS. 

My spirit is exceeding sorrowful 
Even unto death ! Tarry ye here and watch. 
He goes apart. 



JAMES. 



It is some marriage feast ; the joyful maidens 
Go out to meet the bridegroom. 



Under this ancient olive-tree, that spreads 
Its broad centennial branches like a tent, 
Let us lie down and rest. 



What are those torches, 
That glimmer on Brook Kedron there be- 
low us ? 



I am weary. 

The struggles of this day have overcome me. 

They i 



CHRISTUS, falling on his face. 

Father ! all things are possible to thee, — 
Oh let this cup pass from me ! Nevertheless 
Not as I will, but as thou wilt, be done ! 
Returning to the Disciples. 
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What! could ye not watch with me foi- one 

hour? 
Oh watch and pi'ay, that ye may enter not 
Into temptation. For the spirit indeed 
Is willing, but the flesh is weak ! 



Alas! 
It is for sorrow that our eyes are heavy. — 
I see again the glimmer of those torches 
Among the olives ; they are coming hither. 

JAMES. 

Outside the garden wall the path divides ; 
Surely they come not hither. 
Theij deep <ir/oin. 

CHRISTUS, as before. 

O my Father! 
If this cup may not pass away from me, 
Except I drink of it, thy will be done. 

Bel liming to the Disciple.i. 

Slee-p on ; and take your rest ! 



JOHN. 

Beloved IMaster, 
Alas ! we know not what to answer thee ! 
It is for sorrow that our eyes are heavy. — 
Behold, the torches now encompass us. 

JAMES. 

They do but go about the garden w-all, 
Seeking for some one, or for something 
lost. 

Thei/ sleej] again. 

CHRISTUS, as Ix'fore. 

If this cup may not pass awav from me, 
Except I drink of it, thy will be done. 

Returning to llie Dixeiples. 

It is enough ! Behold, the Son of ]Man 

Hath been betrayed into the hands of sin- 
ners ! 

The hour is come. Rise up, let us be go- 
ing ; 

For he that shall betray me is at hand. 



HENRT WADSWOBTH LONGFELLOW. 



565 



Ah me ! See, from his forehead, in the torch- 
light. 

Great drops of blood are falling to the 
ground ! 



What lights are these ? What torches glare 

and glisten 
Upon the swords and armor of these men ? 
And there among them Judas Iscariot ! 
He smites the servant of the High-Priest with his sword. 

CHKISTUS. 

Put up thy sword into its sheath ; for they 
That take the sword shall perish Avith the 

sword. 
The cup my Father hath given me to drink, 
Shall I not drink it? Think'st thou that I 

cannot 
Pray to my Father, and that He shall give 

me 
More than twelve- legions of angels presently? 



JUDAS to CHRISTUS, kissing him. 
Hail, Master ! hail ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Friend, wherefore art thou come? 
Whom seek ye ? 

CAPTAIN or THK TEMPLE. 

Jesus of Nazareth. 

CHRISTUS. 

I am he. 

Are ye come hither as against a thief. 
With swords and staves to take me ? When 

I daily 
Was with you in the Temple, ye stretched forth 
No hands to take me ! But this is your hour, 
And this the power of darkness. If ye seek 
Me only, let these others go their way. 

The Disciples depart. Chkistus is hound and led away. 
A certain young man follows Him, having a linen cloth 
cast about his body. They lay hold of him, and the young 
man flees from them naked. 



V. 



THE PALACE OP CAIAPHAS. 



PHARISEES. 



What do we ? Clearly something must we do. 
For this man worketh many miracles. 



CAIAPHAS. 



I am informed that he is a mechanic ; 
A carpenter's son ; a Galilean peasant. 
Keeping disreputable company. 



Would be content to stay in Galilee, 

And preach in country towns, I should not 

heed him. 
But when he comes up to Jerusalem 
Riding in triumph, as I am informed, 
And drives the money-changers from the Tem- 
ple, 
That is another matter. 



PHARISEES. 



PHARISEES. 



The people say that here in Bethany 
He hath raised up a certain Lazarus, 
Who had been dead three days. 



CAIAPHAS. 



Impossible ! 
There is no resurrection of the dead; 
This Lazarus should be taken, and put to 

death 
As an impostor. If this Galilean 



If we thus 
Let him alone, all will believe on him. 
And then the Romans come and take away 
Our place and nation. 



CAIAPHAS. 



Ye know nothing at all. 
Simon Ben Camith, my great predecessor. 
On whom be peace ! would have dealt presently 
With such a demagogue. I shall no less. 
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The man must die. Do ye consider not 
It is expedient that one man should die, 
Not the whole nation perish ? What is death ? 
It differeth from sleep but in duration. 
We sleep and wake again ; an hour or two 
Later or earlier, and it matters not, 
And if we never wake it matters not ; 
When we are in our graves we are at peace. 
Nothing can wake us or disturb us more. 
There is no resurrection. 

PHARISEES, aside. 

O most faithful 
Disciple of Hircanus MaccabEeus, 
Will nothing but complete annihilation 
Comfort and satisfy thee? 

CAIAPHAS. 

While ye are talking 
And plotting, and contriving how to take him, 
Fearing the people, and so doing naught, 
I, who fear not the people, have been act- 
ing; 
Have taken this Prophet, this young Nazarene, 
Who by Beelzebub the Prince of devils 
Casteth out devils, and doth raise the dead. 
That might as well be dead, and left in peace. 
Annas my father-in-law hath sent him hither. 
I hear the guard. Behold your Galilean ! 
Christus is hroughl in bound. 

SERVANT, in the vestibule. 
Why art thou up so late, my pretty damsel ? 



Why art thou up so early, pretty man ? 

It is not cock-crow yet, and art thou stirring? 

SERVANT. 

What brings thee here ? 

DAMSEL. 

What brings the rest of you ? 

SERVANT. 

Come here and warm thy hands. 

DAMSEL to PETER. 

Art thou not also 
One of this man's disciples ? 



I am not. 



Now surely thou art also one of them ; 
Thou art a Galilean, and thy speech 
Bewrayeth thee. 

PETER. 

Woman, I know him not ! 

CAIAPHAS to CHRISTUS, in the Hall. 

Who art thou ? Tell us plainly of thyself 
And of thy doctrines, and of thy disciples. 

CHRISTUS. 

Lo, I have spoken openly to the world, 

I have taught ever in the Synagogue, 

And in the Temple, where the Jews re- 
sort ; 

In secret have said nothing. Wherefore 
then 

Askest thou me of this? Ask them that 
heard me 

What I have said to them. Behold they 
know 

What I have said! 

OFFICER, striking him. 

What, fellow ! answerest thou 
The High-Priest so? 

CHRISTUS. 

If I have spoken evil, 
Bear witness of the evil ; but if well. 
Why smitest thou me ? 

CAIAPHAS. 

Where are the witnesses ? 
Let them say what they know. 

THE TWO FALSE WITNESSES. 

We heard him say : 
I will destroy this Temple made with hands. 
And will within three days build up another 
Made without hands. 

SCRIBES and' PHARISEES. 

He is o'erwhelmed with shame 
And cannot answer ! 
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CAIAl'HAS. 

Dost tliou answer nothing? 
What is this tiling they witness here against 
thee ? 

SCUIBES and PHAKISEES. 

He liolds his peace. 

CAIAPHAS. 

Tell us, art thou the Christ ? 
I do adjure thee by the living (iod, 
Tell us, art thou indeed the Christ ? 

CHRISTUS. 

I am. 
Hereafter shall ye see the Son of ^lan 
Sit on the right hand of the power of God, 
And come in clouds of heaven ! 

C.\1APHAS, reiiiUiuj his clolhfS. 

It is enough. 
He hath spoken blasphemy I What further 

need 
Have we of witnesses ? Now ye have heard 
His blasphemy. What think ye ? Is he 

guilty ? 



SClilllKS (lllfl PH.^RISKES. 

Guilty of death ! 

KINS.MAN OK MALCUCS l(j PKTEH, ill the reitihule. 

Surely I kiKjw thy face, 
Did I not see thee in the garden with liim '! 

PETER. 

How couldst thou see me? I swear unto 

thee 
I do not know this man of whom ye speak! 

Tim cock rriiirf. 

Hark 1 the cock crows ! That sorrowful, pale 

face 
Seeks for me in the crowd, and looks at 

me, 
As if He Avould I'emind me of those words: 
Ere the cock cvow tluju shalt deny me thrice I 
Uoi-s out wtijiiiiij. Chris'ius in hliiii/J'ulded and buffeted. 

AX OFFICER, striking him with liis pidni. 

Prophesy unto us, thou Christ, thou Prophet ! 
Who is it smote thee ? 

C.\IAPIIAS. 

Lead him unto Pilate ! 
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VI. 



PONTIUS PILATE. 



PILATE. 

Wholly incompreliensible to me, 

Vainglorious, ol^stinate, and given up 

To unintelligible old traditions, 

And proud, and self-conceited are these Jews ! 

Not long ago, I marched the legions down 

From Cffisarea to their winter-quarters 

Here in Jerusalem, with the effigies 

Of Ccesar on their ensigns, and a tumult 

Arose among these Jews, because their Law 

Forbids the making of all images 1 

They threw themselves upon the ground with 

wild 
Expostulations, bared their necks, and cried 
That they would sooner die than have their 

Law 
Infringed in any manner ; as if Numa 
Were not as great as ]\Ioses, and the Laws 
C)f the Twelve Tables as their Pentateuch! 
And then, again, when I desired to span 
Their valley with an aqueduct, and bring 
A rushing river in to wash tlie city 
And its inhabitants, — they all rebelled 
As if they had been herds of unwashed 

sM'ine ! 
Thousands and thousands of them got together 
And raised so great a clamor round my doors, 
That, fearing violent outbreak, I desisted. 
And left them to their Avallowing in the mire. 

And now here comes the rei-erend Sanhedrim 
Of lawyers, priests, and Scribes and Phari- 
sees 



Like old and toothless mastifis, that can bark. 

But cannot bite, liowling their accusations 

Ao-ainst a mild enthusiast, who hath preached 

I know not what new doctrine, bemg Kmg 

Of some vjigue kingdom in the other Avorld, 

Tliat hath no more to do witli Ptome and Ceesar 

Tlian I have with the patriarch Abraham! 

Finding this man to be a Galilean 

I sent him straight to Herod, and I hope 

That is tlie last of it; Ijut if it be not, 

I still have power to pardon and release him, 

As is tlie custom at the Passover, 

And so accommodate the matter smoothly, 

Seeming to yield to them, yet saving him ; 

A prudent and sagacious policy 

For Roman Governors in the Provinces. 

Incomprehensible, fiuiatic people! 

Ye have a God, who seemeth like yourselves 

Incomprehensible, dwelling apart. 

Majestic, cloud-encompassed, clothed in dark- 



ness 



One whom ye fear, but love not ; yet ye have 
No Goddesses to soften your stern lives. 
And make you tender unto human weakness, 
While we of Rome have everywhere around us 
Our amiable divinities, that haunt 
The woodlands, and the waters, and frequent 
Our households, with their sweet and gracious 

presence ! 
I will go in, and while these Jews are wrang- 
ling, 
Read my Ovidius on the Art of Love. 




fi=*i©, 
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VII. 



BAUABItAS IN ]'K1,S0N. 




BAI'.AltnAS, lo h'lx fillnir-prisonfrs. 

Baeabbas is ray luune, 
Barablias, the Son of Slianie, 

Is tlie meaning I suppose ; 
I 'm no better tlian the best, 
And wliethei" worse than tlie rest 

Of my fellow-men, Avho knows ? 



And I strurk tliem unaware, 
As an eagle from the air 

Drops down upon bird or lieast; 
And I had my hearts desire 
Of the mei'cliants of Sidon and 
Tyre, 

And Damascus and the East. 



I w'as once, to say it in brief, 
A highwayman, a robber-chief, 

In the open light of day. 
So much I am free to confess ; 
But all men, more or less. 

Are robbers in their way. 



But it is not for that I fear; 
It is not for that I am here 

In these iron fetters bound ; 
Sedition ! that is the w^ord 
That Pontius Pilate heard, 

And lie likoth not the sound. 



From my cavern in the crags. 
From my lair of leaves and flags, 

I could see, like ants, below. 
The camels with their load 
Of merchandise, on the road 

That leadeth to .lericho. 

72 



What, tliiidi ye, would he care 
For a Jew slain here or there. 

Or a plunderi^d caravan ? 
But Ca'sar ! — ali, that is a crime, 
To the uttermost end of time 

Shall not be forgiven to man. 
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Therefore was Herod wroth 
With Matthias Margaloth, 

And burned him for a show ! 
Therefore his wrath did smite 
Judas the Gaulonite, 

And his followers, as ye know. 

For that cause, and no more, 
Am I here, as I said before; 

For one unlucky night, 
Jucundus, the captain of horse. 
Was upon iis with all his force. 

And I was caught in the fight. 



I might have fled with the rest. 
But my dagger was in the breast 

Of a Roman equerry ; 
As we rolled there in the street, 
They bound me, hands and feet; 

And this is the end of me. 

Who cares for death ? Not I ! 
A thousand times I would die. 

Rather than suffer wrong ! 
Already those women of mine 
Are mixing the myrrh and the wine ; 

I shall not be with you long. 



VIII. 



ECCE HOMO. 



PILATE, on the tessellated pavement in front of his palace. 
Ye have brought unto me this man, as one 
Who doth pervert the people : and behold ! 
I have examined him, and found no fault 
Touching the things whereof ye do accuse him. 
No, nor yet Herod ; for I sent you to him. 
And nothing worthy of death he findeth in him. 
Ye have a custom at the Passover, 
That one condemned to death shall be released. 
Whom will ye, then, that I release to you? 
Jesus Barabbas, called the Son of Shame, 
Or Jesus, Son of Joseph, called the Christ? 

THE PEOPLE, shouting. 
Not this man, but Barabbas ! 



What then will ye 
That I should do with him that is called 
Christ ? 



THE PEOPLE. 



Crucify him ! 



Why, what evil hath he done? 
Lo, I have found no cause of death in him ; 
I will chastise him, and then let him go. 

THE PEOPLE, more vehemently. 
Crucify him ! crucify him ! 



A MESSENGER, tO PILATE. 

Thy wife sends 
This message to thee, — Have thou naught 

to do 
With that just man ; for I this day in dreams 
Have suffered many things because of him. 

PILATE, aside. 

The Gods speak to us in our dreams ! I 

tremble 
At what I have to do ! O Claudia, 
How shall I save him ? Yet one effort more, 
Or he must perish ! 

Washes his hands before them. 
I am innocent 
Of the blood of this just person ; see ye to 
it! 

THE PEOPLE. 

Let his blood be on us and on our children ! 

VOICES, within the palace. 

Put on thy royal robes ; put on thy crown. 
And take thy sceptre ! Hail, thou King of 
the Jews ! 



I bring him forth to you, that ye may know 
I find no fault in him. Behold the man! 

Chkistus is led in, with the purple rohe and crown of 
thorns. 
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CHIEF PRIESTS and OFFICERS. 

Crucify him ! crucify him ! 



PILATE. 

Ye Jews, behold your King ! 



I find no fault in him. 



Take ye him ; 



CHIEF PRIESTS. 

We have a Law, 
And by our Law he ought to die; because 
He made himself to be the Son of God. 

PILATE, aside. 

Ah ! there are Sons of God, and demi-gods 
More than ye know, ye ignorant High- 
Priests ! 

To Cheistus. 
Whence art thou? 

CHIEF PRIESTS. 

Crucify him ! crucify him ! 

PILATE, to CHRISTUS. 

Dost thou not answer me? Dost thou not 

know 
That I have power enough to crucify thee ? 
That I have also power to set thee free? 

CHRISTUS. 

Thou couldest have no power at all against 

me 
Except that it were given thee from above ; 
Therefore hath he that sent me unto thee 
The greater sin. 

CHIEF PRIESTS. 

If thou let this man go. 
Thou art not Ceesar's friend. For whosoever 
Maketh himself a King, speaks against Caesar. 



CHIEF PRIESTS. 



Crucify him ! 



Away with him \ 

PILATE. 

Shall I crucify your King? 



CHIEF PRIESTS. 

We have no King but Caesar ! 



Take him, then, 
Take him, ye cruel and bloodthirsty Priests, 
More merciless than the plebeian mob, 
Who pity and spare the fainting gladiator 
Blood-stained in Roman amphitheatres, — 
Take him, and crucify him if ye will; 
But if the immortal Gods do ever mingle 
With the affairs of mortals, which I doubt 

not. 
And hold the attribute of justice dear. 
They will commission the Eumenides 
To scatter you to the four winds of heaven. 
Exacting tear for tear, and blood for blood. 
Here, take ye this inscription, Priests, and 

nail it 
Upon the cross, above your victim's head: 
Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews. 

CHIEF PRIESTS. 

Nay, we entreat ! write not, the King of the 

Jews; 
But that he said : I am the King of the Jews ! 



Enough. What I have written, I have written. 



IX. 



ACELDAMA. 



JUDAS ISCAEIOT. 

Lost ! lost ! forever lost ! I have betrayed 
The innocent blood! O God! if thou art 

love. 
Why didst thou leave me naked to the tempter? 



Why didst thou not commission thy swift 

lightning 
To strike me dead ? or why did I not perish 
With those by Herod slain, the innocent children 
Who went with playthings in their little hands 
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Into the darkness of the other world, 
As if to bed? Or wherefore was I born, 
If thou in thy foreknowledge didst perceive 
All that I am, and all that I must be ? 
I know I am not generous, am not gentle 
Like other men ; but I have tried to be. 
And I have failed. I thought by foUoAving 

Him, 
I should grow like Him; but the unclean 

spirit 
That from my childhood up hath tortured me 
Hath been too cunning and too strong for me. 
Am I to blame for this ? Am I to blame 
Because I cannot love, and ne'er have known 
The love of woman or the love of children? 
It is a curse and a fatality, 
A mark, that hath been set upon my fore- 
head, 
That none shall slay me, for it Avere a mercy 
That I were dead, or never had been born. 



Too late! too late! I shall not see Him more 
Among the living. That svi^eet, patient face 
Will never more rebuke me, nor those lips 
Repeat the words : One of you shall betray 

me ! 
It stung me into madness. How I loved, 
Yet hated Him ! But in the other world ! 
I will be there before Him, and will wait 
Until He comes, and fall down on my knees 
And kiss his feet, imploring pardon, pardon ! 

I heard Him say : All sins shall be forgiven. 
Except the sin against the Holy Ghost. 
That shall not be forgiven in this Avorld, 
Nor in the world to come. Is that my sin ? 
Have I offended so there is no hope 
Here nor hereafter ? That I soon shall know. 
O God, have mercy ! Christ have mercy on 
me ! 

Throws himself headlong from the cliff. 



X. 



THE THREE CEOSSES. 



MANAHEM, THfi ESSENIAN. 

Three crosses in this noonday night up- 
lifted, 

Three human figures, that in mortal pain 

Gleam white against the supernatural dark- 
ness ; 

Two thieves, that Avrithe in torture, and be- 
tween them 

The Suffering Messiah, the Son of Joseph, 

Ay, the Messiah Triumphant, Son of Da- 
vid ! 

A crown of thorns on that dishonored head ! 

Those hands that healed the sick noAV pierced 
with nails, 

Those feet that wandered homeless through 
the world 

Now crossed and* bleeding, and at rest for- 
ever ! 

And the three faithful Maries, overAvhelmed 

By this great sorrow, kneeling, praying, weep- 
ing ! 

O Joseph Caiaphas, thou great High-Priest, 

How wilt thou answer for this deed of 
blood? 



SCKIBE8 and ELDERS. 

Thou that destroyest the Temple, and dost 

build it 
In three days, save thyself ; and if thou be 
The Son of God, come down now from the 

cross. 

CHIEF PRIESTS. 

Others he saved, himself he cannot save ! 
Let Christ the King of Israel descend 
That we may see and believe ! 

SCRIBES and ELDERS. 

In God he trusted ; 
Let Him deliver him, if He will have him. 
And we will then believe. 

CHRISTUS. 

Father ! forgive them ; 
They know not what they do. 

THE IMPENITENT THIEF. 

If thou be Christ, 



Oh save thyself and us 
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THE PENITENT THIEF. 

Remember me, 
Loi'il, when tliou comest into thine own kintr- 
do 111. 

CIIUISTUS. 

This day shalt tliou be with me in Paradise. 



This is the end of one who called Iiimself 
The Son of God I Such is the fate of tliose 
Who preacli new doctrines. 'T is not what 

lie did, 
But wliat lie said, liath brouglit Iniu unto tliis. 
I will speak evil of no dignitaries. 
This is my hour of triumph, Nazarene ! 



MAXAHEjM. 



Golgotha ! Golgotha ! Oh the pain and dark- 
ness ! 

Oh the uplifted cross, that shall forever 

Shine tlirougli the darkness, and shall con- 
C|uer pain 

By the triumphant memory of this hour! 

SIMON MAGUS. 

O Nazarene ! I hnd thee liere at last ! 
Thou art no mori.^ a pliantom unto me ! 



THE YOUNG RUI.EH. 

Tliis is tile end of liini wlio said to me: 
Sell that tliou liast, and give unto the poor I 
Tliis is the treasure in heaven he promised 



CHKISTUS. 

-£7oi, Eloi, lama sahacthaiii! 

A SOLDIEU, jirejiaring iJie hyssop. 

He calleth for Elias ! 




ANOTHER. 

Nay, let be! 
See if Elias now will come to save him ! 



CIIRISTUS. 



A SOLDIER. 

Give him the wormwood ! 

CHRISTUS, ivilh a loud cry, hotriin/ Jiis head. 

It is finished ! 



I thirst. 
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XI. 



THE TWO MARIES. 



MARY MAGDALENE. 

We have arisen early, yet the sun 
O'ertakes us ere we reach the sepulclire, 
To wrap the body of our blessed Lord 
With our sweet spices. 

MAKY, MOTHER OF JAMES. 

Lo, this is the garden, 
And yonder is the sepulchre. But who 
Shall roll away the stone for us to enter ? 

MARY MAGDALENE. 

It hath been rolled away ! The sepulchre 
Is open ! Ah, who hath been here before us. 
When we rose early, wishing to be first ? 

MARY, MOTHER OF .JAMES. 

I am affrighted ! 

MARY MAGDALENE. 

Hush ! I will stoop down 
And look within. There is a young man sitting 
On the right side, clothed in a long white 

garment ! 
It is an angel ! 

THE AXGEL. 

Fear not ; ye are seeking 
Jesus of Nazareth, whicli was crucified. 
Why do ye seek the living among the dead? 
He is no longer here ; lie is arisen ! 
Come see the place where the Lord lay ! Re- 
member 
How He spake unto you in Galilee, 



Saying : The Son of Man must be delivered 
Into the hands of sinful men ; by them 
Be crucified, and the third day rise again I 
But go your way, and say to his disciples, 
He goeth before you into Galilee ; 
There shall ye see Him as He said to you. 

MARY, MOTHER OF .JAMES. 

I will go swiftly for them. 

MAKY MAGDALENE, alone, weeping. 

They have taken 
My Lord away from me, and now I know 

not 
Where they have laid Him ! Who is there 

to tell me ? 
This is the gardener. Surely he must know. 

CHRISTUS. 

Woman, why weef>est thou? Whom seekest 
thou i 

MARY MAGDALENE. 

They have taken my Lord away ; I cannot 

find Him. 
Sir, if thou have borne him hence, I pray 

thee 
Tell me where thou hast laid Him. 



CHRISTUS. 



MARY MAGDALENE. 



Mary 



Rabboni '. 
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XII. 



THE SEA OF GALILEE. 



NATHANAEL, in the ship. 

All is now ended. 

JOHN. 

Nay, He is arisen. 
I ran unto tlie tomb, and stooping down 
Looked in, and saw the linen gi-ave-clotlies 

lying. 
Yet dared not enter. 



I went in, and saw 
The napkin that had been about his liead. 
Not lying with the other linen clothes. 
But wrapped together in a separate place. 



THOMAS. 

And I have seen Him. I have seen the print 
Of nails upon his hands, and thrust my hands 
Into his side. I know He is arisen ; 
But where are now the kingdom and the glory 
He promised unto us? We have all dreamed 
That we were princes, and we wake to find 
We are but fishermen. 



PETER. 

Wlio should have been 



Fishers of men ! 



We have come back again 
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To the old life, the peaceful life, among 
The white towns of the Galilean lake. 



They seem to me like silent sepulchres 
In the gray light of morning ! The old life, 
Yea, the old life ! for we have toiled all night 
And have caught nothing. 



PETER, on the shore. 
Dear Lord ! I heard thy voice and could not 

wait. 
Let me behold thy face, and kiss thy feet ! 
Thou art not dead, thou livest ! Again I see 

thee. 
Pardon, dear Lord ! I am a sinful man ; 
I have denied thee thrice. Have mercy on 

me I 



Do ye see a man 
Standing upon the beach and beckoning? 
'T is like an apparition. He hath kindled 
A fire of coals, and seems to wait for us. 
He calleth. 



THE OTHERS, cominf/ to land. 
Dear Lord ! staj^ with us ! cheer us ! comfort 



us 



Lo ! we again have found thee ! Leave us 
not! 



CHRisTus,/com the shore. 
Children, have ye any meat? 



CHRISTDS. 



Bring hither of the fish that ye have caught, 
And come and eat ! 



Alas ! We have caught nothing. 



CHRISTUS. 



Cast the net 
On the right side of the ship, and ye shall find. 



How that reminds me of the daj^s gone by. 
And one who said : Launch out into the deep, 
And cast your nets ! 

NATHANAEL. 

We have but let them down 
And they are filled, so that we cannot draw 
them ! 



JOHN. 



It is the Lord ! 



PETER, girding hisjisher's coat about him. 

He said : When I am risen 
I will go before you into Galilee ! 
He casts himself into the lake. 



There is no fear in love ; for perfect love 
Casteth out fear. Now then, if ye are men, 
Put forth your strength ; we are not far from 

shore ; 
The net is heavy, but breaks not. All is safe. 



jonx. 

Behold I He breaketh bread 
As He was wont. From his own blessed hands 
Again we take it. 

CHRISTUS. 

Simon, son of Jonas, 
Lovest thou me, more than these others ? 



Yea, 
More, Lord, than all men ; even more than 

these. 
Thou knowest that I love thee. 



CHRISTUS. 



Feed my lambs. 



THOMAS, aside. 

How more than we do ? He remaineth ever 
Self-confident and boastful as before. 
Nothing will cure him. 



Lovest thou me? 



CHRISTUS. 

Simon, son of Jonas, 



Yea, dearest Lord, I love thee. 
Thou knowest that I love thee. 
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CHRISTUS. 



Fee' 



my 



she 



■IHOMAS, aside. 

Again, the seltHaiue tj[ueslioii, and the answer 
Repeated with more vehemence. Can the 

Master 
Doubt if we love Him ? 



cnitibi us. 

Simon, son of Jonas, 



Lovest thou me ? 



PETER, (/riereil. 

Dear Lord ! thou Itnowest all things. 
Thou knoAvest that I love thee. 



Shall gird and carry thee whither thou woiddst 

not. 
Follow thou me ! 

.JOHN, aside. 

It is a prophecy 
( )f what death he shall die. 

I'ETEU, J/oilltilli/ to .JOHX. 

Tell me, O Lord, 
And wliat shall this man do ? 

CHIUSTUS. 

And if I will 
He tarry till I come, what is it to thee ? 
Follow thou me ! 



cmusTus. 

Feed my sheep. 

When thou wast young thou girdedst thy- 
self, and walkedst 

Whither thou wouldst ; but when thou shalt 
be old. 

Thou shaft stretch forth thy hands, and other 
men 



Yea, I will follow thee, dear Lord and Mas- 
ter ! 

Will follow thee through fasting and tempta- 
tion. 

Through all thine agony and bloody sweat, 

Thy cross and j^assion, even unto death I 
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A ROOM ra THE CONVENT OF FLORA IN CALABRIA. NIGHT. 



.rOACHIM. 

The wind is rising ; it seizes and shakes 
The dooi's and window-blinds, and makes 
Mysterious jnoanings in the lialls ; 
The convent-chimneys seem almost 
The trumpets of some heavenly host, 
Setting its watch upon our walls ! 
Where it listeth, there it l)loAvetli ; 
We hear the sound, but no man know- 

eth 
Whence it cometli or whitlier it goeth, 
And thus it is with the Holy Ghost. 

breath of God ! O my delight 
In many a vigil of the night. 

Like the great voice in Patmos heard 
By John, the Evangelist of the Word, 

1 hear thee behind me saying : Write 

In a book the things that thou hast seen. 
The things that are, and that have been. 
And the things that shall hereafter be ! 

This convent, on the rocky crest 
Of the Calabrian hills, to me 
A Patmos is wherein I rest ; 
While round about me like a sea 
The white mists roll, and overflow 
The world that lies unseen below 
In darkness and in mystery. 
Here in the Spirit, in the vast 
Embrace of God's encircling arm. 
Am I uplifted from all harm ; 
The world seems something far away, 
Something belonging to the Past, 
A hostelry, a peasant's farm. 
That lodged me for a night or day, 



In which I care not to remain. 
Nor having left, to see again. 

Thus, in the hollow of God's hand 

I dwelt on sacred Tabor's height. 

When as a simple acolyte 

I journeyed to the Holy Land, 

A pilgrim for my Master's sake. 

And saw the Galilean Lake, 

And walked througli many a village street 

That once had echoed to his feet. 

There first I heard the great command. 

The voice behind me saying : Write ! 

And suddenly my soul became 

Illumined by a flash of flame. 

That left imprinted on my thought 

The image I in vain had sought, 

And Avhich forever shall remain ; 

As sometimes from these windows high. 

Gazing at midnight on the sky 

Black with a storm of wind and rain, 

I have beheld a sudden glare 

Of lightning lay the landscape bare. 

With tower and town aiid hill and plain 

Distinct, and burnt into my lirain. 

Never to be effaced again ! 

And I have written. These volumes three. 

The Ajiocalypse, the Harmony 

Of the Sacred Scriptures, new and old, 

And the Psalter with Ten Strings, enfold 

Within their pages, all and each, 

The Eternal Gospel that I teach. 

Well I remember the Kingdom of Heaven 

Hath been likened to a little leaven 
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Hidden in two measures of meal, 
Until it leavened the whole mass ; 
So likewise will it come to pass 
With the doctrine that I here conceal. 

Open and manifest to me 
The truth appears, and must be told ; 
All sacred mysteries are threefold ; 
Three Persons in the Trmity, 
Three ages of Humanity, 
And Holy Scriptures likewise three, 
Of Fear, of Wisdom, and of Love ; 
For Wisdom that begins in Fear 
Endeth in Love ; the atmosphere 
In which the soul delights to be, 
And finds that perfect liberty. 
Which Cometh only from above. 

In the first Age, the early prime 

And dawn of all historic time, 

The Father reigned ; and face to face 

He spake with the primeval race. 

Bright Angels, on his errands sent, 

Sat with the patriarch in his tent ; 

His prophets thundered in the street ; 

His lightnings flashed, his hail-storms beat ; 

In earthquake and in flood and flame, 

In tempest and in cloud He came ! 

The fear of God is in his Book ; 

The pages of the Pentateuch 

Are full of the terror of his name. 

Then reigned the Son; his Covenant 

Was peace on earth, good-will to man ; 

With Him the reign of Law began. 

He was the Wisdom and the Word, 

And sent his Angels INIinistrant, 

Unterrified and undeterred 

To rescue souls forlorn and lost, 

The troubled, tempted, tempest-tost. 

To heal, to comfort, and to teach. 

The fiery tongues of Pentecost 

His symbols were, that they should preach 

In every form of human speech. 

From continent to continent. 

He is the Light Divine, whose rays 

Across the thousand years unspent 

Shine through the darkness of our days. 

And touch with their celestial fires 

Our churches and our convent spires. 

His Book is the New Testament. 



These Ages now are of the Past ; 
And the Third Age begins at last. 
The coming of the Holy Ghost, 
The reign of Grace, the reign of Love 
Brightens the mountain-tops above, 
And the dark outline of the coast. 
Already the whole land is white 
With convent walls, as if by night 
A snow had fallen on hill and height ! 
Already from the streets and marts 
Of town and traSic, and low cares, 
Men climb the consecrated stairs 
With weary feet, and bleeding hearts ; 
And leave the world, and its delights. 
Its passions, struggles, and despairs. 
For contemplation and for prayers 
In cloister-cells of coenobites. 

Eternal benedictions rest 

Upon thy name. Saint Benedict! 

Founder of convents in the West, 

Who built on Mount Cassino's crest 

In the Land of Labor, thine eagle's nest I 

May I be found not derelict 

In aught of faith or godly fear. 

If I have written, in many a page, 

The Gospel of the coming age, 

The Eternal Gospel men shall hear. 

Oh may I live resembling thee. 

And die at last as thou hast died ; 

So that hereafter men may see, 

Within the choir, a form of aii-. 

Standing with arms outstretched in prayer, 

As one that hath been crucified ! 

My work is finished ; I am strong 
In faith and hope and charity ; 
For I have written the things I see. 
The things that have been and shall be, 
Conscious of right, nor fearing wrong ; 
Because I am in love with Love, 
And the sole thing I hate is Hate ; 
For Hate is death ; and Love is life, 
A peace, a splendor from above ; 
And Hate, a never-ending strife, 
A smoke, a blackness from the abyss 
Where unclean serpents coil and hiss ! 
Love is the Holy Ghost within ; 
Hate the unpardonable sin ! 
Who preaches otherwise than this, 
Betrays his Master with a kiss ! 
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PROLOGUE. 



THE SPIRE OF STUASBURGH CATHEDRAL 

A7(//i( and storm. Luciker, willi llie Poiverx iifllir 
Air, ii'ying to Icar do/vn the Cros>i. 






Hasten ! hasten I 

O ye spirits ! 

From its station drag' tlie [xjuderous 

Cross of iron, that to mock us 

Is uphfted high in air I 

VOICES. 

Oh, we cannot ! 

For around it 

All the Saints and Guardian Angels 

Throng in legions to protect it ; 

They defeat us everywhere ! 

THE BELL-^. 

Laudo Deuni \ i-iiim ! 
Plebeni voco ! 
Congrego elerum ! 

LUCIFER. 

Lower ! lower ! 

Hover downward I 

Seize tlie loud, vociferous liells, and 

Olashiiig, clanging, to tlie pavement 

Hurl them from tlieir windy tower! 

VOICES. 

All thy thunders 

Here are harmless ! 

For these bells have been anointed, 

7i 
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And baptized witli lioly water ! 
They ilel'y our utmost power. 

THE HELLS. 

Det'uuctos ploro ! 
Pestem t'ug-o I 
Festa decoro ! 

LUCIFEK. 

Shake the casements ! 
Break the painted 

Panes, that flame with gold and crim- 
son ; 
Scatter them like leaves of Autumn, 
Swept away liefore the blast ! 

VOICES. 

Oh, we cannot ! 

The Archangel 

Michael flames from every window, 

With the sword of fire that drove us 

Headlong, oat of heaven, aghast ! 

TilE BELLS. 

Funera plango I 
Fulgura frango ! 
Sabbata pango ! 



Aim your lightnings 

At the oaken, 

Massive, iron-studded portals ! 



Sack the honse of God, and scatter 
Wide the ashes of tlie dead ! 



Oh, we cannot ! 

The Apo.stles 

And the Martyrs, wrapjied in mantles. 

Stand as warders at the entrance, 

Stand as sentinels o'erhead ! 

THE DELLS. 



Excito lentos I 
Dissipo ventos ! 
Paco cruentos i 



Baffled! baffled! 

Inefficient, 

Craven spirits ! leave this labor 

Unto Time, the great Destroyer I 

Come away, ere night is gone ! 



Onward ! onward ! 
With the night-wind. 
Over field and farm and forest. 
Lonely homestead, darksome hamlet, 
Blighting all we breathe n])on ! 
Tlieij sireep aicay. Onjnn ami Gregorian Chant. 



Nocte surgentes 
Yigilemus omnes ! 
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I. 



THE CASTLE OF VATJTSBEKG ON THE KHINE. 



A clamber in a tower. Pkince Hknry, sitting alone, 
ill- and restless. Midnight. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I CANNOT sleep ! my fervid brain 

Calls up the vanished Past again, 

And throws its misty splendors deep 

Into the pallid realms of sleep ! 

A breath from that far-distant shore 

Comes freshening ever more and more, 

And wafts o'er intervening seas 

Sweet odors from the Hesperides ! 

A wind, that through the corridor 

Just stirs the curtain, and no more. 

And, touching the seolian strings. 

Faints with the burden that it brings ! 

Come back ! ye friendships long departed ! 

That like o'erflowing streamlets started, 

And now are dwindled, one by one, 

To stony channels in the sun ! 

Come back ! ye friends, whose lives are 

ended, 
Come back, with all that light attended. 
Which seemed to darken and decay 
When ye arose and went away ! 

They come, the shapes of joy and woe, 
The airy crowds of long ago, 
The dreams and fancies known of yore, 
That have been, and shall be no more. 
They change the cloisters of the night 
Into a garden of delight; 
They make the dark and dreary hours 
Open and blossom into flowers ! 
I would not sleep ! I love to be 
Again in their fair company ; 
But ere my lips can bid them stay, 
They pass and vanish quite awajj^ ! 
Alas ! our memories may retrace 
Each circumstance of time and place, 
Season and scene come back again, 
And outward things unchanged remain ; 
The rest we cannot reinstate ; 
Ourselves we cannot re-create. 
Nor set our souls to the same key 
Of the remembered harmony! 



Rest ! rest ! Oh, give me rest and peace ! 
The thought of life that ne'er shall cease 
Has something in it like despair, 
A weight I am too weak to bear ! 
Sweeter to this afflicted breast 
The thought of never-ending rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
Tranquillity of endless sleep ! 

A flash of lightning, out of which Lucifer appears, in 
the garb of a travelling Physician. 

LUCIFER. 

All liail, Piince Henry! 

PRINCE HENRY, Starting. 

Who is it speaks ? 
Who and what are you ? 

LUCIFER. 

One who seeks 
A moment's audience with the Prince. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

When came you in ? 

LUCIFER. 

A moment since. 
I found your study door unlocked. 
And thought you answered when I knocked. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I did not hear you. 



You heard the thunder ; 
It was loud enough to waken the dead. 
And it is not a matter of special wonder 
That, when God is walking overhead. 
You should not hear my feeble tread. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

What may your wish or purpose be? 

LUCIFER. 

Nothing or everything, as it pleases 
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Your Highness. You behold in me 
Only a travelling Physician ; 
One of the few who have a mission 
To cure incurable diseases, 
Or those that are called so. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Can you bring 



The dead to life? 



Which neither astonished nor dismayed me. 
And I hastened hither, though late in the 

night. 
To proffer my aid ! 

PRINCE HENRY, ironically. 

For this you came ! 
Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
This honor from one so erudite? 



Yes ; very nearly. 
And, what is a wiser and better thing. 
Can keep the living from ever needing 
Such an unnatural, strange proceeding. 
By showing conclusively and clearly 
That death is a stupid blunder merely, 
And not a necessity of our lives. 
My being here is accidental ; 
The storm, that against your casement drives. 
In the little village below waylaid me. 
And there I heard, with a secret delight, 
Of your maladies physical and mental. 



LUCIFER. 

The honor is mine, or will be when 
I have cured your disease. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

But not till then. 

LUCIFER. 

What is your illness? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

It has no name. 
A smouldering, dull, perpetual flame, 
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As in a kiln, burns in my veins, 
Sending up vapors to the liead,- 
My heart has become a dull lagoon. 
Which a kind of leprosy drinks and 

drains ; 
I am accounted as one veho is dead, 
And, indeed, I think that I shall be soon. 

LUCIFER. 

And has Gordonius the Divine, 

In his famous Lily of Medicine, — 

I see the book lies open before you, — 

No remedy potent enough to restore you? 



TRINCE HENRY. 



None whatever ! 



The dead are dead. 
And their oracles dumb, when questioned 
Of the new diseases that human life 
Evolves in its progress, rank and rife. 
Consult the dead upon things that were. 
But the living only on things that are. 
Have you done this, by the appliance 
And aid of doctors ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Ay, whole schools 
Of doctors, with their learned rules ; 
But the case is quite beyond their sci- 
ence. 
Even the doctors of Salern 
Send me back word they can discern 
No cure for a malady like this, 
Save one which in its nature is 
Impossible, and cannot be ! 

LUCIFER. 

That sounds oracular ! 

PRISrCE HENRY. 

Unendurable ! 

LUCIFER. 

What is their remedy ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Yon shall see ; 
Writ in this scroll is the mystery. 



LUCIFER, reading. 

" Not to be cured, yet not incurable ! 
The only remedy that remains 
Is the blood that flows from a maiden's veins, 
Who of her own free will shall die, 
And give her life as the price of yours ! " 

That is the strangest of all cures, 
And one, I think, you will never tr}' ; 
The prescription you may well put by. 
As something impossible to find 
Before the world itself shall end ! 
And yet who knows? One cannot say 
That into some maiden's brain that kind 
Of madness will not find its way. 
Meanwhile permit me to recommend. 
As the matter admits of no delay. 
My wonderful Catholicon, 
Of very subtile and magical powers ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Purge with your nostrums and drugs infernal 
The spouts and gargoyles of these towers. 
Not me ! My faith is utterly gone 
In every power but the Power Supernal ! 
Pray tell me, of whut school are you ? 

LUCIFER. 

Both of the Old and of the New! 
The school of Hermes Trismegistus, 
Who uttered his oracles sublime 
Before the Olympiads, in the dew 
Of the early dusk and dawn of Time, 
The reign of dateless old Hephaestus ! 
As northward, from its Nubian springs, 
The Nile, forever new and old. 
Among the living and the dead. 
Its mighty, mystic stream has rolled ; 
So, starting from its fountain-head 
Under the lotus-leaves of Isis, 
From the dead demigods of eld. 
Through long, unbroken lines of kings 
Its course the sacred art has held, 
Unchecked, unchanged by man's devices. 
This art the Arabian Geber taught, 
And in alembics, finely wrought, 
Distilling herbs and flowers, discovered 
The secret that so long had hovered 
Upon the misty verge of Truth, 
The Elixir of Perpetual Youth, 
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Called Alcohol, in the Arab speech ! 
Like him, this wondrous lore I teach ! 

I'RINCE HENRY. 

What ! an adept ? 

LUCIFER. 

Nor less, nor more ! 

PRTNCE HENRY. 

I am a reader of your books, 

A lover of that mystic lore ! 

With such a piercing glance it looks 

Into great Nature's open eye. 

And sees within it trembling lie 

The portrait of the Deity ! 

And yet, alas ! with all my pains. 

The secret and the mystery 

Have baffled and eluded me, 

Unseen the grand result remains ! 

LDCIFEB, showbig a flask. 

Behold it here ! this little flask 
Contains the wonderful quintessence. 
The perfect flower and efflorescence. 
Of all the knowledge man can ask ! 
Hold it up thus against the light ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

How limpid, pure, and crystalline. 
How quick, and tremulous, and bright 
The little wavelets dance and shine, 
As were it the Water of Life in sooth ! 



It is ! It assuages every pain. 
Cures all disease, and gives again 
To age the swift delights of youth. 
Inhale its fragrance. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

It is sweet. 
A thousand different odors meet 
And mingle in its rare perfume. 
Such as the winds of summer waft 
At open windows through a room ! 

LUCIFER. 

Will A'ou not taste it? 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Will one draught 



Suffice ? 



LUCIFER. 

If not, you can drink more. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Into this crystal goblet pour 
So much as safely I may drink. 

LUCIFER, pouring. 

Let not the quantity alarm you ; 

You may drink all; it will not harm you. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I am as one who on the brink 
Of a dark river stands and sees 
The waters flow, the landscape dim 
Around him waver, wheel, and swim, 
And, ere he plunges, stops to think 
Into what whirlpools he may sink ; 
One moment pauses, and no more. 
Then madly plunges from the shore ! 
Headlong into the mysteries 
Of life and death I boldly leap. 
Nor fear the fateful current's sweep, 
Nor what in ambush lurks below ! 
For death is better than disease ! 

An Angel with an ceolian harp hovers in the air- 



Woe ! woe ! eternal woe ! 

Not only the whispered prayer 

Of love. 

But the imprecations of hate. 

Reverberate 

For ever and ever through the air 

Above ! 

This fearful curse 

Shakes the great universe ! 

LUCIFER, disappearing. 

Drink ! drink ! 

And thy soul shall sink 

Down into the dark abyss, 

Into the infinite abyss, 

From which no plummet nor rope 

Ever drew up the silver sand of hope ! 
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TRiiNCE iiiCNKY, drinking. 
It is like ;i ilnuight of tire ! 
Through every vein 
I feel again 

The fever of youth, the soft desire ; 
A rapture that is almost pain 
Throbs in my heart and hlls my brain ! 
O joy ! O joy ! I feel 
The band of steel 

That so long and heavily has pressed 
Upon my breast 
Uplifted, and the nuxlediction 
Of my atHiction 

Is taken from me, and my weary breast 
At length linds rest. 

THK ANGEL. 

It is but the rest of the fire, from which the 
air has been taken ! 

It is but the rest of the sand, when the hour- 
glass is not shaken ! 

It is but the rest of the tide between the ebb 
and the flow ! 



It is but the rest of the wind between the 

flaws that blow ! 
With fiendish laughter, 
Hereafter, 

This false physician 
Will mock tliee in thy perdition. 

I'RINCE IIENUY. 

Speak ! speak ! 

Who says that I am ill ? 

I am not ill ! I am not weak ! 

The trance, the swoon, the dream, is o'er ! 

I feel the chill of death no more ! 

At length, 

I stand renewed in all my strength ! 

Beneath me I can feel 

The great eartli stagger and reel. 

As if the feet of a descending God 

Upon its surface trod. 

And like a pebble it rolled beneath his heel ! 

This, O tirave physician ! this 

Is thy great Palingenesis ! 

Drinks again. 
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THE ANGEL. 

Touch the goblet no more ! 

It wilL make thy heart sore 

To its very core ! 

Its perfume is the breath 

Of the Angel of Death, 

And the light that within it lies 

Is the flash of his evil eyes. 

Beware ! Oh, beware ! 

For sickness, sorrow, and care 

All are there ! 

PKiNCE HENRY, sinking back. 

O thou voice within my breast ! 
Why entreat me, why upbraid me. 
When the steadfast tongues of truth 
And the flattering hopes of youth 
Have all deceived me and betrayed me ? 



Give me, give me rest, oh rest! 
Golden visions wave and hover. 
Golden vapors, waters streaming. 
Landscapes moving, changing, gleam- 
ing! 
I am like a happy lover 
Who illumines life with dreaming ! 
Brave physician ! Rare physician ! 
Well hast thou fulfilled thy mission ! 

His head falls on his book. 

THE ANGEL, receding. 

Alas ! alas ! 

Like a vapor the golden vision 

Shall fade and pass, 

And thou wilt find in thy heart again 

Only the blight of pain. 

And bitter, bitter, bitter contrition ! 



COURT- YAKD OF THE CASTLE. 



Hubert standing by the gateway. 



How sad the grand old castle looks ! 
O'erhead, the unmolested rooks 
Upon the turret's windy top 
Sit, talking of the farmer's crop ; 
Here in the court-yard springs the grass. 
So few are now the feet that pass ; 
The stately peacocks, bolder grown. 
Come hopping down the steps of stone, 
As if the castle were their own ; 
And I, the poor old seneschal, 
Haunt, like a ghost, the banquet-hall. 
Alas ! the merry guests no more 
Crowd through the hospitable door ; 
No eyes with youth and passion shine, 
No cheeks grow redder than the wine ; 
No song, no laugh, no jovial din 
Of drinking wassail to the pin ; 
But all is silent, sad, and drear. 
And now the only sounds I hear 
Are the hoarse rooks u^pon the walls. 
And horses stamping in their stalls! 
A horn sounds. 



What ho! that meriy, sudden blast 
Reminds me of the days long past ! 
And, as of old resounding, grate 
The heavy hinges of the gate, 
And, clattering loud, with iron clank, 
Down goes the sounding bridge of plank. 
As if it were in haste to greet 
The pressure of a traveller's feet ! 

Enter Walter the Minnesinger. 



How now, my friend ! This looks quite lonely ! 

No banner flying from the walls, 

No pages and no seneschals, 

No warders, and one porter only ! 

Is it you, Hubert ? 

HUBERT. 

Ah! Master Walter! 



Alas ! how forms and faces alter ! 

I did not know you. You look older ! 

Your hair has grown much grayer and thinner. 

And you stoop a little in the shoulder! 
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HUBERT. 

Alack ! I am a poor old sinner, 

And, like these towers, begin to moulder ; 

And you have been absent many a year I 

WALTER. 

How is tiie Prince ? 



He has been ill : 



HUBERT. 

He is not here ; 
and now has fled. 

WALTER. 



Speak it out frankly : say he 's dead ! 
Is it not so ? 



No ; if you please, 
A strange, mysterious disease 
Fell on him with a sudden blight. 
Whole hours together he would stand 
Upon the terrace, in a di-eam. 
Resting his head upon liis hand. 
Best pleased when he was most alone, 
Like Saint John Xepomuck in stone, 
Looking down into a stream. 
In the Round Tower, night after night, 
He sat and bleared his eyes with books ; 
Until one morning we found him there 
Stretched on the floor, as if in a swoon 
He had fallen from his chair. 
We hardly recognized his sweet looks ! 

WALTER. 

Poor Prince ! 

HUBERT. 

I think lie might have mended ; 
And he did mend ; but very soon 
The priests came flocking in, like rooks. 
With all their crosiers and their crooks, 
And so at last the matter ended. 



WALTER. 



How did it end? 



Why, in Saint Rochus 
They made him stand, and wait his doom ; 
And, as if he were condemned to the tomb, 

75 



Began to mutter their hocus-pocus. 
First, the Mass for the Dead they chanted. 
Then three times laid upon his head 
A shovelful of churchyard clay. 
Saying to him, as he stood undaunted, 
■ This is a sign that thou art dead. 
So in thy heart be jjenitent ! " 
And forth from the chapel door he went 
Into disgrace and l);iuislnnent, 
Clothed in a cloak of liodden gray. 
And bearing a wallet, and a bell. 
Whose sound should lie a perpetual knell 
To keep all travellers away. 
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WALTEK. 

Oh, horrible fate ! Outcast, rejected, 
As one with pestilence infected ! 



Then was the family tomb unsealed, 
And broken helniet, sword, and shield, 
Buried together, in common wreck, 
As is the custom, when the last 
Of any princely house has jDassed, 
And thrice, as with a trumpet-blast, 
A herald shouted down the stair 
The words of warning and despair, — 
"O Hoheneck! O Hoheneck!" 



WALTEi;. 

Still ill my soul that cry goes on, — 

Forever gone ! forever gone ! 

Ah, what a cruel sense of loss. 

Like a black shiidow, would fall across 

The hearts of all, if he should die I 

His gracious jireseiice upon earth 

Was as a fire upon a hearth; 

As pleasant songs, at inoi-ning sung, 

The words that dropped fi-om his sweet 

tongue 
Strengthened our hearts ; or, heard at night, 
Made all our slumbers soft and liglit. 
Where is lie ? 




HUBERT. 

In the Odenwald. 
Some of his tenants, unappalled 
By fear of death, or priestly word, — 
A holy famil}', that make 
Eacli meal a Supper of the Lord, — 
Have him lieneath tlieir watch and ward. 
For love of him, and Jesus' sake ! 
Pray you come in. For why should I 
With out-door hospitality 
'Sly prince's friend thus entertain ? 
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WALTER. 

I would a moment here remain. 
But you, good Hubert, go before. 
Fill me a goblet of May-drink, 
As aromatic as the May 
From which it steals the breath away. 
And which he loved so well of yore; 
It is of him that I would think. 
You shall attend me, when I call, 
In the ancestral banquet-hall. 
Unseen companions, guests of air, 
You cannot wait on, will be there ; 
They taste not food, they drink not wine. 
But their soft eyes look into mine. 
And their lips speak to me, and all 
The vast and shadowy banquet-hall 
Is full of looks and words divine ! 
Leaning over the iparapel. 

The day is done ; and slowly from the scene 
The stooping suti up-gathers his spent shafts, 
And puts them back into his golden quiver ! 
Below me in the valley, deep and green 



As goblets are, from which in thirsty draughts 
We drink its wine, the swift and mantling 



river 
Flows on triumphant through these lovely 

regions. 
Etched with the shadows of its sombre mar- 
gent, 
And soft, reflected clouds of gold and argent ! 
Yes, there it flows, forever, broad and still. 
As when the vanguard of the Roman legions 
First saw it from the top of yonder hill ! 
How beautiful it is ! Fresh fields of Avheat, 
Vineyard, and town, and tower with flutter- 
ing flag. 
The consecrated chapel on the crag. 
And the white hamlet gathered round its base. 
Like Mary sitting at her Saviour's feet, 
And looking up at his beloved face ! 
O friend ! O best of friends ! Thy absence 

more 
Than the impending night darkens the land- 
scape o'er ! 



II. 



A FARM IN THE ODENWALD. 



A garden; morning; Prince Henry sealed, with a hook. 
Elsie, at a distance, gathering flowers. 

PRINCE HENRY, reading. 

One morning, all alone. 

Out of his convent of gray stone. 

Into the forest older, darker, grayer, 

His lips moving as if in prayer. 

His head sunken upon his breast 

As in a dream of rest, 

Walked the Monk Fehx. All about 

The broad, sweet sunshine lay without. 

Filling the summer air ; 

And within the woodlands as he trod. 

The dusk was like the Truce of God 

With worldly woe and care; 

Under him lay the golden moss ; 

And above him the boughs of hoary 

trees 
Waved, and made the sign of the cross. 
And whispered their Benedicites ; 



And from the ground 

Rose an odor sweet and fragrant 

Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant 

Vines that wandered, 

Seeking the sunshine, round and round. 

These he heeded not, but pondered 

On the volume in his hand, 

Wherein amazed he read : 
"A thousand years in thy sight 

Are but as yesterday when it is past, 

And as a watch in the night ! " 

And with his eyes downcast 

In humility he said : 
"I believe, O Lord, 

What is written in thy Word, 

But alas! I do not understand!" 

And lo ! he heard 

The sudden singing of a bird, 

A snow-white bird, that from a cloud 
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Dropped down, 

And among the branches brown 
Sat singing, 

So sweet, and clear, and loud, 
It seemed a thousand harp-strings ring- 
ing. 
And the Monk Felix closed his book, 
And long, long, 
With rapturous look, 
He listened to the song. 
And hardly breathed or stirred. 
Until he saw, as in a vision. 
The land Elysian, 
And in the heavenly city heard 
Angelic feet 

Fall on the golden flagging of the street. 
And he would fain 
Have caught the wondrous bird, 
But strove in vain ; 
For it flew away, away. 
Far over hill and dell. 
And instead of its sweet singing 
He heard the convent bell 
Suddenly in the silence ringing 
For the service of noonday. 
And he retraced 
His pathway homeward sadly and in haste. 

In the convent there was a change ! 
He looked for each well-known face, 
But the faces were new and strange; 
New figures sat in the oaken stalls. 
New voices chanted in the choir : 
Yet the place was the same place. 
The same dusky walls 
Of cold, gray stone. 
The same cloisters and belfry and spire. 

A stranger and alone 

Among that brotherhood 

The Monk Felix stood. 
" Forty years," said a Friar, 
" Have I been Prior 

Of this convent in the wood. 

But for that space 

Never have I beheld thy face ! " 

The heart of the Monk Felix fell: 
And he answered, with submissive tone, 
" This morning, after the hour of Prime, 
I left my cell. 



And wandered forth alone, 

Listening all the time 

To the melodious singing 

Of a beautiful white bird. 

Until I heard 

The bells of the convent ringing 

Noon from their noisy towers. 

It was as if I dreamed; 

For what to me had seemed 

Moments only, had been hours ! " 

" Years ! " said a voice close by. 

It was an aged monk who spoke, 

From a bench of oak 

Fastened against the wall ; — 

He was the oldest monk of all. 

For a whole century 

Had he been there. 

Serving God in prayer. 

The meekest and humblest of his creatures. 

He remembered well the features 

Of Felix, and he said. 

Speaking distinct and slow: 
" One hundred years ago. 

When I was a novice in this place. 

There was here a monk, full of God's grace, 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix, and this man must be the same." 

And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 

A volume old and brown, 

A huge tome, bound 

In brass and wild-boar's hide. 

Wherein were written down 

The names of all who had died 

In the convent, since it was edified. 

And there they found. 

Just as the old monk said. 

That on a certain day and date. 

One hundred years before. 

Had gone forth from the convent gate 

The Monk Felix, and never more 

Had entered that sacred door. 

He had been counted among the dead! 

And they knew, at last. 

That, such had been the power 

Of that celestial and immortal song, 

A hundred years had passed. 

And had not seemed so long 

As a single hour ! 
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Elsie comes in u'ilh. flowers. 



Here are flowers for you. 
But they are not all for you. 
Some of them are for the Virgin 
And for Saint Cecilia. 

PRIXCE HEXUY. 

As thou standest there. 
Thou seeinest to me like the angel 
That brought the immortal roses 
To Saint Cecilia's hridal cliamber. 

ELSIE. 

But these will fade. 



rr.IXCE IIEXRY. 

Themselves will fade, 

But not tlieir memory. 

And memory has tlie ]50wer 

To re-create them from the dust. 

They remind me, too. 

Of martyred Dorothea, 

Who from celestiid gardens sent 

Flowers as her witnesses 

To liim who scoffed mid doubted. 



Do you know the storv 
Of Christ and the Sultan's daughter ? 
That is the prettiest legend of them 
all. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

Then tell it to me. 

But first come hither. 

Lay the flowers down beside me, 

And put both thy hands in mine. 

Now tell me the story. 



Early in the morning 
The Sultan's daughter 
Walked in her father's garden, 
Gathering the bright flowers, 
All full of dew. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Just as thou hast been doing 
This morning, dearest Elsie. 



And as she gathered them, 

She wondered more and more 

Who was the Master of the Flowers, 

And made them grow 

Out of the cold, dark earth. 

" In my heart," she said, 

" I love him ; and for him 
Would leave my father's palace. 
To labor in his garden." 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Dear, innocent child ! 

How sweetly thou recallest 

The long-forgotten legend, 

That in my early childhood 

My mother told me ! 

Upon my brain 

It reappears once more. 

As a birth-mark on the forehead 

When a hand suddenly 

Is laid upon it, and removed ! 



And at midnight, 

As she lay upon her bed. 

She heard a voice 

Call to her from the garden, 

And, looking forth from her window. 

She saw a beautiful youth 

Standing among the flowers. 

It was the Lord Jesus ; 



And she went down to Him, 

And opened the door for Him ; 

And He said to her, " O maiden ! 

Thou hast thought of me with love, 

And for thy sake 

Out of my Father's kingdom 

Have I come hitber : 

I am the Master of the Flowers. 

My garden is in Paradise, 

And if thou wilt go with me, 

Thy bridal garland 

Shall be of bright red flowers." 

And then He took from his finger 

A golden ring. 

And asked the Sultan's daughter 

If she would be his bride. 

And when she answered Him with love. 

His wounds began to bleed, 

And she said to him, 
' O Love ! how red thy heart is. 

And thy hands are full of roses." 
■ For thy sake," answered He, 
' For thy sake is my heart so red, 

For thee I bring these roses ; 

I gathered them at the cross 

Whereon I died for thee ! 

Come, for my Father calls. 

Thou art my elected bride ! " 

And the Sultan's daughter 

Followed Him to his Father's garden. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Wouldst thou have done so, Elsie ? 



Yes, very gladly. 

PRINCE HKNRY. 

Then the Celestial Bridegroom 

Will come for thee also. 

Upon thy forehead He will place. 

Not his crown of thorns. 

But a crown of roses. 

In thy bridal chamber. 

Like Saint Cecilia, 

Thou shalt hear sweet music. 

And breathe the fragrance 

Of flowers immortal ! 

Co now and place these flowers 

Before her picture. 




ARTliT : L 



PRINCE HENRY AND ELSIE, 
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A ROOM IX THE FAIIM-HOUSE. 



TwiHght. Urscla f^pinninf/. Oottmeb asleep in Jiis 
chair. 

ur.si'LA. 

DaPlKER and darkpv I Hardly a glimmer 
Of light comes in at the window-pane ; 
Or is it my eyes are growing dimmer ?' 
I cannot disentangle this skein, 
Nor wind it riglitly upon the reel. 
Elsie ! 



I'P.SULA. 

T was calling lier : I want a light. 

I cannot see to spin my flax. 

Bring tli(^ lamp, Elsie. Dost thou hear ? 



EI.SIE, icilllill. 



Tn a moment ! 



GOTTLIEB. 

Where are Bertha and jMax ? 



GOTTLIEB, xlarlinq. 

The stopping of thy wheel 
Has awakened me out of a pleasant dream. 
T thought I was sitting lieside a stream, 
And heard the grinding of a mill. 
When suddenly the wheels stood still. 
And a voice cried " Elsie " in my ear ! 
It startled me, it seemed so near. 



ITi;SULA. 

They are sitting with Elsie at the door. 
She is telling them stories of the wood, 
And the Wolf, and little Red Riding- 
hood. 

GOTTLIEB. 

And wheie is the Pi-ince? 
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URSULA. 

In his room overhead ; 
I heard him walking across the floor, 
As he always does, with a heavy tread. 

Elsie comes In with a lamp. Max and Bertha follow 
her ; and they all sing the Evening Song on the lighting 
of the lamps. 

EVENING SONG. 

O gladsome light 
Of the Father Immortal, 
And of the celestial 
Sacred and blessed 
Jesus, our Saviour ! 

Now to the sunset 
Again hast thou brought us ; 
And, seeing the evening 
Twilight, we bless thee, 
Praise thee, adore thee ! 

Father omnipotent ! 
Son, the Life-giver ! 
Spirit, the Comforter ! 
Worthy at all times 
Of worship and wonder 1 



PRINCE HENRY, at the door. 



Amen I 



URSULA. 

Who was it said Amen ? 

ELSIE. 

It was the Prince : he stood at the door, 
And listened a moment, as we chanted 
The evening song. He is gone again. 
I have often seen him there before. 



Poor Prince ! 



GOTTLIEB. 



I thought the house was haunted ! 
Poor Prince, alas ! and yet as mild 
And patient as the gentlest child ! 



I love him because he is so good, 
And makes me such fine bows and ar- 
rows, 



To shoot at the robins and the sparrows, 
And the red squirrels in the wood ! 



I love him, too ! 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ah, yes ! we all 
Love him, from the bottom of our hearts; 
He gave us the farm, the house, and the grange, 
He gave us the horses and the carts. 
And the great oxen in the stall. 
The vineyard, and the forest range ! 
We have nothing to, give him but our love! 



Did he give us the beautiful stork above 
On the chimney-top, with its large, round 
nest? 

GOTTLIEB. 

No, not the stork ; by God in heaven. 
As a blessing, the dear white stork was given, 
But the Prince has given us all the rest. 
God bless him, and make him well again. 



Would I could do something for his sake, 
Something to cure his sorrow and pain ! 

GOTTLIEB. 

That no one can ; neither thou nor I, 
Nor any one else. 

ELSIE. 

And must he die? 

URSULA. 

Yes ; if the dear God does not take 
Pity upon him, in his distress. 
And work a miracle ! 

GOTTLIEB. 

Or unless 
Some maiden, of her own accord. 
Offers her life for that of her lord, 
And is willing to die in his stead. 



I win; 
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URSULA. 

Prithee, thou foohsh child, be still ! 

Thou shouldst not say what thou dost not 



mean : 



I mean it truly ! 



See how she nods her heavy head, 

And her sleepy feet are so unsteady 

She will hardly be able to creep up stairs. 

URSULA. 

Good night, my children. Here's the light. 
And do not forget to say your prayers 
Before you sleep. 



father ! this morning, 
Down by the mill, in the ravine, 
Hans killed a wolf, the very same 
That in the night to the sheepfold came, 
And ate np my lamb, that was left outside. 

GOTTLIEB. 

I am ghid he is dead. It will be a warning 
To the wolves in the forest, far and wide. 



And I am soine- to have his hide ! 



GOTTLIEB. 

Good night ! 

MAX and BERTHA. 

Good night ! 
They go out ivilh Elsie. 

URSULA, spinning. 

She is a strange and wayward child. 
That Elsie of ours. She looks so old. 
And thoughts and fancies weird and wild 
Seem of late to have taken hold 
Of her heart, that was once so docile and mild ! 



I wonder if this is the wolf that ate 
Little Red Ridinghood ! 



GOTTLIEB. 

She is like all girls. 



Oh, no! 
That wolf was killed a long while ago. 
Come, children, it is growing late. 



Ah, how I wish I were a man, 

As stout as Hans is, and as strong ! 

I would do nothing else, the whole day long. 

But just kill wolves. 

GOTTLIEB. 

Then go to bed, 
And grow as fast as a little boy can. 
Bertha is half asleep already. 



URSULA. 

Ah no, forsooth ! 
Unlike all I have ever seen. 
For she has visions and strange dreams, 
And in all her words and ways, she seems 
Much older than she is in truth. 
Who would think her but fifteen ? 
And there has been of late such a change ! 
My heart is heavy with fear and doubt 
That she may not live till the year is out. 
She is so strange, — so strange, — so strange I 

GOTTLIEB. 

I am not troubled with any such fear ; 
She will live and thrive for many a year. 
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ELSIES CHAMBEE. 



Night. Elsie praying. 



My Redeemer and my Lord, 
I beseech thee, I entreat thee, 
Guide me in each act and word. 
That hereafter I may meet thee, 
Watching, waiting, hoping, yearning, 
With my lamp well trimmed and burning! 

Interceding 

With these bleeding 

Wounds upon thy hands and side. 

For all who have lived and erred 



Thou hast suffered, thou hast died. 
Scourged, and mocked, and crucified. 
And in the grave hast thou been buried I 

If my feeble prayer can reach thee, 

O my Saviour, I beseech thee. 

Even as thou hast died for me, 

More sincerely 

Let me follow where thou leadest. 

Let me, bleeding as thou bleedest, 

Die, if dying I may give 

Life to one who asks to live. 

And more nearly. 

Dying thus, resemble thee ! 



THE CHAMBER OF GOTTLIEB AND URSULA. 



Midnight. Elsie standing by their bedside, weeping. 

GOTTLIEB. 

The wind is roaring ; the rushing rain 

Is loud upon roof and window-pane, 

As if the Wild Huntsman of Rodenstein, 

Boding evil to me and mine, 

Were abroad to-night with his ghostly train ! 

In the brief lulls of the tempest wild. 

The dogs howl in the yard ; and hark ! 

Some one is sobbing in the dark. 

Here in the chamber ! 

ELSIE. 

It is I. 

URSULA. 

Elsie ! what ails thee, my poor child ? 

ELSIE. 

I am disturbed and much distressed. 
In thinking our dear Prince must die ; 
I cannot close mine eyes, nor rest. 

GOTTLIEB. 

What wouldst thou? In the Power Divine 



His healing lies, not in our own : 
It is in the hand of God alone. 



Nay, He has put it into mine. 
And into my heart ! 

GOTTLIEB. 

Thy words are wild I 

URSULA. 

What dost thou mean ? my child ! my child ! 



That for our- dear Prince Henry's sake 
I will myself the offering make. 
And give my life to purchase his. 

URSULA. 

Am I still dreaming, or awake? 
Thou speakest carelessly of death. 
And yet thou knowest not what it is. 

ELSIE. 

'T is the cessation of our breath. 
Silent and motionless we lie ; 
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And no one knoweth more than this. 

I saw our little Gertrude die : 

She left off In-eathing, and no more 

I smoothed the j^illow beneath her head. 

She Avas more beautiful than before. 

Like violets faded were her eyes ; 

By this we knew that she was dead. 

Through the open window looked the skies 

Into the chamber where she lay, 

And the wind was like the sound of wings, 

As if angels came to bear her away. 

Ah ! when I saw and felt these things, 

I found it difficult to stay ; 

I longed to die, as she had died, 

And go forth with her, side by side. 

The Saints are dead, the Martyrs dead. 

And Mary, and our Lord ; and I 

Would follow in humility 

The way by them illumined ! 

URSULA. 

My child ! my child ! thou must not die ! 



ELSIE. 

Why should I live / Do I not know 
The life of woman is full of woe? 
Toiling on and C)n ami on. 
With breaking heart, and tearful eyes. 
And silent lips, and in the soitl 
The secret longings that arise. 
Which this world never satisfies ! 
Some more, some less, but of the 

whole 
Not one quite happy, no, not one ! 



It is the malediction of Eve ! 



In place of it, let me receive 
The benediction of Mary, then. 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ah, woe is me ! Ah, woe is me ! 
Most wretched am I among men ! 
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URSULA. 

Alas ! that I should live to see 
Thy death, beloved, and to stand 
Above thy grave ! Ah, woe the day ! 

ELSIE. 

Thou wilt not see it. I shall lie 
Beneath the flowers of another land, 
For at Salerno, far away 
Over the mountains, over the sea. 
It is appointed me to die ! 



And it will seem no more to thee 
Than if at the village on market-day 
I should a little longer stay 
Than I am wont. 

LTltsULA. 

Even as thou sayest ! 
And liow my heart beats, when thou stayest ! 
I cannot rest until my sight 
Is satisfied with seeing thee. 
What, then, if thou wert dead ? 




GOTTLIEB. 

Ah 
Of our old eyes thou art the light ! 
The joy of our old hearts art thou ! 
And wilt thou die ? 

URSULA. 

Not now ! not now ! 

ELSIE. 

Christ died for me, and shall not I 
Be willing for my Prince to die ? 
You both are silent ; you cannot speak. 
This said I at our Saviour's feast 
After confession, to the priest, 



And even he made no reply. 
Does he not warn us all to seek 
The happier, better land on high. 
Where flowers immortal never wither ; 
And could he forbid me to go thither ? 

GOTTLIEB. 

In God's owii time, m}' heart's delight I 
When He shall call thee, not before ! 
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I heard Him call. When Christ ascended 

Triumphantly, from star to star, 

He left the gates of heaven ajar. 

I had a vision in the night, 

And saw Him standing at the door 

Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid. 

And beckoning to me from afar. 

I cannot stay! 



GOTTLIEB. 



She speaks ahnost 
As if it were the Holy Ghost 
Spake through her lips, and in her stead ! 
What if this were of God? 



Gainsay it dare we not. 



Ah, then 



GOTTLIEB. 

Amen ! 
Elsie ! the words that thou hast said 



Are strange and new for us to hear. 
And fill our hearts with doubt and fear. 
Whether it be a dark temptation 
Of the Evil One, or God's inspiration. 
We in our blindness cannot say. 
We must think upon it, and pray ; 
For evil and good it both resembles. 
If it be of God, his will be done ! 
May He guard us from the Evil One ! 
How hot thy hand is ! how it trembles ! 
Go to thy bed, and try to sleep. 



Kiss me. Good night ; and do not weep ! 

Elsie goes out. 
Ah, what an awful thing is this ! 
I almost shuddered at her kiss, 
As if a ghost had touched my cheek, 
I am so childish and so weak ! 
As soon as I see the earliest gray 
Of morning glimmer in the east, 
I will go over to the priest, 
And hear what the good man has to say ! 



A VILLAGE CHTJECH. 



A woman kneeling at the confessional. 
THE PARISH PRIEST, from witUn. 

Go, sin no more ! Thy penance o'er, 
A new and better life begin ! 
God maketh thee forever free 
From the dominion of thy sin ! 
Go, sin no more ! He will restore 
The peace that filled thy heart before. 
And pardon thine iniquity ! 
The woman goes out. The Priest comes forth, and walks 
slowly up and down the church. 

blessed Lord ! how much I need 
Thy light to guide me on my way ! 
So many hands, that, without heed, 

Still touch thy wounds, and make them bleed ! 
So many feet, that, day by day. 
Still wander from thy fold astray ! 
Unless thou fill me with thy light, 

1 cannot lead thy flock aright; 
Nor, without thy support, can bear 



The burden of so great a care. 
But am myself a castaway ! 

A pause. 
The day is drawing to its close ; 
And what good deeds, since first it rose. 
Have I presented, Lord to thee; 
As offerings of my ministry ? 
What wrong repressed, what right maintained, 
What struggle passed, what victory gained. 
What good attempted and attained? 
Feeble, at best, is my endeavor ! 
I see, but cannot reach, the height 
That lies forever in the light. 
And yet forever and forever, 
When seeming just within my grasp, 
I feel my feeble hands unclasp, 
And sink discouraged into night ! 
For thine own purpose, thou hast sent 
The strife and the discouragement ! 

A pause. 

Why stayest thou, Prince of Hoheneck? 
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Why keep me pacing to and fro 
Amid these aisles of sacred gloom, 
Counting my foi)tste|)s as I go, 
And marking with each step a tomli '! 
Why should the world for thee make room. 
And wait thy leisure and thy beck '/ 
Thou comest in the hope to hear 
Some word of comfort and of cheer. 



What can I 



say 



I cannot give 



The counsel to do this and live ; 

But rather, firmly to deny 

The tempter, though his power be strong. 

And, inaccessible to wrong. 

Still like a mart3'r live and die ! 



A pause. 
The evening air grows dusk and brown ; 
I must go forth into the town. 
To visit Ijeds of pain and death. 
Of restless limbs, and cpuveiing breath, 
And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyea 
Tliat see, through tears, the sun go down. 
But never more sliall see it rise. 
The 2^our in Ijud^- and estate. 
The sick and tliu disconsolate. 
Must not on man's convenience wait. 

Goe^ out. 
Enter Lticii'ER, ax a Priest. 




LUCIFER, 101111 a genitflexion, mocking. 

This is the Black Pater-noster. 

God was my foster, 

He fostered me 

Under the book of the Palm-tree ! 

St. Michael Avas my dame. 

He was born at Bethlehem, 

He was made of flesh and blood. 

God send me my right food, 



My right food, and shelter "too, 

That I may to yon kirk go. 

To read upon yon sweet book 

Which the mighty God of heaven shook. 

Open, open, hell's gates ! 

Shut, shut, heaven's gates ! 

All the devils in the air 

The stronger be, that hear the Black Prayer 

Lookiiuj round the church. 
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What a davksome and dismal place ! 

I wonder that any man has the face 

To call such a hole the House of the* Lord, 

And the Gate of Heaven, — yet such is the 

word. 
Ceiling, aud walls, and windows old, 
Covered with cobwebs, blackened with mould ; 
Dust on the pulpit, dust on the stairs. 
Dust on the benches, and stalls, and chairs ! 
The pulpit, from which such ponderous .ser- 
mons 
Have fallen down on the brains of the Ger- 
mans, 
With about as much real edification 
As if a great Bible, l.iound in lead. 
Had fallen, and struck them on the head: 
And I ought to remember that sensation ! 
Here stands the holy-water stoup ! 
Holy-water it may be to many. 
But to me, the veriest Lic[uor Gehenna^ I 
It smells like a filthy fast-day soup ! 
Near it stands the box for the poor ; 
With its iron padlock, safe and sure. 
I and the priest of the parish know 
Whither all these charities go ; 
Therefore, to keep up the institution, 
I Avill add my little contribution ! 

He puts in moneij. 
Underneath this mouldering tomb. 
With statue of stone, and scutcheon of brass, 
Slumbers a great lord of the village. 
All his life was riot and pillage. 
But at length, to escape the threatened doom 
Of the everlasting, penal fire. 
He died in the dress of a mendicant friar, 
And bartered his wealth for a daily mass. 
But all that afterwards came to pass. 
And whether he finds it dull or pleasant. 
Is kept a secret for the present. 
At his own particular desire. 

And here, in a corner of the wall. 

Shadowy, silent, apart from all, 

With its awful portal open wide. 

And its latticed windows on either side. 

And its step well worn by the bended knees 

Of one or two pious centuries. 

Stands the village confessional ! 

Within it, as an honored guest, 

I will sit me down awhile and rest ! 



Seals lihnself in the confessional. 

Here sits the priest ; and faint and low. 
Like the sighing of an evening breeze. 
Comes through the.se painted lattices 
The ceaseless sound of human woe ; 
Here, while her bosom aches and throbs 
With deep and agonizing sobs, 
That half are passion, half contrition. 
The luckless daughter of joerdition 
Slowly confesses her secret shame ! 
The time, the place, the lover's name I 
Here tlie grim murderer, with a groan. 
From his bruised conscience rolls tlie stone. 
Thinking that thus he can atone 
For ravages of sword and flame ! 

Indeed, 1 marvel, and marvel greatly, 
How a priest can sit here so sedately, 
Reading, the whole year out and in, 
Naught but the catalogue of sin. 
And still keep any faith whatever 
In hunran virtue ! Never I never ! 

I cannot repeat a thousandth part 

Of the hori'oi's an(f crimes and sins and 

woes 
That arise, when with palpitating throes 
The graveyard in the human heart 
Gives up its dead, at the voice of the 

priest. 
As if he were an archangel, at least. 
It makes a peculiar atmosphere. 
This odor of earthly passions and crimes. 
Such as I like to breathe, at times, 
And such as often brings me here 
In the hottest and most pestilential season. 
To-day, I come for another reason : 
To foster and ripen an evil thought 
In a heart that is almost to madness 

wrought. 
And til make a murderer out of a prince, 
A sleight of hand I learned long since ! 
He comes. In the twilight lie will not see 
The difference between his priest and me ! 
In thi^ same net was the mother caught ! 

PRINCE HENRY, entering and kneeling at the confessional. 

Remorseful, penitent, and lowly, 
I come to crave, O Father holy. 
Thy benediction on my head. 
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LUCIFER. 

The benediction shall be said 

After confession, not before ! 

'T is a God-speed to the parting guest, 

Who stands already at the door, 

Sandalled with holiness, and dressed 

In garments pure from earthly stain. 

Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy 

breast ? 
Does the same madness fill thy brain ? 
Or have thy passion and unrest 
Vanished forever from thy mind ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

By the same madness still made blind, 
By the same passion still possessed, 
I come again to the house of prayer, 
A man afflicted and distressed ! 
As in a cloudy atmosphere. 
Through unseen sluices of the air, 
A sudden and impetuous wind 
Strikes the great forest white with fear, 
And every branch, and bough, and spray 
Points all its quivering leaves one way. 
And meadows of grass, and fields of grain, * 
And the clouds above, and the slanting rain, 
And smoke from chimneys of the town. 
Yield themselves to it, and bow down. 
So does this dreadful purpose press 
Onward, with irresistible stress. 
And all my thoughts and faculties. 
Struck level by the strength of this. 
From their true inclination turn. 
And all stream forveard to Salern ! 



Alas ! we are but eddies of dust, 
Uplifted by the blast, and whirled 
Along the highway of the world 
A moment only, then to fall 
Back to a common level all. 
At the subsiding of the gust ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

O holy Father ! pardon in me 
The oscillation of a mind 
Unsteadfast, and that cannot find 
Its centre of rest and harmony ! 
For evermore before mine eyes 
This ghastly phantom fiits and files, 



And as a madman through a crowd. 
With frantic gestures and wild cries. 
It hurries onward, and aloud 
Repeats its awful prophecies ! 
Weakness is wretchedness ! To be strong 
Is to be happy ! I am weak, 
And cannot find the good I seek. 
Because I feel and fear the wrong ! 



Be not alarmed ! The Church is kind. 

And in her mercy and her meekness 

She meets half-way her children's weakness, 

Writes their transgressions in the dust ! 

Though in the Decalogue we find 

The mandate written, " Thou shalt not kill ! " 

Yet there are cases when we must. 

In war, for instance, or from scathe 

To guard and keep the one true Faith ! 

We must look at the Decalogue in the light 

Of an ancient statute, that was meant 

For a mild and general application, 

To be understood with the reservation. 

That, in certain instances, the Right 

Must yield to the Expedient ! 

Thou art a Prince. If thou shouldst die. 

What hearts and hopes would prostrate lie ! 

What noble deeds, what fair renown. 

Into the grave with thee go down ! 

What acts of valor and courtesy 

Remain undone, and die with thee ! 

Thou art the last of all thy race ! 

With thee a noble name expires, 

And vanishes from the earth's face 

The glorious memory of thy sires ! 

She is a peasant. In her veins 

Flows common and plebeian blood ; 

It is such as daily and hourly stains 

The dust and the turf of battle plains. 

By vassals shed, in a crimson flood. 

Without reserve, and without reward. 

At the slightest summons of their lord! 

But thine is precious ; the fore-appointed 

Blood of kings, of God's anointed ! 

Moreover, what has the world in store 

For one like her, but tears and toil ? 

Daughter of sorrow, serf of the soil, 

A peasant's child and a peasant's wife. 

And her soul within her sick and sore 

With the roughness and barrenness of life ! 
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I marvel not at the heart's recoil 

From a fate like this, in one so tender, 

Nor at its eagerness to surrender 

All the wretchedness, want, and woe 

That await it in this world below, 

For the unutterable splendor 

Of the world of rest beyond the skies. 

So tlie Church sanctions the sacrifice : 

Therefore inhale this healing balm. 

And breathe this fresh life into thine : 

Accept the comfort and the calm 

She offers, as a gift divine ; 

Let lier fall down and anoint thy feet 

With the ointment costly and most sweet 

Of her young blood, and thou slialt live. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And vdll the righteous Heaven forgive? 

No action, whether foul or fair. 

Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere 

A record, written by fingers ghostly. 

As a blessing or a curse, and mostly 

In the greater weakness or greater strength 

Of the acts which follow it. till at length 



The wrongs of ages are redressed, 
And the justice of God made manifest ! 

LUCIFER. 

In ancient records it is stated 

That, wdienever an evil deed is done, 

Another devil is created 

To scourge and torment tJie offending one ! 

But evil is only good perverted. 

And Lucifer, the bearer of Light, 

But an angel fallen and deserted, 

Thrust from his Father's liouse with a 

curse 
Into the black and endless night. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

If justice rules the universe. 
From the good actions of good men 
Angels of light should be begotten. 
And thus the balance restored again. 



Yes ; if the world were not so rotten. 
And so given over to the Devil ! 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

But this deed, is it good or evil ? 

Have I thine absolution free 

To do it, and without restriction ? 



Ay ; and from whatsoever sin 

Lieth around it and within, 

From all crimes in which it may involve thee, 

I now release thee and absolve thee I 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Give me tliy holy benediction. 

LUCIFER, Stretching forth 7h\' hand and muttering. 

Maledictione perpetua 
]\Ialedlcat vos 
Pater eternus ! 

THE ANGEL, loith the ceolian harp. 

Take heed ! take heed ! 

Noble art thou in thy birth, 

By the good and the great of earth 

Hast thou been taught ! 

Be noble in every thought 

And in every deed ! 

Let not tlie illusion of tliy senses 

Betray thee to deadly ofl'ences. 

Be strong ! be good ! be pure ! 

The right only shall endure. 

All things else are but false pretences. 

I entreat thee, I implore, 




Listen no more 

To the suggestions of an evil spirit. 

That even now is there. 

Making the foul seem fair. 

And selfishness itself a virtue and a merit I 



A ROOM IN THE FAEM-HOUSE. 



It is decided 



GOTTLIEB. 

For many days. 



And nights as many, we have had 

A nameless terror in our breast. 

Making us timid, and afraid 

Of God, and liis mysterious ways ! 

We have been sorrowful and sad ; 

Much have we suffered, much liave prayed 

That He would lead us as is best. 

And show us what his will required. 

It is decided ; and we give 

Our child, O Prince, that you may live I 



URSUL,\. 

It is of God. He has inspired 

This purjDose in her ; and through pain, 

Out of a world of sin and woe. 

He takes her to Himself again. 

The mother's heart resists no longer ; 

With the Angel of the Lord in vain 

It wrestled, for he was the stronger. 

GOTTLIEB. 

As Abraham offered long ago 
His son unto the Lord, and even 
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The Everlasting Father in heaven 
Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaugh- 
ter, 
So do I offer up my daughter ! 
Ursula hides her face. 

ELSIE. 

My life is little. 
Only a cup of water, 
But pure and limpid. 
Take it, O my Prince ! 
Let it refresh you, 
Let it restore you. 
It is given willingly. 
It is given freely; 
May God bless the gift ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 



And the giver! 



Amen ! 



GOTTLIEB. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



I accept it 



GOTTLIEB. 

Where are the children ? 

URSULA. 

They are already asleep. 

GOTTLIEB. 

What if they were dead? 



EST THE GARDEN. 



ELSIE. 

I HAVE one thing to ask of you. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



What is it? 



It is already granted. 



ELSIE. 

Will you not promise? 



PRINCE HENRY. 



If ever we depart upon this journey. 
So long to one or both of us, I promise. 



Promise me. 
When we are gone from here, and on our 

way 
Are journeying to Salerno, you will not, 
By word or deed, endeavor to dissuade me 
And turn me from my purpose; but remem- 
ber 
That as a pilgrim to the Holy City 
Walks unmolested, and with thoughts of par- 
don 
Occupied wholly, so would I approach 
The gates of Heaven, in this great jubilee. 
With my petition, putting off from me 
All thoughts of earth, as shoes from off my 

feet. 
Promise me this. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



Thy words fall from thy lips 
Like roses from the lips of Angelo : and angels 
Might stoop to pick them up! 



ELSIE. 

Shall we not go, then ? Have you lifted me 
Into the air, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon the ground ? and offered me 
The waters of eternal life, to bid me 
Drink the polluted puddles of this world? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

O Elsie! what a lesson thou dost teach 
me ! 

The life which is, and that which is to come, 

Suspended hang in such nice equipoise 

A breath disturbs the balance ; and that 
scale 

In which we throw our hearts preponder- 
ates. 

And the other, like an empty one, flies up. 

And is accounted vanity and air ! 

To me the thought of death is terrible, 

Having such hold on life. To thee it is 
not 

So much even as the lifting of a latch ; 
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Only a step into the open air 
Out of a tent already luminous 
Witli light that shines through its transparent 
walls ! 



n heart ! from thy sweet dust shall 



O pure i 



to 
Lilies, upon whose petals will be written 

" Ave Maria " in characters of gold ! 



III. 



A STllBET IN STBASBTTRG. 



Night. Prince Hknry wandering alone, wrapped in 
cloak. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Still is the night. The sound of feet 
Has died away from the empty street. 
And like an artisan, bending down 
His head on his anvil, the dark town 
Sleeps, with a slumber deep and sweet. 
Sleepless and restless, I alone. 
In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone 
Wander and weep in my remorse ! 
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PRINCE HENBY. 

Hark ! with what accents loud and hoarse 

This warder on the walls of death 

Sends forth the challenge of his breath ! 

I see the dead that sleep in the grave ! 

They rise up and their garments wave, 

Dimly and spectral, as they rise, 

With the light of another world in their eyes ! 

CRIER OF THE DEAD. 

Wake! wake! 
All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Why for the dead, who are at rest ? 

Pray for the living, in whose breast 

The struggle between right and wrong 

Is raging terrible and strong. 

As when good angels war with devils ! 

This is the Master of the Revels, 

Who, at Life's flowing feast, proposes 

The health of absent friends, and pledges, 

Not in bright goblets crowned with roses. 

And tinkling as we touch their edges. 

But with his dismal, tinkling bell. 

That mocks and mimics their funeral knell ! 

CRIER OF THE DEAD. 

Wake ! wake ! 
All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Wake not, beloved ! be thy sleep 
Silent as night is, and as deep ! 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
Whose heart is heavy and desolate, 
And the heavings of whose bosom number 
The respirations of thy slumber. 
As if some strange, mysterious fate 
Had linked two hearts in one, and mine 
Went madly wheeling about thine, 
Only with wider and wilder sweep ! 

CRiEB OF THE DEAD, at a distance. 

Wake ! wake ! 
All ye that sleep ! 



Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Lo ! with what depth of blackness thrown 

Against the clouds, far up the skies 

The walls of the cathedral rise. 

Like a mysterious grove of stone. 

With fitful lights and shadows blending. 

As from behind, the moon, ascending. 

Lights its dim aisles and paths unknown ! 

The wind is rising ; but the boughs 

Rise not and fall not with the wind, 

That through their foliage sobs and soughs ; 

Only the cloudy rack behind, 

Drifting onward, wild and ragged, 

Gives to each spire and buttress jagged 

A seeming motion undefined. 

Below on the square, an armed knight, 

Still as a statue and as white. 

Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams quiver 

Upon the points of his armor bright 

As on the ripples of a river. 

He lifts the visor from his cheek. 

And beckons, and makes as he would speak. 

WALTER the Minnesinger. 

Friend ! can you tell me where alight 
Thuringia's horsemen for the night ? 
For I have lingered in the rear. 
And wander vainly up and down. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I am a stranger in the town. 
As thou art ; but the voice I hear 
Is not a stranger to mine ear. 
Thou art Walter of the Vogelweid! 



Thou hast guessed rightly ; and thy name 
Is Henry of Hoheneck ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Ay, the same. 

WALTER, embracing him. 

Come closer, closer to my side ! 
What brings thee hither ? What potent charm 
Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian city ? 
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PRINCE HKNRY. 



A tale of wonder and of pity ! 

A wretched man, almost by stealth 

Dragging my body to Salem, 

In the vain hope and search for health, 

And destined never to return. 

Already thou hast heard the rest. 

But what brings thee, thus armed and dight 

In the equipments of a knight? 



Dost thou not see upon my breast 
The cross of the Crusaders shine? 
My pathway leads to Palestine. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

'T is too late ! 
I cannot strive against my fate ! 

WALTER. 

Come with me ; for my steed is weary ; 
Our journey has been long and dreary, 
And, dreaming of his stall, he dints 
With his impatient hoofs the flints. 

PRINCE HENRY, aside. 

I am ashamed, in my disgrace, 
To look into that noble face ! 
To-morrow, Walter, let it be. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



Ah, would that way were also mine ! 
O noble poet ! thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing-birds 
Rocked on the topmost bough of life, 
Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart. 
And in the clangor of the strife 
Mingle the music of thy words ? 



WALTER. 



My hopes are high, my heart is proud, 
And like a trumpet long and loud. 
Thither my thoughts all clang and ring ! 
My life is in my hand, and lo ! 
I grasp and bend it as a bow. 
And shoot forth from its trembling string 
An arrow, that shaU be, perchance, 
Like the arrow of the Israelite king 
Shot from the window toward the east. 
That of the Lord's deliverance ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 



My life, alas ! is what thou seest ! 

O enviable fate ! to be 

Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee 

With lyre and sword, with song and steel ; 

A hand to smite, a heart to feel! 

Thy heart, thy hand, thy lyre, thy sword, 

Thou givest all unto thy Lord ; 

While I, so mean and abject grown, 

Am thinking of myself alone. 



Be patient : Time will reinstate 
Thy health and fortunes. 



To-morrow, at the dawn of day, 
I shall again be on my way. 
Come with me to the hostelry, 
For I have many things to say. 
Our journey into Italy 
Perchance together we may make; 
Wilt thou not do it for my sake ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A sick man's pace would but impede 
Thine eager and impatient speed. 
Besides, my pathway leads me round 
To Hirschau, in the forest's bound, 
Where I assemble man and steed, 
And all things for my journey's need. 
They go out. 

LVCIFKR, flying over the city. 

Sleep, sleep, O city! till the light 
Wake you to sin and crime again. 
Whilst on your dreams, like dismal rain, 
I scatter downward through the night 
My maledictions dark and deep. 
I have more martyrs in your walls 
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ; 
They are my bondsmen and my thralls ; 
Their wretched lives are full of pain, 
Wild agonies of nerve and brain ; 
And every heart-beat, every breath, 
Is a convulsion worse than death ! 
Sleep, sleep, O city ! though within 
The circuit of your walls there be 
No habitation free from sin. 
And all its nameless misery ; 
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The aching heart, the aching head, 
Grief for the living and the dead, 
And foul corruption of the time. 



Disease, distress, and want, and woe, 
And crimes, and passions that may grow 
Until they ripen into crime ! 



SQUARE IN PKONT OF THE CATHEDRAL. 



Easier Sunday. Friar Cuthbert preaching to the 
crowd from a pulpit in the open air. Prince Henry 
and Elsie crossing the square. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



This is the day, when from the dead 
Our Lord arose ; and everywhere. 
Out of their darkness and despair. 
Triumphant over fears and foes, 
The hearts of his disciples rose. 
When to the women, standing near. 
The Angel in shining vesture said, 

" The Lord is risen ; he is not here ! " 
And, mindful that the day is come. 
On all the hearths in Christendom 
The fires are quenched, to be again 
Rekindled from the sun, that high 
Is dancing in the cloudless sky. 
The churches are all decked with flowers, 
The salutations among men 
Are but the Angel's words divine, 

" Christ is arisen ! " and the bells 
Catch the glad murmur, as it swells. 
And chant together in their towers. 
All hearts are glad; and free from care 
The faces of the people shine. 
See what a crowd is in the square, 
Gayly and gallantly arrayed ! 

ELSIE. 

Let us go back ; I am afraid ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Nay, let us mount the church-steps here. 
Under the doorway's sacred shadow ; 
We can see all things, and be freer 
From the crowd that madly heaves and 
presses ! 



What a gay pageant ! what bright dresses ! 
It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow. 
What is that yonder on the square? 



PRINCE HENRY. 

A pulpit in the open air, 

And a Friar, who is preaching to the crowd 

In a voice so deep and clear and loud, 

That, if we listen, and give heed. 

His lowest words will reach the ear. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT, gesticulating and cracking a postil- 
ion's whip. 

What ho! good people ! do you not hear? 
Dashing along at the top of his speed. 
Booted and spurred, on his jaded steed, 
A courier comes with words of cheer. 
Courier ! what is the news, I pray ? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ! 

"From court." 
Then I do not believe it ; you say it in 

sport. 

Cracks his whip again. 

Ah, here comes another, riding this way ; 

"We soon shall know what he has to say. 

Courier ! what are the tidings to-day ? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ? 
" From town." 

Then I do not believe it ; away with you, 
clown. 

Cracks his whip more violently. 

And here comes a third, who is spurring 
amain ; 

What news do you bring, with your loose- 
hanging rein, 

Your spurs wet with blood, and your bri- 
dle with foam ? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ? 
"From Rome." 

Ah, now I believe. He is risen, indeed. 

Ride on with the news, at the top of your 
speed ! 
Great applause among the crowd. 

To come back to my text ! When the news 

was first spread 
That Christ was arisen indeed from the 

dead, 
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Very great was the joy of the angels in 

heaven ; 
And as great the dispute as to who sliould 

carry 
The tidings thereof to the Virgin Mary, 
Pierced to tlie heart with sorrows seven. 
Okl Father Adam was first to jjropose, 
As being the author of all our woes ; 
But he was refused, for fear, said they, 
He would stop to eat apples on the way ! 
Abel came next, but petitioned in vain, 
Because he might meet with his brother 

Cain 1 
Noah, too, was refused, lest his weakness for 

wine 
Should delay him at every tavern-sign : 
And John the Baptist could not get a vote. 
On account of his old-fashioned camehs-hair 

coat ; 
And the Penitent Thief, who died on the 

cross, 
Was reminded that all his bones were broken ! 
Till at last, when each in turn had spoken. 
The company Ijeing still at loss. 
The Angel, who rolled away the stone. 
Was sent to the sepulchre, all alone. 
And filled witli glory that gloomy prison. 
And said to the Virgin, '■ The Lord is 

arisen ! 

lite (/atheilral hells riiu/. 

But hark ! the bells are beginning to chime ; 
And I feel that I am growing hoarse. 
I will put an end to my discourse. 
And leave tlie re.si for some other time. 
For the bells themselves are the best of 

preachers ; 
Their brazen lips are learned teachers. 
From their pulpits of stone, in the upper air. 



Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw, 
Shriller than trumpets under the Law, 
Now a sermon and now a. prayer. 
The clangorous hammer is the tongue. 
This way, that wnj-, beaten and swung. 
That from mouth of brass, as fi'om Mouth of 

Gold, 
May be taught the Testaments, New and 

Old. 
And above it the great cross-beam of wood 
Representeth the Holy Rood, 
Upon which, like the bell, our hopes are 

hung. 
And the wheel wherewith it is swayed and 

rung 
Is the mind of man, that round and round 
Sways, and maketh the tongue to sound ! 
And the rope, with its twisted cordage three, 
Denoteth the Scrijjtural Trinity 
Of ]\Iorals, and Symbols, and Histoiy ; 
And the upward and downward motion show 
That we touch ujjon matters high and low; 
And the constant change and transmutation 
Of action and of contemplation. 
Downward, the Scripture brought from on 

high. 
Upward, exalted again to the sky ; 
Downward, the literal interpretation 
Upward, the Vision and ^lystery ! 

And now, my hearers, to make an end, 

I have only one word more to say ; 

In the church, in honor of Easter day 

Will be represented a Miracle Play ; 

And I ho2:)e you will all have the grace to 

attend. 
Christ bring us at last to his felicity ! 
Pax vobiseum ! et Benedicite ! 
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IN THE OATHEDltAL. 



Kyrie Eleisoii ! 
Christe Elei.soii ! 



I am at home here in my Father's house ! 
These paiutmgs of the Saints upon the walls 
Have all familiav and benignant faces. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

The portraits of the fainilj' of God ! 
Thine oAvn hereafter shall be placed among 
them. 



How TCry grand it is and wonderful ! 
Never have I beheld a church so splendid ! 
Such columns, and such arches, and such 

windows, 
So many tombs and statues in the chapels, 
And under them so many confessionals. 
They must be for the rich. I should not 

like 
To tell my sins in such a church as this. 
Who built it? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A great master of his craft, 
Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone. 
For many generations labored with him. 
Children that came to see these Saints in 

stone, 
As day by day out of the lilocks they rose, 
Grew old and died, and still tlie work went 

on. 
And on, and on, and is not yet completed. 
The generation that succeeds our own 
Perhaps may finish it. The arcliitect 
Built his great heart into these sculptured 

stones, 
And with him toiled his children, and their 

lives 
Were builded, with his own, into the walls. 



As offerings unto God. You see that statue 
Fixing its joyous, but deep-wrinkled eyes 
Upon the Pillar of t]u_' Angels yonder. 
That is the image of the master, carved 
By the fair hand of liis own child, Sabina. 

ELSIE. 

How beautiful is tlie column that he looks 
at! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

That, too, she sculptured. At the IxLse of it 
Stand the Evangelists; aljove their heads 
Four Angels blowing upon marlile tiaimpets. 
And over them the blessed Christ, surrounded 
By his attendant ministers, upholding 
The instruments of his passioii. 

ELSIE. 

C) my Lord ! 
Would I could leave liehind me upon earth 
Some monument to thy glory, such as this I 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A greater monument than this thou leavest 
In thine own life, all purity and love ! 
See, too, the Rose, above the western portal 
Resplendent with a thousand gorgeous colors. 
The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness ! 



And, in the gallery, the long line of statues, 
Christ witli his twelve Apostles Avatching us 1 

.1 Bishop hi (irmur, honied (iml .yjurnil, jyjtsrx u-ilh his 
train. 

PRIXCE HENRY. 

But come away ; we have not time to look. 
The crowd already fills tlie church, and 

yonder 
Upon a stage, a herald witli a trumpet. 
Clad like the Angel Gabriel, proclaims 
Plie Mystery that will now be represented. 
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THE NATIVITY. 



A MIKACLE-PiAY, 



TR^ECO. 

CoJiE, good people, all luid each, 
Come and listen to our speech ! 
In your presence here I stand. 
With a trumpet in my hand, 
To announce the Easter Play, 
Which we represent to-day ! 



INTUOITUS. 



First of all we shall rehearse, 
In our action and our verse. 
The Nativity of our Lord, 
As written in the old record 
(_)f the Protevangelion, 
So that lie who reads may run ! 
Blows Ills truiiqjet. 



I. HEAVEN. 



MERCY, at the feet of God. 
Have pity. Lord ! be not afraid 
To save mankind, whom thou hast made. 
Nor let the souls that were betrayed 
Perish eternally ! 



It cannot lie, it must not lie ! 
When in the garden placed by thee. 
The fruit of the forbidden tree 
He ate, and he must die ! 

MERCY. 

Have pity, Lord I let penitence 
Atone for disobedience, 
Nor let the fruit of man's offence 
Be endless misery ! 



He shall be saved, if that within 
The bounds of earth one free from sin 
Be found, who for his kith and kin 
Will suffer martyrdom. 

THE FOUR VIRTUES. 

Lord ! we have searched the world around, 
From centre to the utmost bound. 
But no such mortal can be found ; 
Despairing, back we come. 

WISDOM. 

No mortal, but a God made man. 
Can ever carrj? out this plan. 
Achieving what none other can, 
Salvation unto all I 



What penitence proportionate 
Can e'er be felt for sin so great ? 
Of the forbidden fruit he ate, 
And damned must he be ! 



Go, then, O my beloved Son ! 
It can liy thee alone be done ; 
By thee the victory shall be won 
"o'er Satan and the Fall ! 

Here the Angel Gabriel shall leave Paradise and fly 
towards the earth ; the Jaws of Hell open helow, and the 
Devils walk about, making a great noise. 
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II. MAKY AT THE WELL. 




Along the garden walk, and thence 
Throngh the meket in the garden fence, 

I steal "with quiet pace, 
My pitcher at the well to fill. 
That lies so deep and cool and still 

In this sequestered place. 

These sycamores keep guard around ; 
I see no face, I hear no souiul. 

Save bubblings of the spring, 
And my companions, who, within. 
The threads of gold and scarlet spin. 

And at their labor sing. 



Blessed among all women thou, 
Who art his holy choice ! 

MARY, setting dowti tlie pitcher. 

What can this mean ? No one is near, 
And yet, such sacred words I hear. 
I almost fear to stay. 

Here the Angef,, appearing to her, shxill sag : 
GABRIEL. 

E'ear not, O Mary ! but believe ! 
For thou, a Virgin, shalt conceive 
A child this very day. 



TUE ANCEL GAIiRIEL. 

Hail, Virgin Mary, full of grace ! 
Here Mary loukelh around her, trernhling, ami then saith ■ 



Who is it speaketh in this place. 
With such a gentle voice ? 

GABRIEL. 

The Lord of heaven is with thee now ! 



Fear not, ( ) Mary ! from the sky 
The majesty of the Most High 
Shall overshadow thee I 

MARY. 

Beliold the liandmaid of the Lord ! 
According to thy holy word. 
So 1)6 it unto me ! 

Here the Devils shall again make a great noise, under 
the stage. 
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in. THE ax(;els df the seven planets, 

BEARING THK ?TAE OF BETIILEUEM 



THE ANGELS. 

The Angels of the Phinets Seven, 
Across the shming fields of heaven 

The natal star we liring I 
Dropping onr sevenfold virtues down 
As priceless jewels in the crown 

Of Christ, our new-born King, 

r,.AruAKE. 

I am the Angel of the Sun. 
Whose flaming wheels began to run 

When God's almighty breath 
vSaid to the darkness and the Night, 
Let there be light ! and there was light I 

I lirinu tlie i;ift of Faith. 



I am the Angel of the 31oon. 
Darkened to be rekindled soon 

Beneath the azure cope I 
Nearest to earth, it is my ray 
That best illumes tlip n^idnight wav ; 

I bring tlie gift of Hoj^e ! 

AXAKL. 

The .Vngel of the Star of Love. 
The Evening Star, that shines above 

The place where lovers be. 
Above all happy hearths ami homes, 
( )n roofs of thatch, oi' gulden domes, 

I give hinr Charitv ! 

ZIIISI ACIIEL. 

The Planet Jupiter is mine ! 

The mightiest star of all that shine. 

Except the sun ali.im.' ! 
He is the ILigli Pi'iest of the Dove. 
And sends, frnm liis great tin-one above, 

Justici^, tliat sliall atone ! 

^IK IIAEL. 

The Planet ^lercurv, whose place 
Is nearest to the sun in space. 

Is my allotted sphere ! 
And with celestial ardor swift 



I bear upon my hands the gift 
(.)f heavenly Prudence here I 

URIEL. 

I am the Minister of I\Iars, 

The strongest star among the stars ! 

]\Iy songs of jjower prelude 
The march and battle of man s life. 
And for the suffering and the strife, 

I give him Fortitude ' 



The Angel of the uttermost 

( )f all the shining, heavenly host. 

From the far-off exjianse 
( )f the Saturnian. endless space 
I bring the last, the crownino- grace. 

The gift of Temperance I 

iuddtii lir/]il shine.i from lie: windoics of the stable in 
tlie villar/e helow. 



m 
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IV. THE WISK MEN OF THE EAST. 



The stahk nf ihe Inn. The Virgin and Child. Three 
Gi/pxi/ Kintjf:, Ga-spar, Melcuior, and Belsiiaz- 
ZAR, shall come in. 



Hail to thee, Jesus of Nazaretli ! 
Though iu a manger thou draw breath, 
Thou art greater than Life and Death, 

Greater than Joy or Woe ! 
This cross upon tlie line of life 
Porteudeth struggle, toil, and sti'ife. 
And through a region with peril rife 

In darkness slialt thou go ! 

MHLCinOK. 

Hail to tliee. King of Jerusalem ! 
Though humlily horn in Bethlehem, 
A sceptre and a diadem 

Await thy hrow and hand! 
The sceptre is a simple reed. 
The crown will make thy temples bleed, 
And in thine liour of greatest need. 

Abashed thy sutijects stand ! 



BELSHAZZAR. 

Hail to thee, Christ of Christendom! 
O'er all the earth thy kingdom come ! 
From distant Trebizond to Rome 

Th}' name shall men adore ! 
Peace and good-will among all men. 
The Virgin has returned again. 
Returned the old Saturnian reign 

And Golden Age once more. 

THE CHILD CHRIST. 

Jesus, the Son of God. am I, 
Born here to suffer and to die 
According to the prophecy, 
That other men may live! 

THE \IRGIS. 

And now these clothes, that wi'a^jped Him. 

take 
And keep them precious, for his sake : 
Our benediction thus we make. 
Naught else have we to give. 

She (jives diem svaddling-clollus, and iJiei/ deport. 
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THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 



Here Joseph sshail come in, lendiiifi nii ass, on which are 
sealed Mary ami Ihe Child. 



MARY. 

Jlere will we rest us, under these 
O'erhanging liranches of the trees, 
Where robms chant their Litanies 
And canticles of joy. 



My saddle-girths have given way 
With trudging through tlie heat to-day ; 
To you I think it is but play 
To ride and hold the boy. 



MARY. 

JosejDh ! I am much afraid. 

For men are sleejjing in the shade ; 

1 fear that we shall be waylaid, 
And robbed and Ijeaten sore ! 

Here a hanil o/roljbers shall he seen sleeping, two of whom 
shall rise and come forward. 

DUMACIIUS. 

Cock's soul ! deliver up your gokl ! 

.JOSEPH. 

I pray you, Sirs, let go your hokl ! 
You see that I am weak and old, 
Of wealth I have no store. 



Hark ! how the robins shout and sine:. 
As if to hail their infant King I 
I will alight at yonder spring- 
To wash liis little coat. 



And I will hobble well the ass. 
Lest, being loose upon the grass. 
He sliould escape ; for, by the mass, 
He "s nimble as a goat. 
Here Mary' fhall cdight and go to the spring. 



nUMACHDS. 

Give ujD your money ! 

TITUS. 

Prithee cease. 
Let these peojale go in peace. 

DUMACHUS. 

First let them j^ay for their release, 
And then go on their way. 

TITUS. 

These folt^ gioits I _,ne m fee 
Tt thou wilt onh silent be 
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May God be merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day ! 



When thirty years shall have gone by, 

I at Jerusalem shall die, 

By Jewish hands exalted high 



On the accursed tree, 
Then on my right and my left side, 
These thieves shall both be crucified. 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 

In paradise with me. 

Here a great rumor of trumpets and horses, like the noise of 
a king with his army, and the rohhers shall take flight. 



VI. THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS. 



KING HEROD. 

Potz-tausend ! Himmel-sacrament ! 
Filled am I with great wonderment 

At this unwelcome news ! 
Am I not Herod? Who shall dare 
My crown to take, my sceptre bear. 

As king among the Jews ? 
Here he shall stride up and down and flourish his sword. 
What ho ! I fain would drink a can 
Of the strong wine of Canaan ! 

The wine of Helbon bring 
I purchased at the Fair of Tyre, 
As red as blood, as hot as fire, 

And fit for any king ! 

He quaffs great goblets of wine. 
Now at the window will I stand, 
While in the street the armed band 

The little children slay ; 
The babe just born in Bethlehem 
Will surely slaughtered be with them. 

Nor live another day ! 
Here a voice of lamentation shall be heard in the street. 



O wicked king ! O cruel speed ! 
To do this most unrighteous deed ! 
My children all are slain ! 



Ho seneschal ! another cup ! 
With wine of Sorek fill it up ! 
I would a bumper drain ! 



May maledictions fall and blast 
Thyself and lineage, to the last 
Of all thy kith and kin ! 

HEKOD. 

Another goblet ! quick ! and stir 
Pomegranate juice and drops of myrrh 
And calamus therein ! 

SOLDIERS, in the street. 

Give up thy child into our hands ! 
It is King Herod who commands 
That he should thus be slain ! 

THE NURSE MKDUSA. 

O monstrous men ! What have ye done 
It is King Herod's only son 
That ye have cleft in twain ! 



Ah, luckless day ! What words of fear 
Are these that smite upon my ear 

With such a doleful sound ! 
What torments rack my heart and head ! 
Would I were dead ! would I were dead. 

And buried in the ground ! 

He falls down and writhes as though eaten by worms. Hell 
opens, and Satan and Astaboth come forth, and drag 
him down. 
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VII. JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES. 



JESUS. 

The shower is over. Let us play, 
And make some sparrows out of clay, 
Down by the river's side. 



See, how the stream has overflowed 
Its banks, and o'er the meadow road 
Is spreading far and wide ! 

They draw water out of the river by channels, and fm-ra 
Utile pools. Jesus makes twelve sparrows of clay, and the 
other boys do the same. 



Look ! look how prettily I make 
These little sparrows by the lake 

Bend down their necks and drink ! 
Now will I make them sing and soar 
So far, they shall return no more 

Unto this river's brink. 

JUDAS. 

That canst thou not ! They are but clay. 
They cannot sing, nor fly away 
Above the meadow lands ! 

JESUS. 

Fly, fly ! ye sparrows ! you are free ! 



And while you live, remember me, 
Who made you with my hands. 

Here Jesus shall clap his hands, and the sparrows shall fly 
away, chirruping. 

JUDAS. 

Thou art a sorcerer, I know; 
Oft has my mother told me so, 
I will not play with thee ! 

He strikes Jesus on the right side. 



Ah, Judas ! thou hast smote my side, 
And when I shall be crucified. 
There shall I pierced be ! 

Here Joseph shall come in, and say: 



Ye wicked boys ! why do ye play, 
And break the holy Sabbath day ? 
What, think ye, will your mothers 
say 

To see you in such plight ! 
In such a sweat and such a heat, 
With all that mud upon your feet ! 
There 's not a beggar in the street 

Makes such a sorry sight ! 



VIII. THE VILLAGE SCHOOL. 



The Rabbi Ben Israel, sitting on a high stool, with a 
long beard, and a rod in his hand. 



I am the Rabbi Ben Israel, 
Throughout this village known full well, 
And, as my scholars all will tell. 

Learned in things divine ; 
The Cabala and Talmud hoar 
Than all the prophets prize I more, 
For water is all Bible lore. 

But Mishna is strong wine. 

My fame extends from West to East, 
And always, at the Purim feast, 
I am as drunk as any beast 



That wallows in his sty ; 
The wine it so elateth me. 
That I no difference can see 
Between " Accursed Haman be ! " 

And " Blessed be Mordecai ! " 

Come hither, Judas Iscariot ; 
Say, if thy lesson thou hast got 
From the Rabbinical Book or not. 
Why howl the dogs at night ? 



In the Rabbinical Book, it saith 
The dogs howl, when with icy breath 
Great Sammael, the Angel of Death, 
Takes through the town his flight I 




artist: FREDERICK DIELMAN". 
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Well, boy ! now say, if thou art wise, 
When the Angel of Death, who is full of eyes, 
Comes where a sick man dying lies. 
What doth he to the wight? 



JUDAS. 



He stands beside him, dark and tall, 
Holding a sword, from which doth fall 
Into his mouth a drop of gaU, 
And so he turneth white. 



And now, my Judas, say to me 
What the great Voices Four may be. 
That quite across the world do flee, 
And are not heard by men? 



The voice of the Sun in heaven's dome. 
The Voice of the Murmuring of Rome, 
The Voice of a Soul that goeth home. 
And the Angel of the Eain ! 

KABBI. 

Right are thine answers every one ! 



Now little Jesus, the carpenter's son, 
Let us see how thy task is done ; 
Canst thou thy letters say ? 



Aleph. 



What next? Do not stop yet! 
Go on with all the alphabet. 
Come, Aleph, Beth ; dost thou forget ? 
Cock's soul ! thou'dst rather play ! 



What Aleph means I fain would know. 
Before I any farther go ! 



Oh, by Saint Peter! wouldst thou so? 

Come hither, boy, to me. 
As surely as the letter Jod 
Once cried aloud, and spake to God, 
So surely shalt thou feel this rod. 
And punished shalt thou be ! 

Here Rabbi Ben Israel sTiall lift up his rod to strike 
Jesus, and his right arm shall he paralyzed. 



IX. CROWNED WITH FLOWERS. 



Jesus silling among hk playmates crowned with flowers 
as their King. 

BOYS. 

We spread our garments on the ground ! 
With fragrant flowers thy head is crowned, 
While like a guard we stand around, 

And hail thee as our King ! 
Thou art the new King of the Jews ! 
Nor let the passers-by refuse 
To bring that homage which men use 

To majesty to bring. 

Here a traveller shall go hy, and the hoys shall lay hold 
of his garments and say : 



Come hither ! and all reverence pay 
Unto our monarch, crowned to-day ! 
Then go rejoicing on your way. 
In all prosperity! 

79 



TRAVELLER. 

Hail to the King of Bethlehem, 
AVho weareth in his diadem 
The yellow crocus for the gem 
Of his authority ! 

He passes hy ; and others come in, hearing on a litter a 
sicl' child. 

BOYS. 

Set down the litter and draw near ! 

The King of Bethlehem is here ! 

What ails the child, who seems to 

fear 
That A\e shall do him harm ? 

THE BEAUEKS. 

He climbed up to the robin's nest. 
And out there darted, from his rest, 
A serpent with a crimson crest. 
And stung him in the arm. 
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.lESUS. 

Briu^' him to me, aiul let me feel 
The wounded phiee ; my touch can heal 
The sting of serpents, and can steal 
The poison from the bite ! 

He loiichi's the iDuunil, (mil the boi/ Ici/tns lo cri/. 

Cease to lanrent ! I can foresee 
That thou hereafter known shalt be, 
Among the men who follow me, 
As Simon the Canaanite ! 



EPtLOGUE, 

In the alter pai't of the day 
Will be represented another play. 
Of the Passion of our Blessed Lord, 
Beginning directly after Nones ! 
At tlie close of which we sliall ac- 
cord, 
By way of Ijenison and reward, 
The sight of a holy Martyr's 
bones ! 



IV. 



THE KOAD TO HIRSCHAU. 



Prince Hunry and Elsib, inilh their attendonis on 
horseback. 



Onward and onward the highway runs to 

the distant city, impatientl^y bearing- 
Tidings of human joy and disaster, of love 
and of hate, of doing and daring ! 

I'RINCE IIK.NI'.Y. 

This life of ours is a wild leolian harp of 
many a joyous strain, 

But under them all there runs a loud per- 
petual V, ad, as of souls in pam 



Faith done t in mteipiet lite, and the he lit 
that lehcb and lilet<ls witli the stigma 

Of pain, alone beais the likeness of Chiist 
and can compieliend its daik enigma 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Man is selfish, and seeketh pleasure with little 

care of what may betide. 
Else why am I travelling here beside thee, a 

demon that rides l)y an angel's side ? 



All the hedges are white with dust, and the 
great dog under the creaking wain 

Hangs his head in the lazy heat, while on- 
ward the horses toil and strain. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

Now they stop at the way-side inn, and the wag- 
oner laughs with the landlord's daughter, 

While out of the drijjping trough the horses 
distend their leathern sides with water. 

ELSIE. 

All through life there are wayside inns, where 
man may refresh his soul with love ; 

Even the lowest ma}^ quench his thirst at 
rivulets fed by springs from above. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Yonder, where rises the cross of stone, our 
journey along the highway ends. 

And over the fields, by a bridle path, down 
into the broad green valley descends. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Over our heads a white cascade is gleaming 

against the distant hill; 
We cannot hear it, nor see it move, but it 

hangs like a banner when winds are still. 

ELSIE. 

Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and cool 
the sound of the brook by our side ! 

What is this castle that rises above us, and 
lords it over a land so wide ? 



PRINCE HKNEY. 



well 



It is the home of the Counts of Calva 
have I known these scenes of old. 

Well I remember each tower and turret, remem- 
ber the brooklet, the wood, and the wold. 



ELSIE. 



I am not sorry to leave behind the beaten 

road with its dust and heat ; 
The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will 

be softer under our horses' feet. 
They turn down a green lane. 



Sweet is the air with the budding haws, and 
the valley stretching for miles below 

Is white with blossoming cherry-trees, as if 
just covered with lightest snow. 



Hark ! from the little village below us the 
bells of the church are ringing for rain ! 

Priests and peasants in long procession come 
forth and kneel on the arid plain. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



They have not long to wait, for I see in the 

south uprising a little cloud, 
That before the sun shall be set will cover 

the sky above us as with a shroud. 
They pass on. 



THE CONVENT OF HIESCHAXJ IN THE BLACK FOREST. 



The Convent cellar. Friar Claus comes in with a liglit 
and a basket of empty flagons. 



friar claus. 



I ALWAYS enter this sacred place 

With a thoughtful, solemn, and reverent pace, 

Pausing long enough on each stair 

To breathe an ejaculatory prayer. 

And a benediction on the vines 

That' produce these various sorts of wines ! 

For my part, I am well content 

That we have got through with the tedious 

Lent! 
Fasting is all very well for those 



Who have to contend with invisible foes ; 
But I am quite sure it does not agree 
With a quiet, peaceable man like me. 
Who am not of that nervous and meagre 

kind, 
That are always distressed in body and 

mind ! 
And at times it really does me good 
To come down among this brotherhood, 
Dwelling forever under ground, 
Silent, contemplative, round and sound ; 
Each one old, and brown with mould. 
But filled to the lips with the ardor of youth, 
With the latent power and love of truth. 
And with virtues fervent and manifold. 
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l.-ljP*(K- "~'-^_-' .'ill I TJI 



I have heard it said, that at Easter-tide 

When Liids are s-\velling on every side, 

And the sap begins to move in tlie vine. 

Then in all cellars, far and wide, 

The oldest, as well as the newest, wine 

Begins to stir itself, and ferment, 

With a kind of revolt and discontent 

At being so long in darkness pent. 

And fain would burst from its sombre tun 



To bask on the hillside in tlie sun ; 

As in tiie bosom of us 2)0(jr friars, 

The tumult of half-sul_)dued desires 

For the world that we have left liehind 

Disturbs at times all peace of mind ! 

And now that we Inne lived through Lent, 

My duty it is, as often before, 

To open awhile the prison-door, 

And give these restless spirits vent. 

Now here is a cask that stands alone. 
And has stood a hundred years or more, 
Its beard of cobwebs, long and hoar, 
Trailing and sweeping along the floor. 
Like Barbarossa, who sits in liis cave, 
Taciturn, sombre, sedate, and grave, 
Till his beard has gTown through the table 

of stone ! 
It is of the quick and not of the dead ! 
In its veins the blood is hot and red. 
And a heart still beats in those ribs of oak 
That time may have tamed, Imt has not 

broke ! 
It comes from Bacharach on the Rhine, 
Is one of the three best kinds of wine. 
And costs some hundred florins the ohm ; 
But that I do not consider dear, 
When I remember that every year 
Four butts are sent to the Pope of Rome. 
And whenever a goblet thereof I drain. 
The oli.l rhyme keeps running in my brain : 

At Bacliaiach on the Ehine. 
At Hochheim on tlie Main, 
And at Wiii-zljurg on the Stein, 
Grow the three Ije^t kinds of wine ! 

They are all good wines, and better far 
Than those of the Neckar, or those of the 

Ahr. 
In particular, Wiirzburg well may lioast 
Of its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost, 
Which of all wines I like the most. 
This I shall draw for the Abbot's drink- 

Who seems to be much of my way of think- 
ing. 

Fills a fla(jon. 

Ah ! how the streamlet laughs and sings ! 
What a delicious fragrance springs 
From the deep flagon, while it fills, 
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As of hyacinths and daffodils ! 
Between this cask and the Abbot's lips 
Many have been the sips and slips ; 
Many have been the draughts of wine, 
On their way to his, that have stopped at 

mine ; 
And many a time my soul has hankered 
For a deep draught out of his silver tankard, 
When it should have been busy with other 

affairs, 
Less with its longings and more with its 

prayers. 
But now there is no such awkward condi- 
tion. 
No danger of death and eternal perdition ; 
So here 's to the Abbot and Brothers all. 
Who dwell in this convent of Peter and 
Paul! 

He drinks. 
O cordial delicious ! O soother of pain ! 
It flashes like sunshine into my brain ! 
A benison rest on the Bishop who sends 
Such a fodder of wine as this to his friends ! 
And now a flagon for such as may ask 
A draught from the noble Bacharach cask. 
And I will be gone, though I know full well 
The cellar 's a cheerfuUer place than the cell. 
Behold where he stands, all sound and good, 
Brown and old in his oaken hood ; 
Silent he seems externally 
As any Carthusian monk may be ; 
But within, what a spirit of deep unrest ! 
What a seething and simmering in his breast ! 
As if the heaving of his great heart 
Would burst his belt of oak apart ! 
Let me unloose this button of wood, 
And quiet a little his turbulent mood. 
Sets it running. 



See ! how its currents gleam and shine, 
As if they had caught the purple hues 
Of autumn sunsets on the Rhine, 
Descending and mingling with the dews ; 
Or as if the grapes were stained with the 

blood 
Of the innocent boy, who, some years back, 
Was taken and crucified by the Jews, 
In that ancient town of Bacharach ; 
Perdition upon those infidel Jews, 
In that ancient town of Bacharach ! 
The beautiful town, that gives us wine 
With the fragrant odor of Muscadine ! 
I should deem it wrong to let this pass 
Without first touching my lips to the glass. 
For here in the midst of the current I stand 
Like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the 

river, 
Taking toll upon either hand. 
And much more grateful to the giver. 
He drinks. 

Here, now, is a very inferior kind. 
Such as in any town you may find. 
Such as one might imagine would suit 
The rascal who drank wine out of a boot. 
And, after all, it was not a crime. 
For he won thereby Dorf Hiiffelsheim. 
A jolly old toper ! who at a pull 
Could drink a postilion's jack-boot full, 
And ask with a laugh, when that was done. 
If the fellow had left the other one ! 
This wine is as good as we can afford 
To the friars, who sit at the lower board. 
And cannot distinguish bad from good. 
And are far better off than if they could, 
Being rather the rude disciples of beer 
Than of anything more refined and dear ! 
FiUs Ike Jlagon and departs. 



THE SCRIPTOEIUM. 



Friar Pacificus transcribing and illuminating. 



FRIAR PACIFICUS. 



It is growing dark! Yet one line more. 
And then my work for to-day is o'er. 
I come again to the name of the Lord ! 
Ere I that awful name record. 



That is spoken so lightly among men, 
Let me pause awhile, and wash my pen ; 
Pure from blemish and blot must it be 
When it writes that word of mystery ! 

Thus have I labored on and on. 
Nearly through the Gospel of John. 
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Can it be that from the lijDS 

Of this same gentle Evangelist, 

That Christ himself perhaps has kissed, 

Came the dread Apocalypse ! 

It has a very awful look, 

As it stands there at the end of the book, 

Like the sun in an eclipse. 

Ah me! when I think of that vision divine, 

Think of writing it, line by line, 

I stand in awe of the terrible curse, 

Like the trump of doom, in the closing verse ! 

God forgive me ! if ever I 

Take aught from the book of that Prophecy, 

Lest my part too should be taken away 

From the Book of Life on the Judgment Day. 

This is well written, though I say it ! 

I should not be afraid to display it, 

In open day, on the selfsame shelf 

With the writings of St. Thecla heiself. 

Or of Theodosius, who of old 

Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold ! 

That goodly folio standing yonder. 

Without a single blot or blunder. 

Would not bear away the palm from mine. 

If we should compare them line for line. 

There, now, is an initial letter ! 

Saint Ulric himself never made a better ! 

Finished down to the leaf and the snail, 

Down to the eyes on the peacock's tail ! 

And now, as I turn the volume over, 

And see what lies between cover and cover. 

What treasures of art these pages hold, 

All ablaze with crimson and gold, 

God forgive me ! I seem to feel 

A certain satisfaction steal 

Into my heart, and into my brain. 



As if my talent had not lain 
Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain. 
Yes, I might almost say to the Lord 
Here is a copy of thy Word, 
Written out with much toil and pain ; 
Take it, O Lord, and let it be 
As something I have done for thee ! 
He looks from llie window. 

How sweet the air is ! How fair the scene ! 

I wish I had as lovely a green 

To paint my landscapes and my leaves ! 

How the swallows twitter under the eaves ! 

There, now, there is one in her nest; 

I can just catch a glimpse of her head and 
breast. 

And will sketch her thus, in her quiet nook. 

For the margin of my Gospel book. 
He makes a sketch. 

I can see no more. Through the valley yon- 
der 

A shower is passing; I hear the thunder 

Mutter its curses in the air. 

The Devil's own and only prayer! 

The dusty road is brown with rain. 

And, speeding on with might and main, 

Hitherward rides a gallant train. 

They do not parley, they cannot wait, 

But hurry in at the convent gate. 

What a fair lady ! and beside her 

What a handsome, graceful, noble rider! 

Now she gives him her hand to alight; 

They will beg a shelter for the night. 

I will go down to the corridor. 

And try to see that face once more ; 

It will do for the face of some beautiful 
Saint, 

Or for one of the Maries I shall paint. 
Goes out. 



THE CLOISTEES. 



The Abbot Eenestus pacing to and fro. 



ABBOT. 



Slowly, slowly up the wall 
Steals the sunshine, steals the shade; 
Evening damps begin to fall 
Evening shadows are displayed. 



Round me, o'er me, everywhere. 
All the sky is grand with clouds. 
And athwart the evening air 
Wheel the swallows home in crowds. 
Shafts of sunshine from the west 
Paint the dusky windows red ; 
Darker shadows, deeper rest. 
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Uiulerneatli and overbead. 
Uaikev, darker, ami more Avan, 
In niY breast the shadows fall ; 
Upward steals the life of man. 
As the sunshine from the wall. 
From the wall into the skv, 
From the roof along the spire ; 
Ah, the souls of those that die 
Are hut sunbeams lifted higher. 
Elder Prixck Hexry. 



rr.IXCE HEXIIY. 



Christ is arisen I 



ABBOT. 



Amen ! He is arisen ! 
His peace be with you I 

PRIXCE HENRY. 

Here it reigns forever I 
The peace of God, that passeth understand- 
ing. 
Reigns in these cloisters and these corri- 
dors. 
xA.re you Ernestus, Abbot of the convent ''. 



I ai 



TRIXCE IIEXItY. 



And 1 Ihince Henr\ of Hoheneck, 
Who (.'rave your hospitality to-night. 



Yoa are thrice welcome to nur humble "walls, 
lou do us honor; and we shall requite it, 
I fear, but poorly, entertaining you 
With Raschal eggs, and our poor convoit wine, 
The remnants of our Easter holidays. 

PRIXCE IIEXKY. 

How fares it with the holv monks of Hir- 

schau ''. 
Are all things well with them ? 



All things are well. 

PRIXCE IIEXRY. 

A noljle convent! I have known it long 
I-]y the report of travellers. I now see 
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Their commendations lag behind the truth. 
You lie here in the valley of the Nagold 
As in a nest : and the still river, gliding 
Along its bed, is like an admonition 
How all thing pass. Your lands are rich and 

ample, 
And your revenues large. God's benediction 
Rests on your convent. 



ABBOT. 



By our charities 
We strive to merit it. Our Lord and Master, 
When He departed, left us in his vidll. 
As our best legacy on earth, the poor! 
These we have always with us ; had we not. 
Our hearts would grow as hard as are these 
stones. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



If I remember right, the Counts of Calva 
Founded your convent. 



Even as you say. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And, if I err not, it is very old. 

ABBOT. 

Within these cloisters lie already buried 
Twelve holy Abbots. Underneath the flags 
On which we stand, the Abbot William lies. 
Of blessed memory. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And whose tomb is that. 
Which bears the brass escutcheon ? 

ABBOT. 

A benefactor's. 
Conrad, a Count of Calva, he who stood 
Godfather to our bells. 



We need another Hildebrand, to shake 
And purify us like a mighty wind. 
The world is wicked, and sometimes I won- 
der 
God does not lose his patience with it 

wholly, 
And shatter it like glass ! Even here, at 

times. 
Within these walls, where all should be at 

peace, 
I liave my trials. Time has laid his hand 
Upon my heart, gentl}', not smiting it, 
But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrations. 
Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Sackcloth, and in my breast a heaviness 
And weariness of life, that makes me ready 
To say to the dead Abbots under us, 
" Make room for me ! " Only I see the 
dusk 
Of evening twilight coming, and have not 
Completed half my task ; and so at times 
The thought of my short-comings in this 

life 
Falls like a shadow on the life to come. 

PRINCE HENKY. 

We must all die, and not the old alone ; 
The young have no exemption from that 
doom. 

ABBOT. 

Ah, yes"! the young may die, but the old 

must ! 
That is the difference. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I have heard much laud 
Of your transcribers. Your Scriptorium 
Is famous among all ; your manuscripts 
Praised for their beauty and their excel- 
lence. 



PRINCE HENRY. 



Your monks are learned 
And holy men, I trust. 



There are among them 
Learned and holy men. Yet in this age 



ABBOT. 

That is indeed our boast. If you desire it. 
You shall behold these treasu^res. And 

meanwhile 
Shall the Refectorarins bestow 
Your horses and attendants for the night. 

They go in. The Vesper-hell rings. 
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Vespers ; after which the rnniiks retire, a chorister leading 
an olil monk who is hlind. 



PKIXCE HEXBY. 

They are all gone, save one who lingers, 

Absorbed in deep and silent prayer. 

As if his heart could find no rest, 

At times he beats his heaving breast 

With clenched and convulsive fingers. 

Then lifts them trembling in the air. 

A chorister, with golden hair. 

Guides hitherward his heavy pace. 

Can it be so ? Or does my sight 

Deceive me in the uncertain light ? 

Ah no I I recognize that face. 

Though Time has touched it in his flight. 

And changed the auburn hair to white. 

It is Count Hugo of the Rhine, 

The deadliest foe of all our race. 

And hateful unto me and mine ! 

THE BLIND MONK. 

Who is it that doth stand so near 
His whispered words I almost hear ? 

80 



PRINCE HENKY. 

I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, 
And you. Count Hugo of the Rhine ! 
I know you, and I see the scar, 
The brand upon your forehead, shine 
And redden like a lialeful star ! 

THE BLIND MONK. 

Count Hugo once, but now the wreck 
Of what I was. O Hoheneck ! 
The passionate will, the pride, the wrath 
That bore me headlong on my path, 
Stumbled and staggered into fear, 
And failed me in my mad career. 
As a tired steed some evil-doer, 
Alone upon a desolate moor. 
Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind. 
And hearing loud and close behind 
The o'ertaking steps of his pursuer. 
Then suddenly from the dark there came 
A voice that called me by my name. 
And said to me, " Kneel down and pray ! " 
And so my terror passed away, 
Passed utterly away forever. 
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Contrition, penitence, remorse. 

Came on me, witli o'erwhelming force ; 

A hope, a longing, an endeavor, 

By days of penance and nights of prayer, 

To frustrate and defeat despair ! 

Calm, deep, and still is now my heart. 

With tranquil waters overflowed ; 

A lake whose unseen fountains start. 

Where once the hot volcano glowed. 

And you, O Prince of Hoheneck ! 

Have known me in that earlier time, 

A man of violence and crime. 

Whose passions brooked no curb nor check. 

Behold me now, in gentler mood. 

One of this holy brotherhood. 

Give me your hand; here let me kneel; 

Make your reproaches sharp as steel ; 

Spurn me, and smite me on each cheek ; 

No violence can harm the meek, 

There is no wound Christ cannot heal ! 



Yes ; lift your princely hand, and take 
Revenge, if 't is revenge you seek ; 
Then pardon me, for Jesus' sake ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Arise, Count Hugo ! let there be 
No further strife nor enmity 
Between us twain ; we both have erred ! 
Too rash in act, too wroth in word. 
From the beginning have we stood 
In fierce, defiant attitude, 
Each thoughtless of the other's right, 
And each reliant on his might. 
But now our souls are more subdued ; 
The hand of God, and not in vain, 
Has touched us with the fire of pain. 
Let us kneel down and side by side 
Pray, till our souls are purified, 
And pardon will not be denied! 
They kneel. 



THE REFECTORY. 



Gaudiolum of Monks at midnight, 
a Friar. 



Lucifer disguised as 



Felix OS quod tu lavabis ! 
Et beata labia ! 



FRIAR PAUL sings. 

Ave ! color vini clari, 
Dulcis potus, non amari, 
Tua nos inebriari 
Digneris potentia ! 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Not so much noise, my worthy freres. 
You '11 disturb the Abbot at his prayers. 

FRIAR PAUL 



O ! quam placens in colore ! 
O ! quam fragrans in odore ! 
! quam sapidum in ore ! 
Dulce lingufe vinculum ! 



FRIAR CUTHBERT. 



I should think your tongue had broken its 
chain ! 



FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Peace ! I say, peace ! 

Will you never cease ! 

You will rouse up the Abbot, I tell you again ! 



FRIAK JOHN. 



No danger ! to-night he will let us alone. 
As I happen to know he has guests of his own. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Who are they ? 

FRIAR JOHN. 

A German Prince and his train, 
Who arrived here just before the rain. 
There is with him a damsel fair to see. 
As slender and graceful as a reed! 
When she alighted from her steed. 
It seemed like a blossom* blown from a tree. 



FRIAR PAUL 



Felix venter quam intrabis ! 
Felix guttur quod rigabis ! 



FRIAR CUTHBERT. 



None of your pale-faced girls for me ! 
None of your damsels of high degree ! 
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FRIAR JOHX. 

Come, old fellow, diink down to your peg ! 
But do not drink any further, I beg ! 

FEIAR PAUL sings. 

In the days of gold, 
The days of old, 
Crosier of wood 
And bishop of gold ! 

FRIAR CUTHBEET. 

What an infernal racket and riot ! 
Can you not drink your wine in quiet? 
Why fill the convent with such scandals. 
As if we were so many drunken Vandals? 

FRIAR PAUL, conlinues. 

Now we have changed 
That law so good 
To crosier of gold 
And bishop of wood ! 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Well, then, since you are in the mood 

To give your noisy humors vent, 

Sing and howl to your heart's content ! 



CHORUS OF MONKS. 

Funde vinum, funde ! 
Tanquam sint fluminis unds. 
Nee quferas unde, 
Sed fundas semper abiinde ! 



FRIAR JOHN. 



What is the name of yonder friar. 

With an eye that glows like a coal of fire. 

And such a black mass of tangled hair? 



FRIAR PAUL. 



He who is sitting there, 
With a rollicking. 
Devil may care. 
Free and easy look and air. 
As if he were used to such feasting and frol- 
icking ? 
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The same. 



FRIAR JOHN. 



FRIAR PAUL. 



He's a stranger. You had better ask his name, 
And where he is going, and whence he came. 



FRIAR JOHN. 



Hallo ! Sir Friar ! 



FRIAR PAUL. 



You must raise your voice a little higher, 
He does not seem to hear what you say. 
Now, try again ! He is looking this way. 



FRIAR JOHN. 



Hallo! Sir Friar, 

We wish to inquire 

Whence you came, and where you are going, 

And anything else that is worth the knowing. 

So be so good as to open your head. 

LUCIFER. 

I am a Frenchman born and bred. 

Going on a pilgrimage to Rome. 

My home 

Is the convent of St. Gildas de Rhuys, 

Of which, very like, you never have heard. 



Never a word ! 

LUCIFER. 

You must know, then, it is in the diocese 

Called the Diocese of Vannes, 

In the province of Brittany. 

From the gray rocks of Morbihan 

It pverlooks the angry sea; 

The very sea-shore where. 

In his great despair, 

Abbot Abelard walked to and fro. 

Filling the night with woe, 

And wailing aloud to the merciless seas 

The name of his sweet Heloise, 

Whilst overhead 

The convent windows gleamed as red 

As the fiery eyes of the monks within. 

Who with jovial din 

Gave themselves up to all kinds of sin ! 

Ha ! that is a convent ! that is an abbey ! 



Over the doors. 

None of your death-heads carved in wood. 

None of your Saints looking pious and good, 

None of your Patriarchs old and shabby ! 

But the heads and tusks of boars. 

And the cells 

Hung all round with the fells 

Of the fallow-deer. 

And then what cheer ! 

What jolly, fat friars, 

Sitting round the great, roaring fires. 

Roaring louder than they. 

With their strong wines, 

And their concubines, 

And never a bell, 

With its swagger and swell. 

Calling you up with a start of affright 

In the dead of night, 

To send you grumbling down dark stairs, 

To mumble your prayers. 

But the cheery crow 

Of cocks in the yard below, 

After daybreak, an hour or so, 

And the barking of deep-mouthed hounds, 

These are the sounds 

That, instead of bells, salute the ear. 

And then all day 

Up and away 

Through the forest, hunting the deer ! 

Ah, my friends ! I 'm afraid that here 

You are a little too pious, a little too tame, 

And the more is the shame. 

'T is the greatest folly 

Not to be jolly; 

That 's what I think ! 

Come, drink, drink. 

Drink, and die game ! 

MONKS. 

And your Abbot What's-his-name ? 



Abelard ! 

MONKS. 

Did he drink hard? 

LUCIFER. 

Oh, no! Not he! 

He was a dry old fellow. 
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Without juice enough to get thorouglily mel- 
low. 
There he stood, 

Lowerino; at us in sullen mood, 
As if he had come into Brittany 
Just to reform our brotherhood ! 

A roar of laughter. 
But you see 
It never would do ! 
For some of us knew a thing or two, 
In the Abbey of St. Gildas de Rhuys! 
For instance, the great ado 
With old Fulberf s niece. 
The young and lovely Heloise. 

FRIAI! JOHN. 

Stop there, if you please. 

Till we drink to the fair Heloise. 



The Chapel-bell tolls. 
LUCiFEK, Starting. 

What is that bell for ? Are you such asses 
As to keep up the fashion of midnight masses ? 

FUIAR CUTIIBERT. 

It is only a poor, unfortunate brotlier. 
Who is gifted with most miraculous powers 
Of getting up at all sorts of houis. 
And, by way of penance and Christian meek- 
ness. 
Of creeping silently out of his cell 
To take a pull at that hideous bell ; 
So that all the monks who are lying awake 
May murmur some kind of prayer for his 

sake, 
And adapted to liis peculiar weakness I 



ALL, drinking and shouting. 

Heloise ! Heloise ! 



FRIAR JOHN. 

From frailty and fall — 
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Good Lord, deliver us all! 



FRIAK CUTHBERT. 



And before the bell for matins sounds, 

He takes Ins lantern, and goes the rounds. 

Flashing it into our sleepy eyes. 

Merely to say it is time to arise. 

But enough of that. Go on, if you please, 

With your story about St. Gildas de Rhuys. 



Well, it finally came to pass 

That, half in fun and half in malice. 

One Sunday at Mass 

We put some poison into the chalice. 

But, either by accident or design, 

Peter Abelard kept away 

From the chapel that day. 

And a poor, young friar, who in his stead 

Drank the sacramental wine. 

Fell on the steps of the altar, dead ! 

But look! do you see at the window there 

That face, with a look of grief and despair, 

That ghastly face, as of one in pain ? 



MONKS. 



Who ? where ? 



LUCIFER. 

As I spoke, it vanished away again. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

It is that nefarious 

Siebald the Refectorarius. 

That fellow is always playing the scout. 

Creeping and peeping and prowling about; 

And then he regales 

The Abbot with scandalous tales. 

LUCIFER. 

A spy in the convent ? One of the broth- 
ers 
Telling scandalous tales of the others? 
Out upon him, the lazy loon ! 
I would put a stop to that pretty soon. 
In a way he should rue it. 

MONKS. 

How shall we do it ? 



Do you brother Paul, 

Creep under the window, close to the wall, 

And open it suddenly when I call. 

Then seize the villain by the hair. 

And hold him there, 

And punish him soundly, once for all. 



FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

As St. Dunstan of old, 

We are told. 

Once caught the Devil by the nose ! 

LUCIFER. 

Ha ! ha ! that story is very clever. 

But has no foundation whatsoever. 

Quick ! for I see his face again 

Glaring in at the window-pane ; 

Now ! now ! and do not spare your blows. 

FniAR Paul opens the window swldenly, and seizes 
Siebald. They beat him. 

FRIAR SIEBALD. 

Help ! help ! are you going to slay me ? 

FRIAR PAUL. 

That will teach you again to betray me ! 



FRIAK SIEBALD. 



Mercy ! mercy ! 



FRIAR PAUL, shouting and heating. 

Rumpas bellorum lorum 
Vim confer amorum 
Morum verorum rorum 
Tu plena polorum ! 



Who stands in the doorway yonder, 
Stretching out his trembling hand, 
Just as Abelard used to stand, 
The flash of his keen, black eyes 
Forerunning the thunder? 

THE MONKS, in confusion. 
The Abbot! the Abbot! 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

And what is the wonder ! 
He seems to have taken you by surprise. 
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FKIAR FRANCIS. 



Hide the great flagon 

From the eyes of the dragon ' 



FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Pull the brown hood over 3'our face ! 
This Tvill bring us into disgrace ! 

ABBOT. 

What means this revel and carouse ? 

Is this a tavern and drinking-house ? 

Are you Christian monks, or heathen devils, 

To pollute this convent wilh your revels? 

Were Peter Damian still upon earth. 

To be shocked by such ungodly mirth. 

He would write your names, with pen of gall, 

In his Book of Gomorrah, one and all ! 



Away, you drunkards ! to your cells, 

And pray till you hear the matin-bells ; 

You, Brother Francis, and you, Brother Paul ! 

And as a penance mark each prayer 

With the scoui'ge niMn your shoulders bare ; 

Nothing atones for such a sin 

But the blood that follows the discijjline. 

And you. Brother Cuthbert, come with me 

Alone into the sacristy ; 

You, who should Ije a guide to your brothers. 

And are ten times worse than all the others, 

For you I 've a draught that has long been 

brewing. 
You shall do a penance worth the doing! 
Away to your prayers, then, one and all I 
I wonder the very convent wall 
Does not crumble and crush you in its fall ! 



THE XEIGHBOEING XUXXERY. 




The Abbess Irmingard sitting with Elsie in the ; 
light. 



Of one, wdiose heart has been healed with 
pardon ! 



IRMING.^RD. 



The night is silent, the wind is still. 
The moon is looking from j-onder hill 
Down upon convent, and grove, and garden ; 
The clouds have passed away from her face. 
Leaving behind them no sorrowful trace, 
Only the tender and quiet grace 



And such am I. My soul within 

Was dark with passion and soiled with sin. 

But now its wounds are healed again ; 

Gone are the anguish, the terror, and pain , 

For across that desolate land of woe. 

O'er whose burning sands I w'as forced to go, 

A wind from heaven began to blow; 
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And all my being trembled and shook, 

As the leaves of the tree, or the grass of the 

field. 
And I was healed, as the sick are healed, 
When fanned by the leaves of the Holy Book ! 

As thou sittest in the moonlight there. 

Its glory flooding thy golden hair. 

And the only darkness that which lies 

In the haunted chambers of thine eyes, 

I feel my soul drawn unto thee. 

Strangely, and strongly, and more and more. 

As to one I have known and loved before; 

For every soul is akin to me 

That dwells in the land of- mystery ! 

I am the Lady Irmingard, 

Born of a noble race and name ! 

Many a wandering Suabian bard. 

Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard. 

Has found through me the way to fame. 

Brief and bright were those days, and the 

night 
Which followed was full of a lurid light. 
Love, that of every woman's heart 
Will have the whole, and not a part, 
That is to her, in Nature's plan. 
More than ambition is to man. 
Her light, her life, her very breath. 
With no alternative but death. 
Found me a maiden soft and young, 
Just from the convent's cloistered school, 
And seated on my lowly stool. 
Attentive while the minstrels sung. 

Gallant, graceful, gentle, tall. 

Fairest, noblest, best of all, 

Was Walter of the Vogelweid ; 

And, whatsoever may betide, 

Still I think of him with pride ! 

His song was of the summer-time. 

The very birds sang in his rhyme; 

The sunshine, the delicious air. 

The fragrance of the flowers, were there ; 

And I grew restless as I heard. 

Restless and buoyant as a bird, 

Down soft, aerial currents sailing. 

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom. 

And through the momentary gloom 

Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing. 

Yielding and borne I knew not where. 

But feeling resistance unavailing. 



And thus, unnoticed and apart. 
And more by accident than choice, 
I listened to that single voice 
Until the chambers of my heart 
Were filled with it by night and day. 
One night, — it was a night in May, — 
Within the garden, unawares. 
Under the blossoms in the gloom, 
I heard it utter my own name 
With protestations and wild prayers ; 
And it rang through me, and became 
Like the archangel's trump of doom. 
Which the soul hears, and must obey ; 
And mine arose as from a tomb. 
My former life now seemed to me 
Such as hereafter death may be. 
When in the great Eternity 
We shall awake and find it day. 

It was a dream, and would not stay ; 
A dream, that in a single night 
Faded and vanished out of sight. 
My father's anger followed fast 
This passion, as a freshening blast 
Seeks out and fans the fire, whose rage 
It may increase, but not assuage. 
And he exclaimed : " No wandering bard 
Shall -win thy hand, O Irmingard! 
For which Prince Henry of Hoheneck 
By messenger and letter sues." 

Gently, but firmly, I replied: 

" Henry of Hoheneck I discard ! 
Never the hand of Irmingard 
Shall lie in his as the hand of a bride ! " 
This said I, Walter, for thy sake; 
This said I, for I could not choose. 
After a pause, my father spake 
In that cold and deliberate tone 
Which turns the hearer into stone. 
And seems itself the act to be 
That follows with such dread certainty ; 

" This or the cloister and veil ! " 
No other words than these he said, 
But they were like a funeral wail; 
My life was ended, my heart was dead. 

That night from the castle-gate went down, 
With silent, slow, and stealthy pace, 
Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds, 
Taking the narrow path that leads 



HENR7 WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 



641 




Into the forest dense and Ijrown. 
In the leafy darkness of the place, 
One could not distinguish form nor face, 
Only a bulk without a shape, 
A darker shadow in the shade ; 
One scarce could say it moved or stayed. 
Thus it was we made our escape ! 
A foaming brook, with many a bound. 
Followed us like a playful hound ; 
Then leaped before us, and in the hol- 
low 
Paused, and waited for us to follow, 
And seemed impatient, and afraid 
That our tardy flight should be betraj'ed 
By the sound our horses' hoof-beats made. 
And when we reached the plain below, 
We paused a moment and drew rein 
To look back at the castle again ; 
And we saw the windows all aglow 
With lights, that were passing to and fro ; 
Our hearts with terror ceased to beat ; 

81 



The brook crept silent to our feet ; 

We knew what most we feared to know. 

Then suddenly horns began to blow ; 

And we heard a, shout, and a heavy tramj). 

And our horses snorted in the damp 

Night-air of the meadows green and wide, 

And in a moment, side by side, 

So close, they must have seemed liut one. 

The shadows across the jnoonlight run. 

And another came, and swept behind. 

Like the shadow of clouds before the wind ! 

How I remendier that breathless flight 
Across tlie moors, in the sunnner night ! 
How under our feet the long, white road 
Backward like a river llowed, 
Sweeping witli it fences and hedges. 
Whilst farther away, and overhead. 
Paler than I, with fear and dread, 
The moon fled with us, as we fled 
Along the forest's jagged edges ! 
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All this I can remember well ; 

But of Avhat afterwards befell 

I nothing further can recall 

Than a blind, desperate, headlong fall ; 

The rest is a blank and darkness all. 

When I awoke out of this swoon, 

The sun was shiniug, not the moon. 

Making a cross upon the wall 

With the bars of my windows narrow and 

tall ; 
And I prayed to it, as I had been wont to 

pray. 
From early childliood, day by day. 
Each morning, as in bed I lay ! 
I was lying again in my own room ! 
And I thanked God, in my fever and pain, 
That those shadows on the midniglit plain 
Were gone, and could not come again ! 
I struggled no longer with my doom ! 

This happened many years ago. 
I left my father's home to come 
Like Catherine to her martyrdom. 
For blindly I esteemed it so. 
And when I heard tlie convent door 
Behind me close, to ope no more, 
I felt it smite me like a blow. 
Through all my limbs a slmdder ran, 
And on my bruised spirit fell 
The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night-air on a womided man. 
Giving intolerable pain. 

But now a better life began. 

I felt the agony decrease 

By slow degrees, then wholly cease, 

Ending in perfect rest and peace ! 

It was not apathy, nor dulness. 

That weighed and pressed upon mj' brain, 

But the same passion I had given 

To earth before, now turned to heaven 

With all its overflowina; fulness. 



Alas ! the world is full of peril ! 
The path that runs through the fairest meads, 
On the sunniest side of the valley, leads 
Into a region bleak and sterile ! 
Alike in the high-born and the lowly. 
The will is feeble, and passion strong. 
We cannot sever right from wrong ; 
Some falsehood mingles with all trutli ; 
Nor is it strange the heart of youth 
Should waver and comprehend but slowly 
The things that are holy and unholy ! 
But in this sacred, calm retreat. 
We are all well and safely shielded 
From winds that blow, and waves that beat, 
From the cold, and rain, and lilighting heat. 
To which the strongest hearts have yielded. 
Here we stand as the Virgins Seven, 
For our celestial bridegroom yearning; 
Our hearts are lamps forever burning, 
Witli a steady and unwavering flame, 
Pointing upward, forever the same, 
Steadily upward toward the heaven ! 

The moon is hidden behind a cloud ; 

A sudden darkness fills the room. 

And thy deep eyes, amid tlie gloom. 

Shine like jewels in a shroud. 

On the leaves is a sound of falling rain ; 

A bird, awakened in its nest. 

Gives a faint twitter of unrest. 

Then smooths its plumes and sleeps again. 

No other sounds than these I hear ; 

The hour of midnight must be near. 

Thou art o'erspent with the day's fatigue 

Of riding many a dusty league ; 

Sink, then, gently to thy slumber ; 

Me so many cares encumber. 

So many ghosts, and forms of fright. 

Have started from their graves to-night, 

They have driven sleep from mine eyes 

awav' : 
I will go down to the chapel and pray. 
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V. 



A COVERED r.PJDGE AT LUCERNE. 







PRINCE HENRY. 

God's blessing on the architects who build 
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses 
Before impassable to human feet, 
No less than on the builders of cathedrals, 
Whose massive walls are bridges thrown across 
The dark and terrible abyss of Death. 
Well has the name of Pontifex been given 
Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder 
And architect of the invisible bridge 
That leads from earth to heaven. 

ELSIE. 

How dark it grows ! 
What are these paintings on the walls around 

7 



Mindful of what tliey shall be, while beneath, 
Among the wooden piles, the turbalent river 
Rushes, impetuous as the river of life, 
With dimpling eddies, ever green and bright. 
Save where the shadow of this bridge falls 
on it. 



ELSIE. 
I 



us 



PRINCE HENRY. 

The Dance Macaber ! 

ELSIE. 

What ? 

PRINCE UENRY. 

The Dance of Death! 
All that go to and fro must look upon it, 



Oh yes! I see it now 

PRINCE HENRY. 

The grim musician 
Leads all men through the mazes of that dance, 
To different sounds in different measures mov- 
ing ; 
Sometimes he plays a lute, sometimes a drum, 
To tempt or terrify. 



ELSIE. 



What is this picture? 



.p? 
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PRINCE HENUY. 

It is a young man singing to a nun, 

Who kneels at her devotions, but in kneeling 

Turns round to look at him ; and Death, 

meanwhile, 
Is putting out the candles on the altar ! 



Ah, what a pity 't is that she should listen 

Unto such songs, when in her orisons 

She might have heard in heaven the angels 

I 



singing ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 



Here he has stolen a jester's cap and bells, 
And dances with the Queen. 



ELSIE. 



A foolish jest ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 



And here the heart of the new-wedded wife. 
Coming from church with her beloved lord, 
He startles with the rattle of his drum. 



Ah, that is sad ! And yet perhaps 't is best 
That she should die, with all the sunshine on her, 
And all the benedictions of the morning. 
Before this affluence of golden light 
Shall fade into a cold and clouded gray. 
Then into darkness ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Under it is written, 
" Nothing but death shall separate thee and me ! " 



And what is this, that follows close upon it ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Death, playing on a dulcimer. Behind him, 
A poor old woman, with a rosary. 
Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet 
Were swifter to o'ertake him. Underneath, 
The inscription reads, " Better is Death than 
Life." 

ELSIE. 

Better is Death than Life ! Ah yes ! to thou- 
sands 



Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 
That song of consolation, till the air 
Rings with it, and they cannot choose but fol- 
low 
Whither he leads. And not the old alone, 
But the young also hear it, and are still. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Yes, in their sadder moments. 'T is the sound 
Of their own hearts they hear, half full of 

tears. 
Which are like crystal cups, half filled with 

water. 
Responding to the pressure of a finger 
With music sweet and low and melancholy. 
Let us go forward, and no longer stay 
In this great picture-gallery of Death ! 
I hate it ! ay, the very thought of it ! 

ELSIE. 

Why is it hateful to you? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

For the reason 
That life, and all that speaks of life, is lovely, 
And death, and all that speaks of death, is 
hateful. 



The grave itself is but a covered bridge, 
Leading from light to light, through a brief 
darkness ! 

PRINCE HENRY, emerging from the bridge. 

I breathe again more freely I Ah, how pleas- 
ant 
To come once more into the light of day. 
Out of that shadow of death ! To hear again 
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground. 
And not upon those hollow planks, resounding 
With a sepulchral echo, like the clods 
On coffiins in a churchyard ! Yonder lies 
The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, appar- 
elled 
In light, and lingering, like a village maiden, 
Hid in the bosom of her native mountains, 
Then pouring all her life into another's, 
Changing her name and being ! Overhead, 
Shaking his cloudy tresses loose in air. 
Rises Pilatus, with his windy pines, 
lltey pass on. 
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THE DEVIL S BRIDGE. 



Prince Henry and Elsie crossim/ with 
atlerulants. 



LUCIFER, under tlie bridge. 



Ha ! ha ! 



This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge. 
With a single arch, from ridge to ridge. 
It leaps across the terrible chasm 
Yawning beneath us, black and deep. 
As if, in some convulsive spasm, 
The summits of the hills had cracked, 
And made a road for the cataract. 
That raves and rages clown the steep ! 



Never any bridge but this 

Could stand across the Avild abyss ; 

All the rest, of wood or stone. 

By the Devil's hand were overthrown. 

He toppled crags from the precipice, 

And whatsoe'er was built by day 

In the night was swept away ; 

None could stand but this alone. 







>.f 
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LUCIFER, under the bridge. 



Ha! ha! 



GUIDE. 



I showed you in the valley a bowlder. 
Marked with the imprint of his shoulder; 
As he was bearing it up this way, 
A peasant, passing, cried, " Herr Je ! " 
And the Devil dropped it in his fright. 
And vanished suddenly out of sight ! 



LUCIFER, under the bridge. 



Ha! ha! 



Abbot Giraldus of Einsiedel, 

For pilgrims on their way to Rome, 

Built this at last, with a single arch. 

Under which, on its endless march, 

Runs the river, white with foam. 

Like a thread through the eye of a needle. 

And the Devil promised to let it stand, 



Under compact and condition 
That the first living thing which crossed 
Should be surrendered into his hand. 
And be beyond redemption lost. 

LUCIFER, under the bridge. 
Ha ! ha ! perdition ! 



At length, the bridge being all completed. 
The Abbot, standing at its head. 
Threw across it a loaf of bread. 
Which a hungry dog sprang after. 
And the rocks reechoed with the peals of laugh- 
ter 
To see the Devil thus defeated ! 
They pass on. 

LUCIFER, under the bridge. 

Ha ! ha ! defeated ! 

For journeys and for crimes like this 

I let the bridge stand o'er the abyss ! 



THE ST. GOTHABD PASS. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

This is the highest point. Two ways the 

rivers 
Leap down to different seas, and as they roll 
Grow deep and still, and their majestic pres- 
ence 
Becomes a benefaction to the towns 
They visit, wandering silently among them. 
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents. 

ELSIE. 

How bleak and bare it is ! Nothing but mosses 
Grow on these rocks. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Yet are they not forgotten ; 
Beneficent Nature sends the mists to feed 
them. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Thou art St. Catherine, and invisible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and precipices. 
Lest thou shouldst dash thy feet against a- 
stone ! 

ELSIE. 

Would I were borne unto my grave, as she 

was. 
Upon angelic shoulders ! Even now 
I seem uplifted by them, light as air ! 
What sound is that ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

The tumbling avalanches ! 

ELSIE. 

How awful, yet how beautiful ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 



See yonder little cloud, that, borne aloft 
So tenderly by the wind, floats fast away 
Over the snowy peaks ! It seems to me 
The body of St. Catherine, borne by angels ! 



These are 
The voices of the mountains ! Thus they ope 
Their snowy lips, and speak unto each other, 
In the primeval language, lost to man. 
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EISIE. 

What land is this that spreads itself beneath 
us ? 



PKINCE HENRY. 



Italy ! Italy ! 



ELSIE. 

Land of the Madonna ! 
How beautiful it is! It seems a garden 
Of Paradise! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Nay, of Gethsemane 



To thee and me, of passion and of prayer ! 
Yet once of Paradise. Long years ago 
I wandered as a youth among its bowers, 
And never from my heart has faded quite 
Its memory, that, like a summer sunset, 
Encircles with a ring of purple light 
All the horizon of my youth. 



O friends ! 
The days are short, the way before us long; 
We must not linger, if we think to reach 
The inn at Belinzona before vespers I 
They pass on. 



AT THE FOOT OF THE ALPS. 



A halt under the trees at noon. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Here let us pause a moment in the trem- 
bling 
Shadow and sunshine of the roadside trees. 
And, our tired horses in a group assembling. 
Inhale long draughts of this delicious breeze. 
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our at- 
tendants ; 
They lag behind us with a slower pace ; 
We will await them under the green pen- 
dants 
Of the great wiUows in this shady place. 
Ho, Barbarossa ! how thy mottled haunches 
Sweat with this canter over hill and glade ! 
Stand still, and let these overhanging branches 
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee with 
shade ! 

ELSIE. 

What a delightful landscape spreads before us. 
Marked with a whitewashed cottage here and 

there ! 
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o'er us, 
Blossoms of grape-vines scent the sunny air. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Hark ! what sweet sounds are those, whose 

accents holy 
Fill the warm noon with music sad and 

sweet ! 



It is a band of pilgrims, moving slowly 
On their long journey, with uncovered feet. 

PILGRIMS, chanting the Hymn of St. Hildebert. 

Me receptet Sion ilia, 
Sion David, urbs tranquilla, 
Cujus faber auctor lucis, 
Cujus portaj lignum crueis, 
Cujus claves lingua Petri, 
Cujus elves semper laati, 
Cujus muri lapis vivus, 
Cujus custos Rex festivus ! 

LtJCiFEE, as a Friar in the procession. 

Here am I, too, in the pious band, 

In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressed ! 

The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned 

As the conscience of old Pope Hildebrand, 

The Holy Satan, who made the wives 

Of the bishops lead such shameful lives. 

All day long I beat my breast. 

And chant with a most particular zest 

The Latin hymns, which I understand 

Quite as well, I think, as the rest. 

And at night such lodging in barns and 

sheds. 
Such a hurly-burly in country inns, 
Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads. 
Such a helter-skelter of prayers and sins ! 
Of all the contrivances of the time 
For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime, 
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TlieiP IS IK 

As a pilgrimage to some tav-oft slirme ! 



PRrXCK IIEXRY. 



If from the outwarcTr man \vc iiidgc the inner, 
And cleanliness is godliness, I fear 
A hopeless reproliate, a hardened sinner. 
Must he that Carmelite now passing near. 

LUl'IFKK. 

There is my German Prince again. 

Thus far on his journeY to Salern, 

And the lovesick girl, whose heated briiin 

Is sowing the cloud to reap the rain ; 

But it \s a long road tliat has no turn ! 

Let them quietly hold tlieir way, 

I have also a part in the play. 

But first I must act to my heart's content 

This mummery and tliis merriment. 

And drive tiiis motley llock of sheep 

Into the fold, where drink and sleep 

The jolly old friars of ISenevent. 

Of a truth, it often provokes me to laugh 

To see these lieggars hobble along. 



Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff, 
Chanting their wonderful piff and paff, 
And, to make up for not understanding the song, 
Singing it fiercely, and wild, and strong I 
Were it not for my magic garter.s and staff, 
And the goblets of goodly wine I quaff, 
And the mischief I make in the idle tln-ong. 
I should not continue tlie business lontr. 

o 

rii.uitiMs. clifiiiliiii/. 

Ill hue uilie, hix sok'nnis, 
Yer :rtt'riuini. pax perennis ; 
In liac odor implens ca'los, 
In hac semper festum melos ' 

PIIIXCK UENRY. 

Dii you observe tliat monk among the train, 
Wlio pours from his great throat the roaring 

bass, 
As a cathedral spout pours out the rain. 
And this way turns his rubicund, round face ? 
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It is the same who, on the Strasburg square, 
Preached to the people in the open air. 

PRINCE HENKY. 

And he has crossed o'er mountain, field, and 

fell, 
On that good steed, that seems to bear him 

well, 
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray, 
His own stout legs ! He, too, was in the play, 
Both as Kuig Herod and Ben Israel. 
Good morrow, Friar ! 

FBIAU CUTHBERT. 

Good morrow, noble Sir! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I speak in German, for, unless I err. 
You are a German. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

I cannot gainsay you. 
But by what instinct, or what secret sign, 
Meeting me here, do you straitway divine 
That northward of the Alps my country lies ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Your accent, like St. Peter's, would betraj^ 

you, 
Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes. 
Moreover, we have seen your face before, 
And heard you preach at the Cathedral door 
On Easter Sunday, in the Stiasburg square. 
We were among the crowd that gathered there. 
And saw you play the Rabbi with great skill, 
As if, by leaning o'er so many years 
To walk with little children, your own will 
Had caught a childish attitude from theirs, 
A kind of stooping in its form and gait. 
And could no longer stand erect and straight. 
Whence come you now? 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

From the old monastery 
Of Hirschau, in the forest; being sent 
Upon a pilgrimage to Benevent, 
To see the image of the Virgin Mar}% 
That moves its holy eyes, and sometimes 
speaks, 



And lets the piteous tears run down its cheeks, 
To touch the hearts of the impenitent. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Oh, had I faith, as in the days gone by, 
That knew no doubt, and feared no mystery ! 

LUCIFER, at a distance. 
Ho, Cuthbert! Friar Cuthbert ! 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Farewell, Prince ! 
I cannot stay to argue and convince. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

This is indeed the blessed Mary's land, 
Virgin and Mother of our dear Redeemer ! 
All hearts are touched and softened at her 

name. 
Alike the bandit, with the bloody hand, 
The priest, the prince, the scholar, and the 

peasant. 
The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer, 
Pay homage to her as one ever present ! 
And even as children, who have much offended 
A too indulgent father, in great shame. 
Penitent, and yet not daring unattended 
To go into his presence, at the gate 
Speak with their sister, and confiding wait 
Till she goes in before and intercedes ; 
So men, repenting of their evil deeds, 
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 
With their requests an angry father's ear, 
Offer to her their prayers and their confession. 
And she for them in heaven makes interces- 
sion. 
And if our Faith had given us nothing more 
Than this example of all womanhood, 
So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good, 
So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure, 
This were enough to prove it higher and truer 
Than all the creeds the world had known be- 
fore. 

PILGRIMS, chanting afar off. 

Urbs coelestis, urbs beata, 
Supra petram collocata, 
Urbs in portu satis tuto 
De longinquo te saluto, 
Te saluto, te suspiro, 
Te afFecto, te require ! 
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THE INN AT GENOA. 



A terrace overlooking the sea. Niijfit. 

PKINCE HEXRY. 

It is the sea, it is the sea, 

111 all its Yague immensitv. 

Fading and darkening in the distance ! 

Silent, niajestical, and slow, 

The white ships haunt it to and fro, 

With all their ghostly sails unfurled. 

As phantoms from another world 

Haunt the dim confines of existence ! 

But ah I how few can comprehend 

Their signals, or to what good end 

Fi'om land to land they come and go ! 

Upon a sea more vast and dark 

The spirits of the dead embark. 

All voyaging to unknown coasts. 

We wave our farewells from the shore, 

And they depart, and come no more, 

Or come as phantoms and as ghosts. 



Above the darksome sea of death 

Looms the great life that is to be, 

A land of clond and mystery, 

A dim mirage, with shapes of men 

Long dead, and passed beyond our ken. 

Awe-struck we gaze, and hold our breath 

Till the fair j^ageant vanisheth. 

Leaving us in joerplexity, 

And doubtful whether it has been 

A vision of the world rmseen. 

Or a bright image of our own 

Against the sky in vapors thrown. 

H'CIFER, itinijiiiij from the sea. 

Thou didst not make it. thou canst not 

mend it. 
But thou hast the power to end it ! 
The sea is silent, the sea is discreet, 
Deep it lies at thy very feet ; 
There is no confessor like unto Death I 
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Thou canst not see him, but he is near ; 

Thou needest not whisper above thy breath, 

And he will hear; 

He will answer the questions. 

The vague surmises and suggestions, 

That fill thy soul with doubt and fear ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

The fisherman, who lies afloat. 
With shadowy sail, in yonder boat. 
Is singing softly to the Night ! 
But do I comprehend aright 
The meaning of the words he sung 
So sweetly in his native tongue '.'' 
Ah yes ! the sea is still and deep. 
All things within its bosom sleep ! 
A single step, and all is o'er; 
A plunge, a bubble, and no more ; 
And thou, dear Elsie, wilt be free 
From martyrdom and agony. 

ELSIE, coming from her chamber upon the terrace. 

The night is calm and cloudless. 

And still as still can be. 

And the stars come forth to listen 

To the music of the sea. 

They gather, and gather, and gather. 



Until they crowd the sky. 

And listen, in breathless silence. 

To the solemn litany. 

It begins in rocky caverns, 

As a voice that chants alone 

To the pedals of the organ 

In monotonous undertone ; 

And anon from shelving beaches, 

And shallow sands beyond. 

In snow-white robes uprising 

The ghostly choirs respond. 

And sadly and unceasing 

The mournful voice sings on. 

And the snow-white choirs still answer 

Christe eleison ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Angel of God ! thy finer sense perceives 

Celestial and perpetual harmonies ! 

Thy purer soul, that trembles and believes. 

Hears the archangel's trumpet in the breeze, 

And where the forest rolls, or ocean heaves, 

Cecilia's organ sounding in the seas. 

And tongues of prophets speaking in the 

leaves. 
But I hear discord only and despair. 
And whispers as of demons in the air ! 



AT SEA. 



II. PADRONE. 

The wind upon our quarter lies. 
And on before the freshening gale. 
That fills the snow-white lateen sail. 
Swiftly our light felucca flies. 
Around, the billows burst and foam ; 
They lift her o'er the sunken rock. 
They beat her sides with many a shock, 
And then upon their flowing dome 
They poise her, like a weathercock ! 
Between us and the western skies 
The hills of Corsica arise ; 
Eastward, in yonder long blue line. 
The summits of the Apennine, 
And southward, and still far away, 
Salerno, on its sunny bay. 
You cannot see it, where it lies. 



PRINCE HENRY. 

Ah, would that never more mine eyes 
Might see its towers by night or day ! 

ELSIE. 

Behind us, dark and awfully. 
There comes a cloud out of the sea. 
That bears the form of a hunted deer. 
With hide of brown, and hoofs of black. 
And antlers laid upon its back. 
And fleemg fast and wild with fear. 
As if the hounds were on its track ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Lo ! while we gaze, it breaks and falls 
In shapeless masses, like the walls 
Of a burnt city. Broad and red 
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The fires of the descenclmg sun 
Ghu'e through the windows, and o'erhead, 
Athwart the vapors, dense and dun. 
Long shafts of silvery light arise. 
Like rafters that support the skies ! 

ELSIE. 

See ! from its summit the lurid levin 
Flashes downward without warning. 
As Lucifer, son of the mornmg, 
Fell from the battlements of heaven ! 

IL I'ADUONE. 

I must entreat you, friends, belovs' ! 
The angry storm begins to blow, 



For the weather changes with the moon. 

All this morning, until noon, 

We had battling winds, and sudden flaws 

Struck the sea with their cat's-jjaws. 

Only a little hour ago 

I was whistling to Saint ^Vntonio 

For a capful of wind to fill our sail. 

And instead of a breeze he has sent 

Last night I saw Saint Ehno"s stars, 

AVith their glimmering lanterns, all at play 

On the tops of the masts and the tips of the 

spars. 
And I luiew we should have foul T,reather to- 

day. 
Cheerily, my hearties ! yo heave ho ! 
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Brail up the mainsail, and let her go 
As the winds will and Saint ^^ntonio I 

Do }'ou see that Livornese felucca. 
That vessel to the windward yonder. 
Running with her gunwale under '.' 
I was looking when the Avind o'ertook her. 
She had all sail set, and the only wonder 
Is, that at once the strength of the blast 
Did not carry away her mast. 
She is a galley of the Gran Duca, 
That, through the fear of the Algerines, 
Convoys those lazy brigantines, 



Laden with wine and oil from Lucca. 

Now all is read}', high and low ; 

Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio I 

Ha ! that is the first dash of the rain. 

With a sprinkle of spray above the rails. 

Just enough to moisten our sails. 

And make them ready for the strain. 

See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her. 

And speeds away with a bone in her mouth ! 

Now keep her head toward the south. 

And there is no danger of bank or breaker. 

With the breeze behind us, on we go ; 

Not too much, good Saint Antonio I 
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VI. 



THE SCHOOL OF RALEKNO. 




A travelling Scholastic affixing his Theses to the gate of the 
College. 

SCHOLASTIC. 

There, that is my gauntlet, my banner, my 

shield, 
Hung up as a challenge to all tJie field ! 
One hundred and twenty-five propositions, 
Which I will maintain with the sword of 

the tongue 
Against all disputants, old and young. 
Let us see if doctors or dialecticians 
Will dare to dispute my definitions. 
Or attack any one of my learned theses. 



llere stand I ; the end shall be as God 

pleases. 
I think I have proved, by profound re- 
searches. 
The error of all those doctrines so vicious 
(_)f the old Areopagite Dionysius, 
That are making such terrible Avork iu the 

churches, 
By Michael the Stammerer sent from tlie East, 
And done into Latin by that Scottish beast, 
Johannes Duns Scotus, who dares to maintain, 
Li the face of the truth, the error infernal. 
That the universe is and must be eternal ; 
At first laying down, as a fact fundamental, 
That nothing with God can be accidental; 
Then asserting that God before the creation 
Gould not have existed, because it is plain 
That had He existed, He would have created ; 
Which is liegging the question that should be 

debated. 
And moveth me less to anger than laughter. 
All nature, he holds, is a respiration 
Of the Spirit of God, who, in breathing, here- 
after 
Will inhale it into his bosom again. 
So that nothing but God alone will remain. 
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And therein he contradicteth himself ; 

For he opens the whole discussion by stating, 

That God can only exist in creating. 

That question I think I have laid on the shelf ! 

He goes out. Two Doctors come in disputing, and followed 
hy pupils. 

DOCTOR SKRAFIXO. 

I, with the Doctor Seraphic, maintain, 

That a word which is only conceived in the 

brain 
Is a type of eternal Generation ; 
The spoken word is the Incarnation. 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

What do I care for the Doctor Seraphic, 
With all his Avordy chaffer and traffic ? 

DOCTOR SERAFINO. 

You make but a paltry show of resistance ; 
Universals have no real existence ! 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

Your words are but idle and empty chatter ; 
Ideas are eternally joined to matter ! 

DOCTOR SKRAFINO. 

May the Lord have mercy on your position, 
You wretched, wrangling culler of herbs ! 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

May He send your soul to eternal perdition, 
For your Treatise on the Irregular Verbs ! 

Tliey rush out fighting. Two Scholars come in. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Monte Cassino, then, is your College. 
What think you of ours here at Salern ? 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

To tell the truth, I arrived so lately, 
I hardly yet have had time to discern. 
So much, at least, I am bound to acknowl- 
edge : 
The air seems healthy, the buildings stately. 
And on the whole I like it greatly. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Yes, the air is sweet ; the Calabrian hills 
Send us down puffs of mountain air ; 



And in summer-time the sea-breeze fills 
With its coolness cloister, and court, and 

square. 
Then at every season of the year 
There are crowds of guests and travellers 

here ; 
Pilgrims, and mendicant friars, and traders 
From the Levant, with figs and wine, 
And bands of wounded and sick Crusaders, 
Coming back from Palestine. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

And what are the studies you pursue? 
What is the course you here go through ? 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

The first three years of the college course 
Are given to Logic alone, as the source 
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

That seems rather strange, I must confess, 
In a Medical School ; yet, nevertheless, 
You doubtless have reasons for that. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Oh yes ! 
For none but a clever dialectician 
Can hope to become a great physician ; 
That has been settled long ago. 
Logic makes an important part 
Of the mystery of the healing art ; 
For without it how could you hope to show 
That nobody knows so much as you know? 
After this there are five years more 
Devoted wholly to medicine. 
With lectures on chirurgical lore, 
And dissections of the bodies of swine, 
As likest the human form divine. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

What are the books now most in vogue? 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Quite an extensive catalogue ; 

Mostly, however, books of our own ; 

As Gariopontus' "Passionarius," 

And the writmgs of Matthew Platearius ; 

And a volume universally known 

As the " Regimen of the School of Salern," 
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For Robert of Normandy written in terse 

And very elegant Latin verse. 

Each of these writings has its turn. 

And when at length we have hnished these, 

Then comes the struggle for degrees, 

With all the oldest and ablest critics ; 

Tlie public thesis and disputation, 

Question, and answer, and explanation 

(_)f a passage out of Hippocrates, 

Or Aristotle's Analytics. 

There the triumphant Magister stands I 

A book is solemnly placed in his hands, 

On which he swears to follow the rule 

And ancient forms of the good old School ; 

To report if any confectionarius 

Mingles his drugs with matters various, 

And to visit his patients twice a day. 

And once in the night, if thej? live in town, 

And if tlie_y are poor, to take no pay. 

Having faithfully promised these. 

His head is crowned with a laurel crown ; 

A kiss on his cheek, a ring on his hand. 

The JMagister Artium et Physices 

Goes forth from the school like a lord of the 

land. 
And now, as we have the whole morning be- 
fore us, 
Let us go in, if you make no objection. 
And listen awhile to a learned prelection 
On Marcus Aurelius Gassiodorus. 

Tlietj go ill. Enter Lucifer as a Doctor. 




And sown like tares in the field of truth, 
To blossom and ripen in other hinds. 



This is the great School of Salern ! 
A land of wrangling and of cpiarrels. 
Of brains that seethe, and hearts that burn. 
Where every emulous scholar hears, 
Lr every breath that comes to his ears. 
The rustling of another's laurels ! 
The air of the place is called salultrious ; 
The neighborhood of Vesuvius lends it 
An odor volcanic, that rather mends it. 
And the buildings have an aspect lugubrious. 
That inspires a feeling of awe and terror 
Into the heart of the beholder. 
And befits such an ancient homestead of error. 
Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoul- 
der, 
And yearly by many hundred hands 
Are carried away, in the zeal of youth. 



What have we here, affixed to the gate? 
The challenge of some scholastic wight. 
Who wishes to hold a public debate 
On sundry questions wrong oi- light I 
Ah, now this is my great delight! 
For I have often observed of late 
That such discussions end in a fight. 
Let us see what the learned wag maintains 
With such a pro<ligal waste of brains. 
Recifh. 

Whether angels in moving from place to 

place 
Pass through the intermediate space. 
Whether God himself is the author of evil. 
Or whether that is the work of the Devil. 
When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell. 
And whether he now is chained in hell." 
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I think I can answer that question well ! 

So long as the boastful human mind 

Consents in such mills as this to grind, 

I sit very firmly upon my throne ! 

Of a truth it almost makes me laugh, 

To see men leaving the golden grain 

To gather in piles the pitiful chaff 

That old Peter Lombard thrashed with his 

brain, 
To have it caught up and tossed again 
On the horns of the Dumb Ox of Cologne ! 

But my guests approach! there is in the air 
A fragrance, like that of the Beautiful Gar- 
den 
Of Paradise, in the days that were ! 
An odor of innocence and of prayer. 
And of love, and faith that never fails, 
Such as the fresh young heart exhales 
Before it begins to wither and harden! 
I cannot breathe such an atmosphere ! 
My soul is filled with a nameless fear. 
That, after all my trouble and pain. 
After all my restless endeavor, 
The youngest, fairest soul of the twain, 
The most ethereal, most divine. 
Will escape from my hands for ever and 

ever. 
But the other is already mine ! 
Let him live to corrupt his race. 
Breathing among them, with every breath. 
Weakness, selfishness, and the base 
And pusillanimous fear of death. 
I know his nature, and I know 
That of all who in my ministry 
Wander the great earth to and fro, 
And on my errands come and go. 
The safest and subtlest are such as he. 
Enter Prince Henry and Elsie, with attendants. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Can you direct us to Friar Angelo? 

LUCIFER. 

He stands before you. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Then you know our purpose. 
I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, and this 
The maiden that I spake of in my letters. 



LUCIFER. 

It is a very grave and solemn business ! 
We must not be precipitate. Does she 
Without compulsion, of her own free will, 
Consent to this ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Against all opposition. 
Against all prayers, entreaties, protestations. 
She will not be persuaded. 

LUCIFER. 

That is strange! 
Have you thought well of it ? 

ELSIE. 

I come not here 
To argue, but to die. Your business is not 
To question, but to kill me. I am ready. 
I am impatient to be gone from here 
Ere any thoughts of earth disturb again 
The spirit of tranquillity within me. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Would I had not come here ! Would I were 

dead. 
And thou wert in thy cottage in the forest, 
And hadst not known me ! Why have I 

done this ? 
Let me go back and die. 



It cannot be ; 
Not if these cold, flat stones on which we tread 
Were coulters heated white, and yonder gate- 
way 
Flamed like a furnace with a sevenfold heat. 
I must fulfil my purpose. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

. I forbid it! 
Not one step further. For I only meant 
To put thus far thy courage to the proof. 
It is enough. I, too, have strength to die. 
For thou hast taught me ! 

ELSIE. 

my Prince ! remember 
Your promises. Let me fulfil my errand. 
You do not look on life and death as I do. 
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There are two angels, that attend unseen 
Each one of us, and in great books record 
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down 
The good ones, after every action closes 
His volume, and ascends with it to God. 
The other keeps his dreadful day-book open 
Till sunset, that we may repent ; which doing, 
The record of the action fades away. 
And leaves a line of white across the page. 
Now if my act be good, as I believe. 
It cannot be recalled. It is already 
Sealed up in heaven, as a good deed accom- 
plished. 
The rest is yours. Why wait you ? I am 
ready. 

To her attendants. 
Weep not, my friends ! rather rejoice witli me. 
I shall not feel the pain, but shall be gone. 
And you will have another friend in heaven. 
Then start not at the creaking of the door 
Through which I pass. I see what lies be- 
yond it. 

2o Peixce Hk.vky. 
And J'ou, O Prince I bear back my beuison 
Unto my father's house, and all within it. 



This morning in the church I prayed for them. 

After confession, after absolution, 

When my whole soul was white, I prayed 

for them. 
God will take care of them, they need me not. 
And in your life let my remembrance linger, 
As something not to trouble and disturb it, 
But to complete it, addijig life to life. 
And if at times beside the evening fire 
You see m^' face among the other faces, 
Let it not be regarded as a ghost 
That haunts your house, Init as a guest that 

loves you. 
Nay, even as one of your own family, 
Without whose jDresence there were something 

wanting. 
I have no more to say. Let us go in. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Friar Angelo ! I chai'ge you on your life, 
Believe not what she says, for she is nrad. 
And comes here not to die, but to be healed. 



Alas ! Prince Henry ! 
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LUCIFER. 

Come with me ; this way. 

Elsie goes in loith Lucifer, icho thrusts Prince Henry 
hack and closes the door. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Gone ! and the light of all my life gone with 

hev! 
A sudden darkness falls ujDon the world ! 
Oh, what a vile and abject thing am I, 
That purchase length of days at such a cost ! 
Not by her death alone, but l)y the death 
Of all that 's good and true and noble in me ! 
All manhood, excellence, and self-respect. 
All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are 

dead ! 
All my divine nobility of nature 
By this one act is forfeited forever. 
I am a Prince in nothino' but in name ! 



To the alteiidants. 

Why did you let this horrible deed be done ? 
Why did you not lay hold on her, and keep 

her 
From self-destruction? Angelo! murderer! 

Struggles at the door, hut cannot open it. 
ELSIE, within. 

Farewell, dear Prince ! farewell ! 



PRINCE HENRY'. 



Unbar the door i 



It is too late ! 



PRINCE HENRY. 

It shall not be too late ! 

They burst the door open and rash in. 



THE PAP.M-HOUSE IN THE ODENWALD. 
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Ursula spinning. A summer afternoon. A table spread. 

URSULA. 

I HAVE marked it well, — it must be true, — 
Death never takes one alone, but two ! 
Whenever he enters in at a door, 
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch, 
He always leaves it upon the latch. 
And comes again ere the year is o'er. 
Never one of a household only ! 
Perhaps it is a mercy of God, 
Lest the dead there under the sod, 
In the land of strangers, should be lonely! 
Ah me ! I think I am lonelier here ! 
It is hard to go, — but harder to stay ! 
Were it not for the children, I should pray 
That Death would take me within the year ! 
And Gottlieb! — he is at work all day, 
In the sunny field, or the forest murk. 
But I know that his thoughts are far away, 
I know that his heart is not in his work ! 
And when he comes home to me at night 
He is not cheery, but sits and sighs, 
And I see the great tears in his eyes. 
And try to be cheerful for his sake. 
Only the children's hearts are light. 
Mine is weary, and ready to break. 
God help us ! I hope we have done right ; 
We thought we were acting for the best ! 
Looking through the open doar. 

Who is it coming under the trees ? 
A man, in the Prince's livery dressed ! 
He looks about him with doubtful face, 
As if uncertain of the place. 
He stops at the beehives ; — now he sees 
The garden gate ; — he is going past ! 
Can he be afraid of the bees? 
No ; he is coming in at last ! 
He fills my heart with strange alarm! 
Enter a Forester. 

FORESTER. 

Is this the tenant Gottlieb's farm? 

URSULA. 

This is his farm, and I his wife. 

Pray sit. What may your business be ! 

FORESTER. 

News from the Prince I 



URSULA. 

Of death or life? 

FORESTER. 

You put your questions eagerly ! 

URSULA. 

Answer me, then ! How is the Prince ? 

FORESTER. 

I left him only two hours since 
Homeward returning down the river. 
As strong and well as if God, tlie Giver, 
Had given him back his youth again. 

URSULA, despairing. 
Then Elsie, my poor child, is dead ! 

FORESTER. 

That, my good woman, I have not said. 
Don't crocs the bridge till you come to it, 
Is a proverb old, and of excellent wit. 

URSULA. 

Keep me no longer in this pain ! 

FORESTER. 

It is true your daughter is no more ; — 
That is, the peasant she was before. 



Alas ! I am simple and lowly bred, 
I am poor, distracted, and forlorn. 
And it is not well that you of the court 
Should mock me thus, and make a sport 
Of a joyless mother whose child is dead. 
For you, too, were of mother born ! 

FORESTER. 

Your daughter lives, and the Prince is well ! 
You will learn erelong how it all befell. 
Her heart for a moment never failed ; 
But when they reached Salerno's gate. 
The Prince's nobler self prevailed, 
And saved her for a noble fate. 
And he was healed, in his despair, 
By touch of St. Matthew's sacred bones ; 
Though I think the long ride in the open air. 
That pilgrimage over stocks and stones. 
In the miracle must come in for a share ! 
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URSULA. 

Virgin ! wlio lovest the poor and lowly, 
If the loud cry of a mother's heart 
Can ever ascend to where thou art, 
Into thy blessed hands and holy 
Receive my prayer of praise and thanksgiv- 
ing ! 
Let the hands that bore our .Saviour bear it 
Into the awful presence of God ; 
For thy feet with holiness are shod. 
And if thou bearest it He will hear it. 



Our child who 



dead 



FOHESTEli. 



I did not tell you she was dead ; 

If you thought so 't was no fault of mine ; 

At this very moment, while I speak. 

They are sailing homeward down the Rhine, 

In a splendid barge, with golden j^row, 

And decked with l>anners white and red 

As the colors on your daughter's cheek. 

They call her tlie Lady Alicia now ; 

For the Prince in Salerno made a vow 

That Elsie only would he wed. 



Jesu Maria ! what a change ! 

All seems to me so weird and strange ! 



FORESTER. 

I saw her standing on the deck. 
Beneath an awning cool and sliady ; 
Her cap of velvet could not hold 
The tresses of her hair of gold, 
That flowed and floated like the stream, 
And fell in masses down her neck. 
As fair and lovely did she seem 
As in a story or a dream 



(Some beautiful and foreign lady. 
And the Prince looked so grand and proud. 
And waved his hand thus to the crowd 
That gazed and shouted from the shore. 
All down the rivei', lung and loud. 

URSULA. 

We shall behold our child once more ; 

She is not dead ! She is not dead ! 

God, listening, must have overheard 

The prayers, that, without sound or word, 

r)ur hearts in secrecy have said ! 

Oh, bring me to her; for mine eyes 

Are hungry to beliold her face ; 

My very soul within me cries ; 

My very hands seeju to caress her, 

To see her, gaze at her, and bless her ; 

Dear Elsie, child of God and grace ! 

Goes out loirard the garden. 
FORESTER. 

There goes the good woman out of her head ; 

And Gottlieb's supper is waiting here ; 

A very capacious flagon of beer. 

And a very portentous loaf of bread. 

One would say his grief did not much op- 
press him. 

Here 's to the health of the Prince, God bless 
him ! 

He drinks. 
Ha I it buzzes and stings like a hornet I 
And what a scene there, through the door I 
The forest behind and the garden before. 
And midway an old man of threescore, 
With a wife and children that caress him. 
Let me try still further to cheer and adorn it 
With a merry, echoing blast of my cornet ! 

Goes out bloivinr/ his horn. 
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THE CASTLE OE YArTHRERfT ON THE RHINE 

Prince Henry a/if/ELSii-: slanduvj on llie terrace aleven 
inrj. Tlie sound of bells heard from a distance. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

We are alone. The wedding guests 

Ride down the hill, with plumes and cloaks, 

And the descending dark invests 

The Niederwald, and all the nests 

Amono- its hoar and haunted oaks. Listen, beloved. 



What bells are those, that ring so slow. 
So mellow, musical, and low? 



PRINCE HENRY. 



They are the bells of Geisenheim, 
That with their melancholy chime 
Ring out the curfew of the sun. 



PRINCE HENKY. 

They are done ! 
Dear Elsie 1 many years ago 
Those same soft bells at eventide 
Rang in the ears of Charlemagne, 
As, seated by Fastrada's side 
At Ingelheim, in all his pride 
He heard their sound Avith secret pain. 
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ELSIE. 

Their voices only speak to me 
Of peace and deep tranquillity, 
And endless confidence in thee ! 

TRINCE ^E^^RY. 

Thou knowest the story of her ring, 

How, when the court went back to Aix, 

Fastrada died ; and how tlie king 

Sat watching by her night and day. 

Till into one of the blue lakes, 

Which water that delicious land, 

They cast the ring, drawn from her hand ; 

And tlie great monarcli sat serene 

And sad beside the fated shore, 

Nor left the land forevermore. 

ELSIE. 

That was true love. 

riUXCE HENRY. 

For him the queen 
Ne'er did wliat thou hast done for me. 

ELSIK. 

Wilt thou as fond and faithful be? 
Wilt thou so love me after death? 

rRIXCE HENRY. 

In life's delight, in death's dismay. 
In storm and sunshine, night and day, 
In health, in sickness, in decay. 
Here and hereafter, I am thine ! 
Thou hast Fastrada's ring. Beneath 
The calm, blue waters of thine eyes. 
Deep in thy steadfast soul it lies. 
And, undisturbed by this world's breath. 
With magic light its jewels shine I 
This golden ring, which thou hast worn 
Ui30n thy finger since the morn. 
Is but a symbol and a semblance, 
An outward fashion, a remembrance, 
Of what thou wearest within unseen. 



O my Fastrada, O my queen ! 
Behold ! the hill-tops all aglow 
With purple and with amethyst; 
W^hile the whole valley deep below 
Is filled, and seems to overflow. 
With a fast-rising tide of mist. 
The evening air grows damp and chill ; 
Let us go in. 



Ah, not so soon. 
See yonder fire ! It is the moon 
Slow rising o'er the eastern hill. 
It glimmers on the forest tips. 
And through the dewy foliage drips 
In little livulets of light, 
And makes tlie heart in love with night. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Oft on this terrace, when the day 
Was closing, have I stood and gazed, 
And seen the landscape fade away, 
And the white vapors rise and droAvn 
Handet and vineyard, tower and town. 
While far above the hill-tops blazed. 
But then another hand than thine 
Was gently held and clasped in mine ; 
Another head uj^on my breast 
Was laid, as thine is now, at rest. 
Why dost thou lift those tender eyes 
With so much sorrow and surprise ? 
A minstrel's, not a maiden's hand. 
Was that which in my own ^^"as pressed. 
A manly form usurped tliy place, 
A beautiful, but bearded face. 
That now is in the Holy Land, 
Yet in my memory from afar 
Is shining on us like a star. 
But linger not. For while I speak, 
A sheeted spectre white and tall. 
The cold mist climbs the castle wall. 
And lays his hand upon thy cheek ! 

They go in. 
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EPILOGUE. 



THE TWO EECOKDISG ANGELS ASCENDING. 



THE ANGEL OP GOOD DEED.S, irilll closed hook. 

God sent his jnessenger the rain, 
And said unto the mountain brook, 
" Rise up, and from thy caverns look 
And leap, with naked, snow-white feet, 
From the cool hills into the heat 
Of the broad, arid plain." 

God sent his messenger of faith, 
And whispered in the maiden's heart, 
" Rise up, and look from ^vhere thou art, 
And scatter with unselfish hands 
Thy freshness on the barren sands 
And solitudes of Death." 

O beauty of holiness. 

Of self-forgetfulness, of lowliness ! 

O power of meekness. 

Whose very gentleness and weakness 

Are like the yielding, but irresistible air 

Upon the pages 

Of the sealed vohnne that I bear. 

The deed divine 

Is written in characters of gold. 

That never shall grow old. 

But through all ages 

Burn and shine. 

With soft effulgence ! 

O God I it is thy indulgence 

That fills the world with the bliss 

Of a good deed like this ! 
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THE ANGKL OF KVII. DEEDS, VHtll open hook. 

Not yet, not yet 

Is the red sun wholly set, 

But evei-niore recedes. 

While open still I hear 

The Book of Evil Deeds, • 

To let the breathings of the upper air 

Visit its pages and erase 

The records from its face ! 

Fainter and fainter as I gaze 

In the broail blaze 

The glimmermg landscape shines, 

And below me the black river 

Is hidden by wreaths of vapor ! 

Fainter and fainter the Idaek lines 

Begin to quiver 

Along the whitening surface of the 

Shade after shade 

The terrible Avords grow faint and fade, 

And in their place 

Runs a white space 1 

Down goes the sun ! 

But the soul of one, 

Who by repentance 

Hath escaped the dreadful sentence. 



paper 



Shines bright below me as I look. 
It is the end ! 
With closed Book 
To God do I ascend. 

Lo ! over the mountain steeps 

A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps 

Beneath my feet ; 

A blackness inwardly brightening 

With sullen heat. 

As a storm-cloud lurid with lightning. 

And a cry of lamentation. 

Repeated and again repeated. 

Deep and loud 

As the reverberation 

Of cloud answering unto cloud. 

Swells and rolls away in the distance, 

As if the sheeted 

Lishtnino; retreated, 

Baffled and thwarted by the wind's resistance. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery : 

And since God suffers him to be, 

He, too, is God's minister. 

And labors for some good 

By us not understood ! 





:^'"*.^(5yp/i^Y'3p^ 








A chamber in l/ie Warlbunj. M„niui<j. Martin 
Luther, writiiii'i. 

MARTIN LUTHER. 

Ol'ii God, a Tower of Strength is He, 
A goorTly wall iiud weapon ; 
From all our need He helps us free, 
That now to ns doth happen. 

Tlie old evil foi' 

Doth in earnest grow, 

In grim armor dight, 

Much guile and great might ; 
On earth thei'e is none like him. 



(_)h yes ; a ti.iwer of strength indeed, 

A present lielp in all our need, 

A sword anil Iniekler is our God. 

Innocent men have walked unsliod 

O'er burning' ph:)nghsliares, and liave trod 

Unharmed on serpents in their path, 

And lann'hed to scorn the Devil's wrath ! 

Safe in this Wartburg tower I stand 
Where God hath led me by the jiand, 
And look do\Yn, with a heart at ease, 
Over the pleasant neighborhoods. 
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Over the vast Tlmringian Woods, 

With flash of river, and gloom of trees, 

AVith castles crowning the dizzy heights, - 

jVnd farms and pastoral delights, 

And the morning pouring everywhere 

Its golden glory on the air. 

Safe, yes, safe am I here at last. 

Safe from the overwhelming blast 

Of the mouths of Hell, that followed me 

fast. 
And the howling demons of despair 
That hunted me like a Least to his lair. 

Of our own might wo iiotlihig can ; 
We soon are unprotected ; 
There fighteth for us the right Man, 
Whom God himself elected, 

Who is He ; ye exclaim ? 

Clu'istus is his name. 

Lord of Sal)aoth, 

Very God in troth ; 
Tlie field He liolds forever. 

Notliiug can vex tlie Devil more 
Than the name of Him whom we adore. 
Therefore doth it delight me best 
To stand in the choir among the rest, 
With the great organ trumpeting 



Through its metallic tulies, and sing : 

Et verhum caro factum est. ! 

These words the Devil cannot endure, 

For he knoweth their meaning well ! 

Him they trouble and repel, 

Us they comfort and allure. 

And happy it were, if our delight 

Were as great as his affright ! 

Yea, music is the Prophets' art ; 

Among the gifts tliat God liath sent, 

One of the most magnificent ! 

It calms the agitated heart ; 

Temptations, evil thoughts, and all 

The passions that disturb the soul. 

Are quelled by its divine control. 

As the Evil Spirit fled from Saul. 

And his distemjier was allayed. 

When David took his harp and plaved. 

This wurld may tull of Devils Ije, 
All ready to devour us ; 
Yet not so sore afraid are we, 
They shall nut overpower as. 

This World's Prince, howe'er 

Fierce he may appear. 

He can harm us not, 

He is doomed, Got wot ! 
One little word can slay him ! 
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Incredible it seems to some 

And to myself a mystery, 

That such weak llesh and blood as we, 

Armed with no other shield or sword, 

Or other weapon than tin.' Word, 

Should combat and should overcome, 

A spirit powerful as he ! 

He summons fortli the Pope of Rome 

With all his diabolic crew, 

His shorn and sliaven retinue 

Of priests and cliildren of tlie dark ; 

Kill ! kill ! they cry, the Heresiarch, 

Who rouseth up all Christendom 

Against us ; and at one fell blow 

Seeks the whole Cluircli to overtln-ow ! 

Not yet ; my hour is not yet come. 

Yesterday in an idle mood, 

Hunting with others in the wood, 

I did not pass the hours in vain. 

For in the very heart of all 

The joyous tumult raised around. 

Shouting of men, and baying of hound. 

And the bugle's blithe and cheery call. 

And echoes answering liack again. 

From crags of the distant mountain chain. — 

In the very heart of this, I found 

A mystery of grief and pain. 

It was an image of the power 

Of Satan, hunting the world aliout. 

With liis nets and traps and wcU-ti'ained dogs. 

His bishops and priests and theologues. 



And all the rest of the rabble rout. 
Seeking wliom lie inay devour ! 
En<aigh have I had of Imnting hares. 
Enough of these hours of idle mirth. 
Enough of nets and traps and gins I 
Tile only hunting of any worth 
Is where I can pierce with javelins 
The cunning foxes and wolves anil l)ears 
The whole ini(piitous troop of beasts. 
The lioman Pope and the Roman jjriests 
That sorely infest and atHict the earth ! 

Ye innis, ye singing birds of the air ! 
Tlie fowler hath caught you in his snare. 
And keeps you safe in his gilded cage. 



Sh 



the song that never tires. 



To lure down others from their nests ; 
Flow ye flutter and lieat your breasts. 
Warm and soft with young desires 
Against the cruel pitiless wdres. 
Reclaiming your lost heritage I 
Ijrliold ! a hand unbars the door. 
Ye shall Ije captives held no inore. 

Tin- AViu'd they shall perforce let stand. 
Ami little thanks they merit! 
For He is Avitli us in tlif laml, 
With gifts of his own Siiii'it! 

Tlioiigh they take our life, 

Goods, liiinors, child and wife, 

Let these pa»s awa}', 

Little gain have they ; 
The Kinirdom still remaineth ! 
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Ye;i, it remaineth forevennore, 
However Satan may rage and roar, 
Though often he whisjjers in my ears : 
Wliat if tliy doctrines false shonld be? 
And wrings from me a Ijitter sweat. 
Then I put him to iiiglit witli jeers, 
Saying : Saint Satan ! pray for me ; 
If thou thinkest I am not saved yet ! 

And my mortal foes that lie in wait 
In every avenue and gate ! 
As to that odious monk John Tetzel, 
Hawking about his hollow wares 
Like a huckster at village fairs. 
And those mischievous fellows, Wet- 
zel, 
Camjianus, Carlstadt, ^lartin Cellarius, 
And all the busy, multifarious 
Heretics, and disciples of Arius, 
Half-learned, dunce-bold, dry and hard. 
They are not worthy of my regard. 
Poor and humble as I am. 

Bat ah ! Erasmus of Rotterdam, 
He is the vilest miscreant 
That ever walked this world below ! 
A Momus, making his mock and mow, 
At Papist and at Protestant, 
Sneering at St. John and St. Paul, 
At God and Man, at one and all; 
And yet as hollow and false and drear. 
As a cracked pitcher to the ear. 
And ever growing worse and worse ! 



Whenever I pray, I pray for a curse 
On Erasmus, the Insincere ! 

Philip jMclancthon I thou alone 
Faithful among the faithless known. 
Thee I hail, and only thee ! 
Behold the record of us three ! 

Res et verha Fhiiippus, 

Res sine verbis Lutherus ; 

Erasmus verba sine re ! 

My Philip, prayest thou for me ? 
Lifted above all earthly care, 
From these high regions of the air. 
Among the birds that day and night 
Upon the branches of t;dl trees 
Sing their lauds and litanies. 
Praising God with all their might. 
My Pliilij), unto thee I write. 

My Philip ! thou who knowest best 

All that is passing in this breast : 

The spiritual agonies. 

The inward deaths, the inward hell, 

And the divine new births as well. 

That surely follow after these. 

As after winter follows spring ; 

My Philip, in the night-time sing 

This song of the Lord I send to thee 5 

And I will sing it for thy sake, 

Lhitil our answering voices make 

A glorious antiphony. 

And choral chant of victory ! 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



John Endicott Governor. 

John Endicott ... His son. 

Richard Bkllingham Deputy Governor. 

John Norton .... Minister of the Gospel. 

Edwakd Butter ... Treasurer. 

AValter Merry .... .... Tithing-man. 

Nicholas Upsall .... An old citizen. 

Samuel Cole . Lnndlo7-d of t/te Three Mariners 

Simon Kempthorn ) o < • 

„ „ J- .... Sea-captains. 

Ralph Goldsmith ) 

Wenlock Ciikistison ^ 

Edith, his daughter \ . . . ... 

Edward Wharton ) 



Assistants, HaMerdiers, Marshal, etc. 



The Scene is in Boston in the year 1685. 




PROLOGUE. 



To-iSriGHT we strive to read, as we may best, 
Tliis city, like an ancient palimpsest ; 
Anil bring to light, upon the blotted page. 
The nidurnfnl record of an earlier age, 
That, pale and half effaced, lies hidden away 
Beneath the fresher writing of to-day. 

Rise, then, O Ijun'ed city that hast lieen ; 
Rise up, rebuilded in the painted scene. 
And let our curious eyes behold once more 
The pointed galde and the pentdiouse door. 
The jMeeting-house with leadendatticed panes. 
The narrow thoroughfares, the crooked lanes ! 

Rise, too, ye shapes and shadows of the 

Past, " 
Rise from ^^onr long-forgotten graves at last ; 
Let us behold your faces, let us hear 
The words ye uttered in those days of fear ! 
Revisit your familiar haunts again, — 
The scenes of triumph, and the scenes of pain. 
And leave the footprints of vour bleeding feet 
Once more upon tlie pavement of tlie street I 

Nor let the Ilistorian blame the Poet here. 
If he perchance misdate the dav or year, 
And grouji events together, l)y his art, 
That in the Clu'onicles lie far apart ; 
For as the double stars, though sundered far. 



Seem to the naked eye a single star. 
So facts of history, at a distance seen, 
Lito one common point of light convene. 

' Why touch upoji such themes ? " perhajM 

some friend 
May ask, incredulous : " and to what good end? 
Whj' diag again into the light of day 
The eri'ors of an age long passed away ? "' 
I answer : " For the lesson that they teach ; 
The tolerance of ojjinion and of speech. 
Hope, Faith, and Charity remain, — these 

tlii'ce ; 
And greatest of them all is Chaiitv." 

Let us rcmendier, if these words lie true, 
Tliat unto all men Charity is due i 
Give «liat \\e ask ; and pity, A\liile we blame, 
Lest we become copartners in the shame, 
Lest M'e condenni, and vet ourselves partake. 
And persecute the dead for conscience" sake. 

Tlierefore it is the author seeks and strives 
To represent tlie dead as in tlieir lives. 
And lets at times liis characters unfold 
Their thoughts in their own language, strong 

and bold ; 
He onlv asks of you to do the like ; 
To hear him first, and, if you will, then strike. 
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ACT I. 



Scene I. — Sunday afternoon. The interior of the Meet- 
ing-house. On the pulpit, an hour-ijtass ; below, a box 
for contributions. John Nouton in the pulpit. 
Governor Endicott in a canopied seat, attended b>j 
four halberdiers. The congregation singing. 

The Lokd descended from above, 

And bowed the heavens high ; 
And nnderueath his feet He cast 

The darkness of the sky- 
On Cherubim and Seraphim 

Eiglit royally He rode, 
And on tlie wings of mighty winds 

Came Hying all abroad. 

NORTON (rising and turning the hour-glass on the pulpit). 

I heard a great voice fioin the temple saying 
Unto the Seven Angels, Cto your ways; 
Pour out the vials of the wrath of God 
Upon tlie earth. ^Vnd the First Angel went 
And poured his vial on the earth ; and straight 
There fell a noisome and a grievous sore 
On them which had the birth-mark of the 

Beast, 
And them which worshipped and adored his 

image. 
On us hath fallen this grievous pestilence. 
There is a sense of terror in the air ; 
And appai'itions of things horrilile 
Are seen by many. From the sky above us 
The stars fall ; and beneath us the eartli 

cjuakes ! 
The sound of drums at miilnight from afar, 
The sound of horsemen riding to and fro. 
As if the gates of the invisible world 
Were opened, and the dead came forth to warn 

us, — 
All these are omens of some dire disaster 
Impending over us. and soon to fall. 
Moreover, in the language of the Proj)het, 
Death is again come up into our windows. 
To cut off little children fi'om without. 
And young men from the streets. And in the 

]nidst 
Of all these suj^ernatuival threats and warnings 
Doth Heresy uplift its horrid head ; 
A vision of Sin more awful and appalling 
Than any phantasm, ghost, or apiparition, 



As arguing and portending some enlargement 
Of the mysterious Power of Darkness ! 




Edith, barefooted, and clail in sachcloth. with her hair 
hanging loose upon her shoulders. (to/Zi-s sloa-lij up the 
aisle, followed Inj Wharton and other Quakers. 
The congregation starts up in confusion. 

EDITH (to NORTON, raising her hand). 

Peace ! 

NORTON. 

Anathema maranatha ! The Lord cometli ! 
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Yea, verily He cometh, and shall judge 

The shepherds of Israel, who do feed them- 
selves, 

And leave their flocks to eat what they have 
trodden 

Beneath their feet. 

NORTON. 

Be silent, babbling woman ! 
St. Paul commands all women to keep silence 
Within the churches. 

EDITH. 

Yet the women prayed 
And prophesied at Corinth in his day ; 
And, among those on whom the fiery tongues 
Of Pentecost descended, some were women ! 



The Elders of the Churches, by our law, 
Alone have power to open the doors of speech 
And silence in the Assembly. I command you ! 



The law of God is greater than your laws ! 
Ye build your clmrch with blood, your town 

with crime ; 
The heads thereof give judgment for reward ; 
The priests thereof teacli only for their hire ; 
Your laws condemn the imiocent to death ; 
And against this I bear my testimony ! 



NORTON. 



What testimony ? 



That of the Holy Spirit, 
Which, as your Calvin says, surpasseth reason. 



The laborer is worthy of his hire. 



Yet our great Master did not teach for hire, 
And the Apostles without purse or scrip 
Went forth to do his work. Behold this box 
Beneath thy pulpit. Is it for the poor ? 
Thou canst not answer. It is for the Priest ; 
And against this I bear my testimonJ^ 



NORTON. 

Away with all these Heretics and Quakers ! 
Quakers, forsooth ! Because a quaking fell 
On Daniel, ;it beholding of the Vision, 
Must ye needs shake and quake? Because 

Isaiah 
Went stripped and barefoot, must ye wail and 

howl ? 
Must ye go stripped and naked ? must ye make 
A wailing like the dragons, and a mourning 
As of the owls? Ye verify the adage 
That Satan is God's ape ! Away with them ! 

Tumult. The Quakers are driecn out loilli violence, Edith 
following slowly. The coiic/regalion retires in confu- 
sion. 

Thus freely do the Reprobates commit 
Such measure of iniquity as fits them 
For the intended measure of God's wrath, 
And even in violating God's commands 
Are they fulfilling the divine decree ! 
The will of man is but an instrument 
Disposed and predetermined to its action 
According unto the decree of God, 
Being as much subordinate thereto 
As is the axe unto the hewer's hand ! 

He descends f-om the pulpit, and joins Governor Endi- 
COTT, who comes forward to meet Jiiin. 

The omens and the wonders of the time. 
Famine, and fire, and shipwreck, and disease. 
The blast of corn, the death of our young men. 
Our sufferings in all precious, pleasant things. 
Are manifestations of the wrath divine, 
Signs of God's controversy with New Eng- 
land. 
These emissaries of the Evil One, 
These servants and ambassadors of Satan, 
Are but commissioned executioners 
Of God's vindictive and deserved displeasure. 
We must receive them as the Roman Bishop 
Once received Attila, saying, I rejoice 
You have come safe, whom I esteem to be 
The scourge of God, sent to chastise his 

people. 
This very heresy, perchance, may serve 
The purposes of God to some good end. 
With you I leave it ; but do not neglect 
The holy tactics of the civil sword. 

ENDICOTT. 

And what more can be done ? 
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NORTON. 

The hand tliat cut 
The Red Cross from the colors of the hing 
Can cut the red heart from tliis heresy. 
Fear not. All blasphemies immediate 
And heresies turbulent must be suppressed 
By civil power. 

F.NDrCOTT. 

But in "what way sujjpressed ? 



ENDICOTT. 

Four already have been slain ; 
And others banished u23on pain of death. 
But they come back again to meet their 

doom. 
Bringing "the linen for their winding-sheets. 
We must not go too far. In truth, I slnink 
From shedding of more blood. The jDeople 

jnurmur 
At our severity. 



NOJiTON. 

The Book of Deuteronomy declares 

That if thy son, thy daughter, or thy wife. 

Ay, or the friend whiidi is as thine own soul, 

Entice thee secretly, and say to thee. 

Let us serve other gods, then shall thine eye 

Not pity him, but thou slialt surely kill him. 

And thine own hand shall be the first upon him 

To slay him. 



NORTON. 

Then let them murmur ! 
Truth is relentless ; justice never wavers ; 
The greatest firmness is the greatest mercy ; 
The noble order of the IMagistracy 
Cometh immediately from God, and yet 
This noble order of the Magistracy 
Is \i\ these Heretics despised and out- 
raged. 
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ENDICOTT. 

To-night they sleep in prison. If they die, 
They cannot say that we have caused their 

death. 
We do but guard the passage, with the sword 
Pointed towards them; if they dash upon it. 
Their blood will be on their own heads, not 

ours. 



I cannot put them down. As if to taunt 

uie. 
They gather eveiy Sabbath afternoon 
In noisy congregation on my roof, 
Billing and cooing. Whir ! take that, ye 

Quakers. 
Throws a stone at the pigeons. Sees Upsall. 
Ah ! Master Nicholas ! 



NORTON. 

Enough. I ask no more, ily predecessor 
Coped only with the milder heresies 
Of Antinomians and of Anabaptists. 
He was not born to wrestle with these fiends. 
Chrysostoni in his pulpit ; Augustine 
In disputation ; Timothy in his house ! 
The lantern of St. Botolph's ceased to burn 
When from the portals of that church he came 
To be a burning and a shining light 
Here in the wilderness. And, as he lay 
On his death-bed, he saw me in a vision 
Ride on a snow-white horse into this town. 
His vision was prophetic ; thus I came, 
A terror to the impenitent, and Death 
On the pale horse of the Apocalj^pse 
To all the accursed race of Heretics ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A street. On one side, N'icholas Upsall's 
house ; on the other, "\^'ALTER Merry's, with a flock 
of pigeons on the roof. Upsall seated in the porch of 
his house. 

UPSALL. 

O DAY of rest ! How beautiful, how fair. 
How welcome to the weary and the old ! 
Day of the Lord ! and truce to earthly cares ! 
Day of the Lord, as all our days should be ! 
Ah, why will man by his austerities 
Shut out the blessed sunshine and the light. 
And make of thee a dungeon of despair ! 

WALTER MEREY (entering, and looking round him). 

All silent as a graveyard ! No one stiiTing ; 
No footfall in the street, no sound of voices ! 
By righteous punishment and perseverance, 
And perseverance in that punishment, 
At last I 've brought this contumacious town 
To strict observance of the Sabbath day. 
Those wanton gospellers, the pigeons yonder, 
Are now the only Sabbath-breakers left. 



UPSALL. 

Good afternoon, 



Dear neighbor Walter. 



Master Nicholas, 
You have to-day withdrawn yourself from 
meeting. 



Yea, I have chosen rather to worship God 
Sitting in silence here at my own door. 

MERRY. 

Worship the Devil ! You this day have 
broken 

Three of our strictest laws. First, by ab- 
staining 

From public worship. Secondly, by walking 

Profanely on the Sabbath. 



Not one step. 
I have been sitting still here, seeing the 

pigeons 
Feed in the street and fly about the roofs. 



You have been in the street with other intent 
Than going to and from the ]\Ieeting-house. 
And, thirdly, you are harboring Quakers here. 
I am amazed ! 



]\Ien sometimes, it is said. 
Entertain angels unawares. 



Nice angels ! 
Angels in broad-brimmed hats and russet 
cloaks. 
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The col(3r of the Devil's nutting-bag! They 

came 
Into the Meeting-house this afternoon 
More in the shape of devils than of angels. 
The women screamed and fainted ; and the 

boys 
Made such an uproar in the gallery 
I could not keep them quiet. 



Neighbor Walter, 
Your persecution is of no avail. 



'T is prosecution, as the Governor says. 
Not persecution. 

UPS ALL. 

Well, your prosecution ; 
Your hangings do no good. 



The reason is, 
We do not hang enough. But, mark my 

words, 
We '11 scour them ; yea, I warrant ye, we '11 

scour them ! 
Arid now go in and entertain your angels. 
And don't be seen here in the street again 
Till after sundown ! — There they are again ! 

Exit Upsall. Merry throws another stone at the pigeons, 
and then goes into his house. 

Scene III. — A room in Upsall's house. Night. Edith, 
Wharton, and other Quakers seated at a table. Up- 
sall seated near them. Several books on the table. 

WHARTON. 

William and Marmaduke, our martyred 

brothers, 
Sleep in untimely graves, if aught untimely 
Can find place in the providence of God, 
Where nothing comes too early or too late. 
I saw their noble death. They to the scaf- 
fold 
Walked han,d in hand. Two hundred armed 

men 
And many horsemen guarded them, for fear 
Of rescue; by the crowd, whose hearts were 
stirred. 



holy martyrs ! 

WHARTON. 

When they tried to speak. 

Their voices by the roll of drums were 
drowned. 

When they were dead they still looked fresh 
and fair. 

The terror of death was not upon their faces. 

Our sister Mary, likewise, the meek woman, 

Has passed through martyrdom to her re- 
ward ; 

Exclaiming, as they led her to her death, 
" These many days I 've been in Paradise." 

And, when she died. Priest Wilson threw 
the hangman 

His handkerchief, to cover the pale face 

He dared not look upon. 



As persecuted. 
Yet not forsaken ; as unknown, yet known ; 
As dying, and behold we are alive ; 
As sorrowful, and yet rejoicing alway ; 
As having nothing, yet possessing all ! 

WHARTON. 

And Leddra, too, is dead. But from his 

prison. 
The day -before his death, he sent these 

words 
Unto the little flock of Christ : " What- 
ever 
May come upon the followers of the Light, — 
Distress, affliction, famme, nakedness. 
Or perils in the city or the sea, 
Or persecution, or even death itself, — 
I am persuaded that God's armor of Light, 
As it is loved and lived in, will preserve 

you. 
Yea, death itself ; through which you will 

find entrance 
Into the pleasant pastures of the fold. 
Where you shall feed forever as the herds 
That roam at large in the low valleys of 

Achor. 
And as the flowing of the ocean fills 
Each creek and branch thereof, and then 

retires. 
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Leaving behind a sweet and wliolesome savor ; 
So doth the virtue and the life of ({od 
Flow evermore into the hearts of tliose 
Whom He hath made partakers of liis na- 
ture ; 
And, when it but witlidraws itself a little, 
Leaves a sweet savor after it, that many 
Can say they are made clean by every word 
That He hath spoken to them in their si- 
lence." 

EDITH (rlsiiu/, and breaking inio n I.'iiid ofrhani). 

Truly we do but grope here in the dark, 
Near the partition-wall of Life and Death, 
At every moment dreading or desiring 
To lay our hands upon the unseen do(jr ! 
Let us, then, labor for an inward stillness, — 
An inward stillness and an inward healing ; 
That perfect silence where the lips and heart 



Are still, and we no longer entertain 
Our own imperfect thoughts and vain opin- 
ions, 
lUit God alone speaks in us, and we wait 
In singleness of heart, that we may know 
His will, and in the silence of our spirits, 
Tliat we may do His will, and do that only ! 

.1 loii(/ jKiiisi'., iiilerrupled ly Ihe >ouud of a druin ap- 
proiwJiinfj ; then shouts in the street, and a loud knock- 
ing at the door. 

MAESUAL. 

Within there I Open the door ! 

MI'.UllY. 

Will no one answer ? 

MARSHAL. 

In the King's name ! Within there ! 
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Open the door! 

UPSALL (^from the windoio). 

It is not barred. Come in. Nothing pre- 
vents you. 

The poor man's door is ever on the latch. 

He needs no bolt nor bar to shut out 
thieves ; 

He fears no enemies, and has no friends 

Importunate enough to need a key. 

Enter John Endicott, tJie Marshal, Merry, and a 
crowd. Seeing the Quakers silent and unmoned, they 
pause, awestruck. Endicott opposite Edith. 



MARSHAL. 

In the King's name do I arrest you all ! 
Avray with them to prison. Master Upsall, 
You are again discovered harboring here 
These ranters and disturbers of the peace. 
You know the law. 

UPSALL. 

I know it, and am ready 
To suffer yet again its penalties. 

EDITH (to endicott). 

Why dost thou persecute me, Saul of 
Tarsus ? 



ACT II. 



Scene I. — John Endicott's room. Early morning. 

JOHN endicott. 

" Why dost thou persecute me, Saul of Tar- 
sus ? " 

All night these words were ringing in mine 
ears ! 

A sorrowful sweet face ; a look that pierced 
me 

With meek reproach ; a voice of resigna- 
tion 

That had a life of suffering in its tone ; 

And that was all! And yet I could not 
sleep, 

Or, when I slept, I dreamed that awful 
dream ! 

I stood beneath the ehn-tree on the Com- 
mon 

On which the Quakers have been hanged, 
and heard 

A voice, not hers, that cried amid the dark- 
ness, 
" This is Aceldama, the field of blood ! 

I Avill have mercy, and not sacrifice ! " 
Opens the window, and looks out. 

The sun is up already ; and my heart 

Sickens and sinks within me Avhen I think 

How many tragedies will be enacted 

Before his setting. As the earth rolls round, 

It seems to me a huge Ixion's wheel. 

Upon whose whirling spokes we are bound 
fast. 



And must go with it ! Ah, how bright the sun 
Strikes on the sea and on the masts of ves- 
sels, 
That are uplifted in the morning air. 
Like crosses of some peaceable crusade ! 
It makes me long to sail for lands unknown. 
No matter whither ! Under me, in shadow. 
Gloomy and narrow lies the little tovrai, 
StiU sleeping, but to wake and toil awhile, 
Then sleep again. How dismal looks the 

prison. 
How grim and sombre in the sunless 

street, — 
The prison where she sleeps, or wakes and 

waits 
For what I dare not think of, — death, per- 
haps ! 
A word that has been said may be unsaid : 
It is but air. But when a deed is done 
It cannot be undone, nor can our thoughts 
Reach out to all the mischiefs that may 

follow. 
'T is time for morning prayers. I will go 

down. 
jMy father, though severe, is kind and just ; 
And when his heart is tender with devo- 
tion, — 
When from his lips have fallen the words, 

"Forgive us 
As we forgive," — then will I intercede 
For these poor people, and perhaps may 
save them. [Exit. 
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ScEXE II. — Dock Square. On one side, the tavern of 
tlie Tlirte Mariners. In tlu: haclground, a quaint 
huildinq irilh f/<diles ; and, beyond it, irliarves ami 
shippimj. Captain Kemptiiorn and others seated 
at a teihle iiefore the door. Sajiuel Cole sletnding 
near tJient. 

KEirpTiroRx. 

Come, drink about ! Ueniembor Parson ]\Iel- 

ham, 
And bless the man wlio first invented flip ! 
TlieiJ drink. 

COLE. 

Pray, blaster Kemptliorn, wliere were you last 
night ? 

ke:mptttorn. 

On board tlie Swallow, Simon Kemjithorn, 

master, 
Up for Barbadoes, and tlie Windward Islands. 

COLE. 

The town was in a tumiilt. 



KEMPTTIORX. 

And f(jr ^\ hat '! 

COLE. 

Yonr Quakers were arrested. 

KKSrPTIIORX. 

Plow my Quakers ? 

COLE. 

Those 3'Oir brought in your vessel from Bar- 
badoes. 

They made an uproar in the IMeetingdiouse 

Yesterday, and they "re now in jiristm for 
it. 

I owe 3rou little thanks for bringing them 

To the Three ]\Iariners. 

KEMPTIIORX. 

They have not harmed you. 
I tell you, Goodman Cole, that Quaker girl 
Is precious as a sea-bream's eye. I tell you 
It was a luckv day when first she set 
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Her little foot upon the Swallow's deck, 
Bringing good luck, fair winds, and pleasant 
weather. 

COLE. 

I am a law-abiding citizen ; 

I have a seat in the new Meeting-house, 

A cow-right on the Common ; and, besides. 

Am corporal in the Great Artillery. 

I rid me of the vagabonds at once. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Why should you not have Quakers at your 

tavern 
If you have fiddlers ? 



KEMPTHORN. 



How pompous and imposing he appears ! 
His great buff doublet bellying like a 

mainsail. 
And all his streamers fluttering in the 

wind. 
What holds he in his hand? 



COLE. 



A Proclamation. 



Enter the Marshal, with a proclamation ; and Merkt, 
with a halberd. They are preceded by a drummer, and 
followed by the hangman, with an armful of boohs, and 
a crowd of people, among whom are Upsall and 
JoH>f Endicott. a pile is made of the books. 



Never ! never ! never ! 
If you want fiddling you must go elsewhere. 
To the Green Dragon and the Admiral Vernon, 
And other such disreputable places. 
But the Three Mariners is an orderly house, 
Most orderly, quiet, and respectable. 
Lord Leigh said he could be as quiet here 
As at the Governor's. And have I not 
King Charles's Twelve Good Rules, all framed 

and glazed. 
Hanging in my best parlor? 

KEMPTHORN. 

Here's a health 
To good King Charles. Will you not drink 

the King ? 
Then drink confusion to old Parson Palmer. 

COLE. , 

And who is Parson Palmer ? I don't know 
him. 

KEMPTHORN. 

He had his cellar underneath his pulpit. 
And so preached o'er his liquor, just as you 
do. 

A drum within. 

COLE. 

Here comes the Marshal. 

MERRY (within). 
Make room for the Marshal. 



Silence, the drum ! Good citizens, attend 
To the new laws enacted by the Court. 

MARSHAL (reads). 

'Whereas a cursed sect of Heretics 
Has lately risen, commonly called Quakers, 
Who take upon themselves to be commis- 
sioned 
Immediately of God, and furthermore 
Infallibly assisted by the Spirit 
To write and utter blasphemous opinions, 
Despising Government and the order of 

God 
In Church and Commonwealth, and speak- 
ing evil 
Of Dignities, reproaching and reviling 
The Magistrates and Ministers, and seeking 
To turn the people from their faith, and 

thus 
Gain proselytes to their pernicious ways ; — 
This Court, considering the premises. 
And to prevent like mischief as is wrought 
By their means in our land, doth hereby 

order. 
That whatsoever master or commander 
Of any ship, bark, pink, or catch shall 

bring 
To any roadstead, harbor, creek, or cove 
Within this Jurisdiction any Quakers, 
Or other blasphemous Heretics, shall pay 
Unto the Treasurer of the Commonwealth 
One hundred pounds, and for default 
thereof 
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Be put in pvison, and continue there 
Till the Haid sum be satisfied and paid." 



Now, Simon Kempthorn, what say you to 
that ? 

KEMPTIIOKN. 

I pi'ay you, Cole, lend me a Imndved pounds ! 

MARSHAL (read.f). 

' If any one within this Jurisdiction 
Shall henceforth entertain, or shall conceal 
Quakers, or other blasphemous Heretics, 



Knowing them so to he. every such person 
Shall forfeit to the counti-y forty shillings 
For each liour s entertainment or conceal- 
ment. 
And shall b(5 sent to prison, as aforesaid, 
Until tlie forfeiture lie wliolljr paid." 
iMunniirs in t/ie crowd. 

KEjiprnoRX. 

Now, Goodman Cole, I think your turn 
has come ! 



Knowing them so to be ! 




KEJIPTUdRX. 

At forty shillings 
Ihi' hour, your fine will be some forty 
pounds ! 



Knowinii- them so to be ! That is the law. 
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MARSHAL (reads). 
" And it is further ordered and enacted, 
If any Quaker or Quakers shall presume 
To come henceforth into this Jurisdiction, 
Every male Quaker for the first offence 
Shall have one ear cut off; and shall be 

kept 
At labor in the Workhouse, till such time 
As he be sent away at his own charge. 
And for the repetition of the oifence 
Shall have his other ear cut off, and then 
Be branded in the palm of his right hand. 
And every woman Quaker shall be whipt 
Severely in three towns ; and every Quaker, 
Or he or she, that shall for a third time 
Herein again offend, shall have their 

tongues 
Bored through with a hot iron, and shall 

be 
Sentenced to Banishment on pain of Death." 
Loud murmurs. The voice of Cheistison in the crowd. 

O patience of the Lord ! How long, how 

long. 
Ere thou avenge the blood of Thine Elect ? 

MERRY. 

Silence, there, silence ! Do not break the 
peace ! 

MARSHAL (reads). 

" Every inhabitant of this Jurisdiction 
Who shall defend the horrible opinions 
Of Quakers, by denying due respect 
To equals and superiors, and withdrawing 
From Church Assemblies, and thereby ap- 
proving 
The abusive and destructive practices 
Of this accursed sect, in opposition 
To all the orthodox received opinions 
Of godly men, shall be forthwith com- 
mitted 
Unto close prison for one month ; and 

then 
Refusing to retract and to reform 
The opinions as aforesaid, he shall be 
Sentenced to Banishment on pain of Death. 
By the Court. Edward Rawson, Secretary." 
Now, hangman, do your duty. Burn those 

books. 
Loud murmurs in the crowd. The pile of books is lighted. 



I testify against these cruel laws ! 
Forerunners are they of some judgment on us ; 
And, in the love and tenderness I bear 
Unto this town and people, I beseech you, 

Magistrates, take heed, lest ye be found 
As fighters against God ! 

JOHN ENDicoTT (taking Upsall's hand). 

Upsall, I thank you 
For speaking words such as some younger 
man, 

1 or another, should have said before you. 
Such laws as these are cruel and oppressive ; 
A blot on this fair town, and a disgrace 

To any Christian people. 

MERRY (aside, listening behind Ihem). 

Here 's sedition ! 
I never thought that any good would come 
Of this young popinjay, with his long hair 
And his great boots, fit only for the Russians 
Or barbarous Indians, as his father says ! 

THE VOICE. 

Woe to the bloody town ! And rightfully 

Men call it the Lost Town ! The blood of 
Abel 

Cries from the ground, and at the final judg- 
ment 

The Lord will say, " Cain, Cain ! where is thy 
brother ? " 

MERRY. 

Silence there in the crowd ! 



UPSALL (aside). 



'T is Christison ! 



THE VOICE. 



foolish people, ye that think to burn 
And to consume the truth of God, I tell you 
That every flame is a loud tongue of fire 
To publish it abroad to all the world 
Louder than tongues of men ! 

KEMPTHORN (springing to Jiis feet). 

Well said, my hearty ! 
There 's a brave fellow ! There 's a man of 
pluck ! 
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A man who 's not afraid to say his say, 
Tliough a whole town "s against liim. Rain, 

rain, vain, 
Bones of St. I}ot(.)lpli, and put out tliis lire ! 

The drum heals. ExcnnI all hid Merry, Kemptiiohn, 
ami Cole. 



And now that matter 's ended, Goodman Cole, 
Fetch me a muo- of ale, your strongest ale. 

KEMPTIIORX (silliriff clown'). 

And me another mug of flip ; and put 
Two gills of brandy iu it. 

\_Exit Cole. 

MERRY. 

No ; no more. 
Xot a drop more, I say. You "ve had enough. 

KEMPTHOHX. 

^Vnd who are you, sir ? 



T 'm a Tithing-man, 
And Merry is my name. 

KEIIPTIIORN. 

A merry name ! 
I like it: and I'll drink your merry health 
TiU all is Llue. 

MERRY. 

And then you will be clapped 
Into the stocks, with the red letter D 
Hung round about your neck for di'unkenness. 
You 're a free-drinker, — yes, and a free- 
thinker ! 

KKMPXnORN. 

And you are Andrew Merry, or ^Nlerry An- 
drew. 

MERRY. 

My name is Walter Merry, and not Andrew. 
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KEMPTHORN. KEMPTHORN. 

Andrew or Walter, you 're a merry fellow ; Death's head and cross-bones. That 's a pi- 

I '11 swear to that. rate's flag ! 



No swearing, let me tell you. 
The other day one Shorthose had his tongue 
Put into a cleft stick for profane swearing. 

Cole brings the ale. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Well, where 's my flip ? As sure as my name's 
Kempthorn — 

MERRY. 

Is your name Kempthorn ? 

KEMPTHORN. 

That 's the name I go by. 



Beware how you revile the Magistrates ; 
You may be whipped for that, 

KEMPTHORN. 

Then mum 's the word. 
Exeunt Merry and Kempthorn. 

COLE. 

There 's mischief brewing ! Sure, there 's mis- 
chief brewing ! 

I feel like Master Josselyn when he found 

The hornet's nest, and thought it some strange 
fruit, 

Until the seeds came out, and then he dropped 
it. [Exit. 



What, Captain Simon Kempthorn of the Swal- 
low? 



Scene III. — A room in the Governor's house. Enter 
Governor Endicott and Merry. 



kempthorn. 



endicott. 



No other. 



merry (touchinff Mm on the shoulder). 

Then you 're wanted. I arrest you 
In the King's name. 

KEMPTHORN. 

And where 's your warrant ? 

MERRY (unfolding a paper, and reading). 

Here. 

Listen to me. " Hereby you are required, 
In the King's name, to apprehend the body 
Of Simon Kempthorn, mariner, and him 
Safely to bring before me, there to an- 
swer 
All such objections as are laid to him. 
Touching the Quakers." Signed, John Endi- 
cott. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Has it the Governor's seal ? 



MERRY. 



Ay, here it is. 



My son, vou say? 



MERRY. 

Your Worship's eldest son. 



ENDICOTT. 

Speaking against the laws ? 



Ay, worshipful sir. 



ENDICOTT. 

And in the public market-place? 



I saw him 

With my own eyes, heard him with my oivn 
ears. 



ENDICOTT. 



Impossible 



MERRY. 

He stood there in the crowd 
With Nicholas Upsall, when the laws were read 
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To-day against the Quakers, and I lieard 

liini 
Denounce and vilipend them as unjust, 
And cruel, wicked, and abominable. 



And every word you 've uttered since you 

came 
Has stabbed me to tlie lieai't ! 



ENDICOTT. 

Ungrateful son ! (.) God ! tiiou layest upon 

me 
A burden heavier than I can bear ! 
Surely the power of Satan must be great 
Upon the earth, if even the elect 
Are thus deceived and fall away from grace ! 



I do beseech 



Your Worsliip's pardoi 




Worshipful sir I I meant no harm — 

ENDICOTT. 

'T is well. 
You 've done your duty, though you've done 
it roughly, 

8T 



EXDICOTT. 

lie whom I have nurtured 
And Ijrought up in the reverence of the 

Lord ! 
The child of all my hopes and my affec- 
tions I 
He upon whom I leaned as a sure staff 
For my old age ! It is God's chastisement 
For leaning upon any arm but His I 



Your Worship ! — 



EXDICOTT. 



And this comes from holding parley 
With the delusions and deceits of Satan. 
At once, forever, must they be crushed out. 
Or all the land will reek with heresy ! 
Pray, have you any children ? 



No, not any. 

ENDICOTT. 

Thank God for that. He has delivered you 
From a great care. Enough ; my private 

griefs 
Too long have kept me from the public ser- 
vice. 

Exil Merry. E.xdicott aeats Jumsclf at the table and 
arranges ]n.f jxtpers. 

The hour has come ; and I am eager now 
To sit in judgment on these Heretics. 

(.4 Inocl:) 

Come in. Who is it ? (jVo? lankinr/ up.) 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

It is I. 



ENDICOTT (restraining himself). 



Sit dc 
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JOHN ENDICOTT (sitting down). 
I come to intercede for these poor people 
Who are in prison, and await their trial. 

ENDIOOTT. 

It is of them I wish to speak with you. 
I have been angry with you, but 't is 

passed. 
For when I hear your footsteps come or go. 
See in your features your dead mother's 

face, 
And in your voice detect some tone of 

hers. 
All anger vanishes, and I remember 
The days that are no more, and come no 

more, 
When as a child you sat upon my knee, 
And prattled of your playthings, and the 

games 
Yoii played among the pear trees in the 

orchard ! 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Oh, let the memory of my noble mother 
Plead with you to be mild and merciful ! 
For mercy more becomes a Magistrate 
Than the vindictive wrath which men call 
justice ! 

ENDICOTT. 

The sin of heresy is a deadly sin. 

'T is like the falling of the snow, whose 

crystals 
The traveller plays with, thoughtless of 

his danger, 
Until he sees the air so full of light 
That it is dark ; and blindly staggering 

onward, 
Lost, and bewildered, he sits down to 

rest ; 
There falls a pleasant drowsiness upon 

him. 
And what he thinks is sleep, alas ! is 

death. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

And yet who is there that has never 

doubted ? 
And doubting and believing, has not said, 
" Lord, I believe ; help thou my unbelief " ? 



ENDICOTT. 

In the same way we trifle with our doubts. 
Whose shining shapes are like the stars de- 
scending ; 
Until at last, bewildered and dismayed, 
Blinded by that which seemed to give us 

light. 
We sink to sleep, and find that it is death, 

(Rising. ) 
Death to the soul through all eternity ! 
Alas that I should see you growing up 
To man's estate, and in the admonition 
And nurture of the Law, to find you now 
Pleading for Heretics ! 

.JOHN ENDICOTT (rising). 

In the sight of God, 
Perhaps all men are Heretics. Who dares 
To say that he alone has found the truth ? 
We cannot always feel and think and act 
As those who go before us. Had you done 

so, 
You would not now be here. 

ENDICOTT. 

Have you forgotten 
The doom of Heretics, and the fate of 

those 
Who aid and comfort them? Have you for- 
gotten 
That in the market-place this very day 
You trampled on the laws ? What right have 

you. 
An inexperienced and untravelled youth. 
To sit in judgment here upon the acts 
Of older men and wiser than yourself. 
Thus stirring up sedition in the streets. 
And making me a byword and a jest ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Words of an inexperienced youth like me 
Were powerless if the acts of older men 
Went not before them. 'T is these laws 

themselves 
Stir up sedition, not my judgment of them. 

ENDICOTT. 

Take heed, lest I be called, as Brutus 

was 
To be the judge of my own son ! Begone ! 
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When you are tired of feeding upon husks, 
Return again to duty and submission, 
But not till then. 



JOHN ENDICOTT. 



I hear and I obey ! 



[Exit. 



ENDICOTT. 



Oh happy, happy they who have no children t 
He 's gone ! I hear the hall door shut behind 
him. 



It sends a dismal echo through my heart. 
As if forever it had closed between us, 
And I should look upon his face no more! 
Oh, this will drag me down into my grave, — 
To that eternal resting-place wherein 
Man lieth down, and riseth not again ! 
Till the heavens be no more he shall not 

wake. 
Nor be roused from his sleep ; for Thou dost 

change 
His countenance, and sendest him away ! 

lExit. 



ACT III. 



ScKNE I. — The Court of Assistants. Endicott, Bel- 
LINGHAM, Atheuton, and other magistrates. 
Kempthoun, Meury, and constables. Afterwards 
Wharton, Edith, and Christison. 

ENDICOTT. 

Call Captain Simon Kempthoin. 

MERRY. 

Simon Kempthorn. 
Come to the bar ! 

Kempthorn comes forward. 

ENDICOTT. 

You are accused of bringing 
Into this Jurisdiction, from Barbadoes, 
Some persons of that sort and sect of people 
Known by the name of Quakers, and main- 
taining 
Most dangerous and heretical opinions ; 
Purposely coming here to propagate 
Their heresies and errors ; bringing with them 
And spreading sundry books here, which con- 
tain 
Their doctrines most corrupt and blasphemous, 
And contrary to the truth professed among us. 
What say you to this charge ? 

KEMPTHORN. 

I do acknowledge. 
Among the passengers on board the Swallow 
Were certain persons saying Thee and Thou. 
They seemed a harmless people, mostways si- 
lent, 
Particularly when they said their prayers. 



ENDICOTT. 

Harmless and silent as the pestilence! 

You 'd better have brought the fever or the 

plague 
Among us in your ship ! Therefore, this Court, 
For preservation of the Peace and Truth, 
Hereby commands you speedily to transport. 
Or cause to be transported speedily. 
The aforesaid persons hence unto Barbadoes, 
From whence they came; you paying aU the 

charges 
Of their imprisonment. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Worshipful sir. 
No ship e'er prospered that has carried Quak- 
ers 
Against their will ! I knew a vessel once — 

ENDICOTT. 

And for the more effectual performance 
Hereof you are to give security 
In bonds amounting to one hundred pounds. 
On your refusal, you will be committed 
To prison till you do it. 

KEMPTHORN. 

But you see 
I cannot do it. The law, sir, of Barbadoes 
Forbids the landing Quakers on the island. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then you will be committed. Who comes 
next? 
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MERRY. 

There is another charge against the Captain. 



ENDICOTT. 



What is it ? 



Profane swearing, please your Worship. 
He cursed and swore fioni Dock Square to 
the Court-house. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then let him stand in the pillory for one hour. 
[Exit Kempthorn with constable. 

Who 's next ? 

MERRY. 

The Quakers. 

ENDICOTT. 

Call them. 



Which sayeth " Honor thy father and thy 
mother." 

WHARTON. 

John Endicott, thou art become too proud ; 
And lovest him who putteth off the hat, 
And honoreth thee by bowing of the body. 
And sayeth " Worshipful sir I " 'Tis time for 

thee 
To give such follies over, for thou mayest 
Be drawing very near unto thy grave. 

ENDICOTT. 

Now, sirrah, leave your canting. Take the 
oath. 

WHARTON. 

Nay, sirrah me no sirrahs ! 



ENDICOTT. 



Will you swear? 



MERRY. 



WHARTON. 



Edward Wharton, Nay, I will not. 



Come to the bar ! 



WHARTON. 

Yea, even to the bench. 

ENDICOTT. 



Take off your hat. 

WHARTON. 

My hat offendeth not. 
If it offendeth any, let him take it ; 
For I shall not resist. 

ENDICOTT. 

Take off his hat. 
Let him be fined ten shillings for contempt. 
Merry takes off Wharton's hat. 

WHARTON. 

What evil have I done ? 

ENDICOTT. 

Your hair 's too long ; 
And in not putting off your hat to us 
You 've disobeyed and broken that command- 
ment 



ENDICOTT. 

You made a great disturbance 
And uproar yesterday in the Meeting-house, 
Having your hat on. 

WHARTON. 

I made no disturbance ; 
For peacefully I stood, like other people. 
I spake no words ; moved against none my 

hand ; 
But by the hair they haled me out, and 

dashed 
Their books into my face. 

ENDICOTT. 

You, Edward Wharton, 
On pain of death, depart this Jurisdiction 
Within ten days. Such is your sentence. Go. 

WHARTON. 

John Endicott, it had been well for thee 
If this day's doings thou hadst left undone. 
But, banish me as far as thou hast power. 
Beyond the guard and presence of my God 
Thou canst not banish me ! 
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EXDICOTT. 

Depart the Cour 
We have no time to listen to your babble. 
Who s next ? [E.r(7 Wiiart 



MEHKY. 

This Avoman, for the same oft'ence 
Edith comes fonrm-il. 

EXDICOTT. 

What is your name ? 



"T is to the TTorlii nnknown, 
But written in the Book of Life. 

ENDICOTT. 

Take heed 
It be not written in the Book of Death ! 
What is it '^ 

EDITH. 

Edith Christison. 



EXDicoTT {icith eagerness). 
Of Wenlock Christison ? 



The daughter 



EDITH. 

I am his daughter. 

EXDICOTT. 

Your father hath given us trouble many times. 

A bold man and a violent, who sets 

At naught the authority of our Church and 

State, 
And is in banishment on pain of death. 
Where are you living V 

EDITH. 

In tlie Lord. 
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ENDICOTT. 



Without evasion. Where ? 



The Inner Light, and not the Written 
Make answer Word, 

To be the rule of life. 



ENDICOTT. 



My outward being 
Is in Barbadoes. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then why come you here ? 



EDITH. 

I come upon an errand of the Lord. 

KNDICOTT. 

'T is not the business of the Lord you 're do- 
ing ; 
It is the Devil's. Will you take the oath ? 
Give her the Book. 

JNIkrry offers the hook. 

EDITH. 

You offer me this Book 
To swear on; and it saitli, " Swear not at all, 
Neither by heaven, because it is God's Throne, 
Nor by the earth, because it is his footstool ! " 
I dare not swear. 

ENDICOTT. 

You dare not? Yet you Quakers 
Deny this Book of Holy Writ, the Bible, 
To be the Word of God. 

EDITH (reverenlially) . 

Christ is the Word, 
The everlasting oath of God. I dare not. 

ENDICOTT. 

You own yourself a Quaker, — do you not ? 



I own that in derision and reproach 
I am so called. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then you deny the Scripture 
To be the rule of life. 

EDITH. 

Yea, I believe 



And you deny 
That the Lord's Day is holy. 



Every day 
Is the Lord's Day. It runs through all 

our lives. 
As through the pages of the Holy Bible 
' Thus saith the Lord." 

ENDICOTT. 

You are accused of making 
An horrible disturbance, and affrighting 
The people in the Meeting-house on Sunday. 



What answer make 



you: 



I do not deny 
That I was present in your Steeple-house 
On the First Day ; but I made no disturb- 
ance. 

ENDICOTT. 

Why came you there ? 



Because the Lord commanded. 
His word was in my heart, a burning fire 
Shut up within me and consuming me, 
And I was very weary with forbearing ; 
I could not stay. 

ENDICOTT. 

'T was not the Lord that sent you ; 
As an incarnate devil did you come ! 



On the First Day, when, seated in my 

chamber, 
I heard the bells toll, calling you together. 
The sound struck at my life, as once at 

his. 
The holy man, our Founder, when he heard 
The far-off bells toll in the Vale of Beavor. 
It sounded like a market bell to call 
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The folk together, that the Priest might set 
His wares to sale. And tlie Lord said 
within me, 
" Thon must go cry aloud against that Idol, 
And all the worshipjjers thereof." 1 went 
Barefooted, clad in sackcloth, and I stood 
And listened at the threshold ; and I lieartl 
The praying and the singing and the })reaeh- 

ing. 
Which were luit outward forms, and witli- 

out power. 
Then rose a cry within me, and my heart 
Was tilled with admonitions and reproofs. 
Remembering how the Prophets and Apos- 
tles 
Denounced the covetous hirelings and di- 
viners, 
I entered in, and spake the words the 

Lord 
Commanded me to speak. I could no less. 



And, as it fell upon me, yon had said, 
■ Take heed it hurt thee not ! '" God's will 
be done ! 

WKN'LOCK ciUiiSTlsox {unseen ill tin: croird). 

Woe to the city of bbjod ! The stone sliall 

cry 
( )ut of the wall; tlie lieam frnni out the 

tiuilll-l' 

Shall answei' it ! Woe unto him that build- 

eth 
A town witli Idood, ami stablisheth a city 
By his iniquity I 

EXDICOTT. 

Who is it nrakes 
Such outcry here '! 

CHRISTISON (comiiii/ foririiril). 

I, Wenlock Christison 1 



KNDICOTT. 

Are yon a Prophetess ? 



Is it not written, 
" Upon my liandmaidens will I pour out 
^ly spirit, and they shall prophesy '" ? 

KNDICOTT. 

Enough ; 
For out of your own mouth are you con- 
demned I 
Xeed we hear further? 

THE JUDGES. 

We are satisfied. 

KXDICOTT. 

It is sufficient. Editli Christison, 

The sentence of the Court is, that you be 

Scourged in three to^\ms, with forty stripes 

save one. 
Then banished upon pain of death ! 

EDITH. 

Your sentence 
Is truly no more terrible to me 
Than had you blown a feather into the 
au', 
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ENDICOTT. 

Banished on pain of deatli, wliy come you 
here ? 

CHRISTISON. 

I come to warn you that you shed no 

mori.' 
The blood of innocent men I It cries aloud 
For vengeance to the Lord ! 

o 

ENDICOTT. 

Your life is forfeit 
Unto the law ; and you shall surely die, 
And shall not live. 

CHRISTISON'. 

Like unto Eieazer, 
jMaintaining the excellence of ancient years 
And the honor of his gray liead, I stand 

before you ; 
Like him disdaining all hypocrisy, 
Lest, through desire to live a little longer, 
I get a stain to my old age and name ! 

ENDICOTT. 

Being in banishment, on pain of death. 
You come now in among us in rebellion. 

CHRISTISON. 

I come niit in among you in reljellion, 
Brit in obedience to the Lord of Heaven. 
Not in contempt to any ^Ligistrate, 
lUit only in the love I bear your souls. 
As ye shall know hereafter, when all men 
Give an account of deeds done in the body I 
God's righteous judgments ye cannot escape. 

ONE OF THE .lUDGES. 

Those who have gone liefore you said the 

same. 
And yet no judgment of the Lord hath fallen 
Upon us. 

CHRISTISON. 

He but waiteth till the measure 
Of your iniquities shall lie filled up, 
And ye have run your race. Then will his 

wrath 
Descend upon yon to the uttermost ! 
For thy part, Humphrey Atherton, it hangs 




Over thy head already. It shall come 
Suddenly, as a thief doth in the night. 
And in the hour when least thou thinkest 
of it! 

ENDICOTT. 

We have a law, and l:iy that law you die. 

CHRISTISON. 

I, a free man of England and freeliorn. 
Appeal unto the laws of mine own nation ! 

ENDICOTT. 

There s no apj^eal to England from this 

Court ! 
What ! do you thinly our statutes are but 

paper ? 
Are but dead leaves that rustle in the wind? 
Or litter to be trampled under foot ? 
What say }e. Judges of the Court. — what 

say ye ? 
Shall this man suffer death ? Speak your 

opinions. 




' And ye shall be accursed forevermore " 

Johu Rjidlcott. 
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ONE OF THB JUDGES. 

I am a mortal man, and die I must, 
And that erelong ; and I must then appear 
Before the awful judgment-seat of Christ, 
To give account of deeds done in the body. 
My greatest glory on that day will be, 
That I have given my vote against this man. 

CHKISTISON. 

If, Thomas Danforth, thou hast nothing more 

To glory in upon that dreadful day 

Than blood of innocent people, then thy 

glory 
Will be turned into shame ! The Lord hath 

said it ! 

ANOTHER JUDGE. 

I cannot give consent, while other men 
Who have been banished upon pain of death 
Are now in their own houses here among us. 

ENDICOTT. 

Ye that will not consent, make record of it. 
I thank my God that I am not afraid 
To give my judgment. Wenlock Christison, 
You must be taken back from hence -to prison. 
Thence to the place of public execution. 
There to be hanged till you be dead — dead 
— dead ! 

CHRISTISON. 

If ye have power to take my life from me, — 
Which I do question, — God hath power to 

raise 
The principle of life in other men. 
And send them here among you. There 

shall be 
No peace unto the wicked, saith my God. 
Listen, ye Magistrates, for the Lord hath 

said it ! 
The day ye put his servitors to death, 
That day the Day of your own Visitation, 
The Day of Wrath, shall pass above your 

heads, 
And ye shall be accursed forevermore ! 

{To Edith, embracing Ixer.') 
Cheer up, dear heart ! they have not power 

to liarra us. 

[Exeunt Christison and Edith guarded. The Scene 
closes. 
88 



Scene II. — A Street. Enter John Endicott and 
Upsall. 

john endicott. 

Scourged in three towns ! and yet the busy 
people 

Go up and down the streets on their af- 
fairs 

Of business or of pleasure, as if nothing 

Had happened to disturb them or their 
thoughts ! 

When bloody tragedies like this are acted 

The pulses of a nation should stand still ; 

The town should be in mourning, and the 
people 

Speak only in low whispers to each otlier. 



I know this people ; and that underneath 
A cold outside there burns a secret fire 
That will find vent, and will not be put out. 
Till every remnant of these barbarous laws 
Shall be to ashes burned, and blown away. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Scourged in three towns ! It is incredible 
Such things can be ! I feel the blood within 

me 
Fast mounting in rebellion, since in vain 
Have I implored compassion of my father ! 

UPSALL. 

You know your father only as a father ; 

I know him better as a Magistrate. 

He is a man both loving and severe ; 

A tender heart ; a will inflexible. 

None ever loved him more than I have loved 
him. 

He is an upright man and a just man 

In aU tilings save the treatment of the Quak- 
ers. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Yet I have found him cruel and unjust 
Even as a father. He has driven me forth 
Into the street ; has shut his door upon 

me. 
With words of bitterness. I am as home- 
less 
As these poor Quakers are. 
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IJPSALL. 

Then come with nie. 
Yoa shall be welcome for your fatlier's 

sake. 
And the old friendship that has been between 

us. 



He will relent erelong. A father's anger 
Is like a sword without a handle, piercing 
Both ways alike, and wounding him that 

wields it 
No less tlian Iiim that it is pointed at. 

[Exeunt. 




Scene III. — The prison. Nir/hl. Edith reading the 
Bilile hy a lamp. 

EDITH. 

" Blessed are ye when men sliall persecute 

you, 
And shall revile you, and shall say against 

you 
All manner of evil falsely for my sake ! 



Rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great 
Is your reward in heaven. For so the 

l^rophets. 
Which were before you, have been perse- 
cuted." 

Enter John Endicott. 



.JOHN endicott. 



Edith I 
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EDITH. 

Who is it speaketh? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 



As thou didst call me once. 



Saul of Tarsus ; 



EDITH (coming forward). 

Yea, I remember. 
Thou art the Governor's son. 



JOH>f ENDICOTT. 



I am ashamed 



Thou shouldst remember me. 



Why comest thou 
Into this dark guest-chamber in the night? 
What seekest thou? 

JOHN EXDICOTT. 

Forgiveness ! 



I forgive 
All who have injured me. What hast thou 
done? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

I have betrayed thee, thinking that in this 
I did God service. Now, in deep contrition, 
I come to rescue thee. 

EDITH. 

From what? 



JOHN ENDICOTT. 



From prison. 



I am safe here within these gloomy walls. 



JOHN ENDICOTT. 



From scourging in the streets, and in three 
towns ! 



Remembering who was scourged for me I 

shrink not 
Nor shudder at the forty stripes save one. 



JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Perhaps from death itself ! 



I fear not death. 
Knowing who died for me. 

JOHN ENDICOTT (aside). 

Sure some divine 
Ambassador is speaking through those lips 
And looking through those eyes ! I cannot 
answer ! 



If all these prison doors stood opened wide 
I would not cross the threshold, — not one 

step. 
There are invisible bars I cannot break ; 
There are invisible doors that shut me in. 
And keep me ever steadfast to my pur- 
pose. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Thou hast the patience and the faith of 
Saints I 



Thy Priest hath been with me this day to 

save me. 
Not only from the death that comes to all, 
But from the second death! 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

The Pharisee ! 
My heart revolts against him and his creed ! 
Alas ! the coat that was without a seam 
Is rent asunder by contending sects ; 
Each bears away a portion of the garment, 
Blindly believing that he has the whole ! 

EDITH. 

When Death, the Healer, shall have touched 
our eyes 

With moist clay of the grave, then shall we 
see 

The trtith as we have never yet beheld it. 

But he that overcometh shall not be 

Hurt of the second death. Has he forgot- 
ten 

The many mansions in our father's house? 
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JOHN ENDICOTT. 

There is no pity in liis iron iieart I 

Tlie hands that now bear stamped upon their 

palms 
The liurning sign of Heresy, liereafter 
Shall be uplifted against such accusers, 
And then the imprinted letter and its meaning 
Will not be Heresy, but Holiness ! 



Remember, thou condenmest thine own father! 

.T0n\ ENDICOTT. 

I have no father ! He has cast me off. 
I am as homeless as the wind that moans 
And wanders through the streets. Oh, come 

with me I 
Do not delay. Thy God shall be my God, 
And where thou goest I will go. 

EDITH. 

I cannot. 
Yet will I not deny it, nor conceal it ; 
From the first moment I beheld thy face 
I felt a tenderness in my soul towards thee. 
My mind has since been inward to the 

l.ord. 
Waiting his word. It has not yet been spoken. 

JOHN EXDICOTT. 

I cannot wait. Trust me. Oh, come with me ! 



In the next room, my father, an old man. 



Sitteth imprisoned and condemned to death, 
Willing to prove his faith by martyrdom ; 
And thinkest thou his daughter would do less ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Oh, life is sweet, and death is terrible ! 



I have too long walked hand in hand with 

death 
To shudder at that pale familiar face. 
But leave me now. I wish to be alone. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Not yet. Oh, let me stay. 



Urge me no more. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Alas I good night. I will not saygood-byl 

EDITH. 

Put this tem])tation underneath thy feet. 

To him that overcometii shall hi- given 

The white stone with the new name written 
on it. 

That no man knows save him that doth re- 
ceive it, 

And I will give thee a new name, and call 
thee 

Paul of Damascus and not Saul of Tarsus. 

\_Exit Endicott. Edith sils don-n aijain to read the 
Bible. 
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ACT IV. 



Scene I. — King Street, in front of the town-house. Kemp- 
THOKN in the pillory. Meruy, and a crowd of 
lookers-on. 

KK3IPTH0RN (sings). 

Tub world is full of care, 

Much like unto a bubble ; 
"Women and care, and care and women, 

And women and care and trouble. 

Good Master Merry, may I say confound? 



MERRY. 



Ay, that you may. 



KEMPTHORN. 



Well, then, with your permission, 
Confound the Pillory ! 



That 's the very thing 
The joiner said who made the Shrewsbury 

stocks. 
He said, Confound the stocks, because they put 

him 
Into his own. He was the first man in them. 

KEMPTHORN. 

For swearing, was it ? 

MERRY. 

No, it was for charging; 
He charged the town too much ; and so the 

town. 
To make things square, set him in his own 

stocks, 
And fined him five pound sterling, — just 

enough 
To settle his own bill. 

KEMPTHORN. 

And served him right ; 
But, Master Merry, is it not eight bells ? 



Not quite. 



MERRY. 



KEMPTHORN. 



Of being perched aloft here in this cro' nest 
Like the first miite of a whaler, or a Middy 
Mast-headed, looking out for land ! Sail ho ! 
Here comes a heavy-laden merchantman 
With the lee clews eased off, and running 

free 
Before the wind. A solid man of Boston. 
A comfortable man, witli dividends, 
And the first salmon, and the first green peas. 

A gentleman passes. 
He does not even turn his head to look. 
He 's gone without a word. Here comes an- 
other, 
A different kind of craft on a taut bow- 
line, — 
Deacon Giles Firmin the apothecary, 
A pious and a ponderous citizen, 
Looking as rubicund and round and splendid 
As the great bottle in his own shop window ! 
Deacon Firmin pa.ises. 

And here 's my host of the Three Mariners, 

My creditor and trusty taverner. 

My corporal in the Great Artillery ! 

He 's not a man to pass me without speak- 
ing. 

Cole looks away and passes. 

Don't yaw so ; keep your luff, old hypo- 
crite ! 

Respectable, ah yes, respectable. 

You, with your seat in the new Meeting- 
house, 

Your cow-right on the Common ! But who 's 
this ? 

I did not know the ]Mary Ann was in ! 

And yet this is my old friend, Captain Gold- 
smith, 

As sure as I stand in the bilboes here. 

Why, Ralph, my boy ! 

Enter Ralph Goldsmith. 



GOLDSMITH. 

Why, Simon, is it you? 



Set in the bilboes ' 



KEMPTHORN. 



For, do you see ? I 'm getting tired 



Chock-a-block, you see, 
And without chafing-gear. 
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GOLDSJIITII. 

And what's it for? 

KEMPTIIORX. 

Ask that starbowline with tlie boat-liook there, 
That handsome man. 

MERRY (bowing). 

For swearing. 

KEMPTIIORX. 

In tiris town 
They put sea-captains in tlie stocljs for swear- 
ing, 
And Quakers for not swearing. So looli out. 



The \&\\ allows yon now to go at large 
Like Elder Oliver's horse upon the Common, 

KKMPTHORX. 

Now, hearties, bear a hand I Let go and haul. 

Kempthorx is set free, and comes forward, shaking 

Goldsmith's hand. 

KEMPTHORX. 

Give me your hand, Ralph. Ah, how good 

it feels! 
The hand of an old friend. 

GOLDSMITH. 

God bless von, Simon ! 



golds:mith. 



I pray you set him free ; lie meant no harm ; 
'T is an old habit he picked up afloat. 



Well, as j'our time is out, you may come 
down. 



KEJIPTHORX. 

Now let us make a straight ^vake for the tavern 

Of the Three IMariners, Samuel Cole com- 
mander ; 

Where we can take our ease, and see the 
shipping, 

And talk aliout old times. 
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GOLDSMITH. 

First I must pay 
My duty to the GoYernor, and take him 
His letters and despatches. Come with me. 

KEMPTIIORN. 

I 'd rather not. I saw him yesterday. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Then wait for me at the Three Nuns and 
Comb. 

KEMPTHORN. 

I thank you. That 's too near to the town 

pump. 
I will go with yon to the Governor's, 
And wait outside there, sailing off and on ; 
If I am wanted, yon can hoist a signal. 



Shall I go with you and point out the way ' 

GOLDSMITH. 

Oh no, I thank yon. I am not a stranger 
Here in your crooked little town. 



Ho 



Do you abuse our town ? 



w now, sir .' 

\_Exit. 



GOLDSMITH. 

Oh, no offence. 

KF.MPTHORN. 

Ralph, I am under bonds for a hundred pound. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Hard lines. What for ? 



Scene II. — Street in front of the prison. In the back- 
ground a gateway and several flights of steps leading 
up terraces to the Governor's house. A pump on one 
side of the street. John Endicott, Merry, Up- 
SALL, and others. A drum heats. 

JOHN endicott. 
Oh shame, shame, shame ! 



Yes, it would be a shame 
But for the damnable sin of Heresy ! 

.lOHN ENDICOTT. 

A woman sconrged and dragged about our 
streets ! 



Well, Roxbury and Dorchester must take 
Their share of shame. She will be whipped 

in each ! 
Three towns, and Forty Stripes save one ; 

that makes 
Thirteen in each. 

JOHN KXDICOTT. 

And are we Jews or Christians? 
See where she comes, amid a gaping crowd ! 
And she a child. Oh, pitiful ! pitiful ! 
There 's blood upon her clothes, her hands, 
her feet ! 

Enter Marshal and a drummer, Edith, stripped to the 
waist, followed by the hangman nith a scourge, and a 
noisy crowd. 

EDITH. 

Here let me rest one moment. I am tired. 
Will some one give me water ? 



KEMPTHORN. 

To take some Quakers back 
I brought here from Barbadoes in the Swallow. 
And how to do it I don't clearly see. 
For one of them is banished, and another 
Is sentenced to be hanged ! What shall I do ? 



GOLDSMITH. 



Just slip your hawser on some cloudy night ; 

Sheer off, and pay it with the topsail, 

Simon ! ^Exeunt. 



At his peril. 

UPS ALL. 

Alas ! that I should live to see this day ! 

A WOMAN. 

Did I forsake my father and my mother 
And come here to New England to see this ? 

EDITH. 

I am athirst. Witl no one give me water? 
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JOHN ENDICOTT 

(making his way through the crowd with water). 
In the Lord's name! 

EDITH (drinking). 

In his name I receive it ! 
Sweet as the water of Samaria's well 
This water tastes. I thank thee. Is it thou ? 
I was afraid thou hadst deserted me. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Never will I desert thee, nor deny thee. 
Be comforted. 



O Master Endicott, 
Be careful what you say. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Peace, idle babbler ! 

MEKRY. 

You '11 rue these words ! 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Art thou not better now ? 

EDITH. 

They 've struck me as with roses. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Ah, these wounds ! 



These bloody garments ! 



It is granted me 
To seal my testimony with my blood. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

O blood-red seal of man's vindictive wrath ! 

roses of the garden of the Lord! 
I, of the household of Iscariot, 

1 have betrayed in thee my Lord and Master ! 

Wenlock Christison appears above, at the window of 
the prison, stretching out his hands through the bars. 

christison. 

Be of good courage, O my child ! my child ! 
Blessed art thou when men shall persecute 
thee ! 



Fear not their faces, saith the Lord, fear not, 
For I am with thee to deliver thee. 

A citizen. 
Who is it crying from the prison yonder ! 

MERRY. 

It is old Wenlock Christison. 

christison. 

Remember 
Him who was scourged, and mocked, <niid cru- 
cified ! 
I see his messengers attending thee. 
Be steadfast, oh, be steadfast to the end ! 

EDITH (with exultation}. 

I cannot reach thee with these arms, O 

father ! 
But closely in my soul do I embrace thee 
And hold thee. In thy dungeon and thy death 
I will be with thee, and will comfort thee! 

MARSHAL. 

Come, put an end to this. Let the drum 
beat. 

The drum beats. Exeunt all but John Endicott, 
Upsall, and Merry. 

christison. 

Dear child, farewell ! Never shall I behold 
Thy face again with these bleared eyes of 

flesh; 
And never wast thou fairer, lovelier, dearer 
Than now, when scourged and bleeding, and 

insulted 
For the truth's sake. O pitiless, pitiless town ! 
The wrath of God hangs over thee : and the 

day 
Is near at hand when thou shalt be abandoned 
To desolation and the breeding of nettles. 
The bittern and the cormorant shall lodge 
Upon thine upper lintels, and their voice 
Sing in thy windows. Yea, thus saith the 

Lord ! 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Awake ! awake ! ye sleepers, ere too late. 
And wipe these bloody statutes from your 
books ! lExlt. 
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MERRY. 

Take heed : the walls have ears ! 



Scene III. — The Governor's prkale room. Pcqjers upon 
(he table. Exdicott and Bellingham. 



UPSALL. 

At last, the heart 
Of every honest man must speak or break ! 
Enter Governor Endicott with his halberdiers. 

ENDICOTT. 

What is this stir and tumult in the street ? 

merry. 

Worshipful sir, the whipping of a girl, 
And her old father howling from the prison. 



EXDICOTT (to his halberdiers). 



(io on. 



ENDICOTT. 

There is a ship from England has come in, 
Bringing despatches and much news from 

home. 
His Majesty was at the Abbey crowned ; 
And when the coronation was complete 
There passed a mighty tempest o'er the city, 
Portentous with great thunderings and 

lightnings. 

BELLINGHAM. 

After his father's, if I well remember. 
There was an earthquake, that foreboded 
evil. 



christison. 

Antiochus ! Antiochus ! 
O thou that slayest the Maccabees ! The Lord 
Shall smite thee with incurable disease, 
And no man shall endure to carry thee ! 

merry. 
Peace, old blasphemer ! 

CHRISTISON. 

I both feel and see 
The presence and the waft of death go forth 
Against thee, and already thou dost look 
Like one that 's dead ! 

MERRY (pointing). 

And there is your own son, 
Worshipful sir, abetting the sedition. 

ENDICOTT. 

Arrest him. Do not spare him. 

MERRY (aside). 

His own child ! 
There is some special providence takes care 
That none shall be too happy in this world ! 
His own first-born ! 

ENDICOTT. 

O Absalom, my son ! 

[Exeunt; the Governor with his halberdiers ascending 

the steps of his house. 

89 



ENDICOTT. 

Ten of the Regicides have been put to 

death ! 
The bodies of Cromwell, Ireton, and Brad- 

shaw 
Have been dragged from their graves, and 

publicly 
Hanged in tlieir shrouds at Tj'burn. 



BELLINGHAM. 



ENDICOTT. 



Horrible I 



Thus the old tyranny revives again ! 
Its arm is long enough to reach us here, 
As you will see. For, more insulting still 
Than flaunting in our faces dead men's 

shrouds, 
Here is the King's Mandamus, taking from 

us, 
From this day forth, all power to punish 

Quakers. 



BELLINGHAM. 



That takes from us all power ; we are but 

puppets. 
And can no longer execute our laws. 



ENDICOTT. 



His Majesty begins with pleasant words, 
" Trusty and well-beloved, we greet you 
well;" 
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Then with a ruthless hand he strips from me 
All that which makes me what I am ; as if 
From some old general in the field, grown 

gray 
In service, scarred with many womads. 
Just at the hour of victory, he should strip 
His badge of office and his well-gained honors, 
And thrust him back into the ranks again. 

Opens the Mandamus, and hands it to BellinGHAM ; and, 
while he vi reading, Endicott icalks up and down the 
room. 

Here read it for yourself ; you see his words 
Are pleasant words — considerate — not re- 
proachful — 
Nothing could be more gentle — or more 

royal ; 
But then the meaning underneath the words, 
Mark that. He says all people known as 

Quakers 
Among us, now condemned to suffer death 
Or any corporal punishment whatever, 
Who are imprisoned, or may be obnoxious 
To the like condemnation, shall be sent 
Forthwith to England, to be dealt with there 
In such wise as shall be agreeable 
Unto the English law and their demerits. 
Is it not so? 

BELLINGHAM {returning the paper). 
Ay, so the paper says. 

ENDICOTT. 

It means we shall no longer rule the Prov- 
ince ; 
It means farewell to law and liberty, 
Authority, respect for Magistrates, 
The peace and welfare of the Common- 
wealth. 
If all the knaves upon this continent 
Can make appeal to England, and so thwart 
The ends of truth and justice by delay. 
Our power is gone forever. We are noth- 



But being the King's Mandamus, signed and 

sealed, 
We must obey, or we are in rebellion. 

ENDICOTT. 

I tell you, Richard Bellingham, — I tell you, 
That this is the beginning of a struggle 
Of which no mortal can foresee the end. 
I shall not live to fight the battle for you, 
I am a man disgraced in eveiy way ; 
This order takes from me my self-respect 
And the respect of others. 'T is my doom, 
Yes, my death-Avarrant, but must be obeyed ! 
Take it, and see that it is executed 
So far as this, that all be set at large ; 
But see that none of them be sent to Eng- 
land 
To bear false witness, and to spread reports 
That might be prejudicial to ourselves. 

lExit Bellingham. 

There 's a dull pain keeps knocking at my 

heart. 
Dolefully saying, " Set thy house in order. 
For thou shalt surely die, and shalt not 

live ! " 
For me the shadow on the dial-plate 
Goeth not back, but on into the dark ! 

lExit. 

Scene IV. — The street. A crowd, reading a placard on 
the door of the Meeting-house. Nicholas Upsall 
among them. Enter John Norton. 

NORTON. 

What is this gathering here? 



One William Brand, 
An old man like ourselves, and weak in body. 
Has been so cruelly tortured in his prison. 
The people are excited, and they threaten 
To tear the prison down. 



But ciphers, valueless save when we follow 
Some unit ; and our unit is the King ! 
T' is he that gives us value. 

bellingham. 

I confess 
Such seems to be the meaning of this paper, 



NORTON. 

What has been done? 

UPSALL. 



He has been put in irons, with his neck 
And heels tied close together, and so left 
From five in the morning until nine at night. 
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What Jiioi'e was done ? 



In liis Leljalf that did so. I suppose 
That he refused to work. 



Ul'SALL. 



He lias bi'on kept five dajs 
In prison without food, and eruelly beaten, 
So that his limbs were cold, his senses stopped. 



What more '.'' 

Ul'SALL. 

And is this not enough? 

Nor.ioN. 

Now hear me. 

This Williaiu Brand of yours has tried to 
beat 

Our Gospel Ordinances black and blue ; 

And, if he has been beaten in like man- 
ner. 

It is but justice, and I will appear 



UPSALL. 

lie was too weak. 
I low (Mjuld an old man work, -when he was 
starving ? 

NORTON. 

And what is this j^lacard ? 



The Magistrates, 
To appease the peojile and j^i'cvent a tumult. 
Have put uj) these placards Throughout tlie 

town. 
Declaring that the jailer shall be dealt with 
Impartially and sternly by the Court. 

xouTox {kariiig 'liiii:ii the /jlacard). 

Do^\n with this weak and cowardly conces- 
sion. 
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This flag of truce with Satan and with Sin ! 
I fling it ill Ills face ! I ti'aniple it 
Under my feet ! It is liis cunning craft, 
The masterpiece f)f liis di2)lomacy, 
To cry and j^lead for l)oundless toleration. 
But toleration is the first-born child 
Of all abominations and deceits. 
Tliere is no room in Christ's triumj^liant army 
For tolerationists. And if an Angel 
Preacli any other gospel unto you 
Than that ye have received, God's maledic- 
tion 
Descend upon him ! Let him be accursed, 

SJixii. 



UPS A I, I.. 

Now, go thy ways, John Norton I go thy ways. 
Thou (Jrthodo.v Evangelist, as men call thee ! 
l)Ut even now there cometh ont of England, 
Like an o'ertaking and accusing conscience. 
An outraged man, to call thee to account 
For the unrighteous murder of his son ! 

{ErAl. 

iScENK V. — Tlie W'dderiiess. Enlcr Edith. 

KniTH. 

fl0T\f beautiful are these autumnal woods ! 
The Avilderness doth blossom like the rose, 




And change into a garden of the Lord ! 
How silent everywhere I Alone and lost 
Here in the forest, there comes over me 
An inward awfulness. I recall the words 
Of the Apostle Paul : " In journeyings often. 
Often in perils in the wilderness, 
In weariness, in painfulness, in watchings. 
In hunger and thirst, in cold and nakedness; " 
And I forget my weariness and pain. 



My watchings, and my hunger and my thirst. 
The Lord hath said that He will seek his 

flock 
In cloudy and dark days, and they shall 

dwell 
Securely in the wilderness, and sleep 
Safe in the a\ oods I Whichever way I turn, 
I come back with my face towards the 

town. 
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Dimly I see it, and tlie se:i beyoiul it. 

cruel town ! I know wluit waits me there, 
And yet I must go haek; for e\er louder 

1 hear the inward calling of the Spii'it, 
And must obey the voice. O woods, that 

Avear 
Your golden crown of martj-rdom, biootl- 

stained, 
From you I learn a lesson of submission, 
And am obedient even unto death. 
If God so wills it. \_Enii- 

JOHN' KXIIICOTT (icil/illi). 

Edith ! Edith 1 Edith ! 

lie enters. 
It is in vain ! I call, she answers not ; 
I follow, but I find no trace of her ! 
Blood! blood! The leaves above me and 

around me 
Are red with blood ! The pathways of the 

forest, 



The clouds that canopy the setting sun, 
And even tlie little ri\'er in the riKnidows 
Are staini;d with it ! Where'er I look, I 

see it ! 
Away, thou horrible vision ! Leave me ! 

leave me ! 
Alas ! yon winding stream, that gropes its 

Avay 
Through juist and shadow, doulding on itself, 
At lengtli will find, by the unerring law 
Of nature, what it seeks. O soul of man. 
Groping thi'ough mist and shadow, and re- 
coiling 
Back on thyself, are, too, thy devious ways 
Subject to law 'f and when thou seemest to 

wander 
The farthest from thy goal, art thou still 

di'awing 
Nearer and nearer to it, till at length 
Thou findest, like the river, what thou seek- 



est 



[ Eiit. 



ACT V 



Scene I. — DayhrealK. Sirect in front (</' Urs all's liouse. 
A light in the ivini/mi: Enter John Exdicott. 

JOHN- ENDICOTT. 

SILENT, sombre, and deserted streets. 

To me ye 're jieopled with a sad jjrocession. 

And echo only to the voice of sorrow ! 

houses full of peacefulness and sleep. 
Far l:)etter were it to awake no more 
Than wake to look upon such scenes again ! 
There is a light in Master UpsalFs window. 
The good man is already risen, for sleej) 
Deserts the couches of the old. 

Knocks at Upsall's Join-. 

UI'SALL (((/ tJie xvindoir). 

Who s there ? 

JOTIN ENDICOTT. 

Am I so changed j ou do not know my 
voice '! 

UPSALL. 

1 know you. Have you heard what things 

have happened ? 




\ ;^v^A 
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JOHN ENDICOTT. 

I have heard nothing. 

UPSALL. 

Stay ; I will come down. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

I am afraid some dreadful news awaits me ! 
I do not dare to ask, yet am impatient 
To know the worst. Oh, I am very weary 
With waiting and with watching and pursu- 
ing ! 

Enter Upsall. 

UPSALL. 

Thank God, you have come back ! I 've much 

to tell you. 
Where have you been ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

You know that I was seized, 
Fined, and released again. You know that 

Edith, 
After her scourging in three towns, was ban- 
ished 
Into the wilderness, into the land 
That is not sown ; and there I followed 

her. 
But found her not. WJiere is she? 



She is here. 



JOHN ENDICOTT. 



Oh, do not speak that word, for it means 
death ! 



No, it means life. She sleeps in yonder 

chamber. 
Listen to me. When news of Leddra's death 
Reached England, Edward Burroughs, having 

boldly 
Got access to the presence of the King, 
Told him there was a vein of innocent blood 
Opened in his dominions here, which threat- 
ened 
To overrun them all. The King replied, 
" But I will stop that vein ! " and he forth- 
with 



Sent his Mandamus to our Magistrates, 
That they proceed no further in this busi- 
ness. 
So all are pardoned, and all set at large. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Thank God ! This is a victory for tnith ! 

Our thoughts are free. They cannot be 
shut up 

In prison walls, nor put to death on scaf- 
folds ! 

UPSALL. 

Come in ; the morning air blows sharp and 

cold 
Through the damp streets. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

It is the dawn of day 
That chases the old darkness from our 

sky, 
And fills the land with liberty and light. 

\_Exeunt. 

Scene II. — The parlor of (lie Three Mariners. 
Enter Kempthokn. 

KEMPTHOBN. 

A DULL life this, — a dull life anyway ! 

Ready for sea ; the cargo all aboard, 

Cleared for Barbadoes, and a fair wind 
blowing 

From nor'-nor'-west ; and I, an idle lub- 
ber. 

Laid neck and heels by that confounded 
bond! 

I said to Ralph, says I, " What 's to be 
done ? " 

Says he : " Just slip your hawser in the 
night ; 

Sheer off, and pay it with the topsail, Si- 
mon." 

But that won't do ; because, you see, the 
owners 

Somehow or other are mixed up with it. 

Here are King Charles's Twelve Good Rules, 
that Cole 

Thinks as important as the Rule of Three. 
{Reads.') 

" Make no comparisons ; make no long meals." 
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Tliose are good rules ami golden for a laiid- 

Icird' 
To hang in his liest paiior, framed and 

ghrzed ! 
'Maintain no ill oj^inions; urge no healths." 
I drink the King's, whatever he may say, 
And, as to ill opinions, that depends. 
Now of Ralph Goldsmith I 've a good 

opinion. 
And of the bilboes I ve an ill opinion ; 
And both of these opinions I '11 maintain 
As long as there 's a sliot left in the locker. 
Enler Ed\vai:d Butter n-iili fin ear-lnimpel. 

BUTTEK. 

Good morning. Captain Kempthorn. 

KEMPTHURX. 

Sir, to you. 
You "ve the advantage of me. I don't 

know yon. 
What may I call your name? 



KEMPTHORN'. 



Yes, that s my name. What 's j-onrs ? 



^ly name is IJutter. 
I am the treasurer of the Commonwealth. 

KEJIPTIIORX. 

Will you be seated? 

liUTTER. 

What say? Who s conceited? 

KEMPTIIORX. 

^^'ill you sit down ? 

BUTTER. 

Oh, thank j'ou. 

KEJII'TIIORX. 

Spread yourself 
Upon this chair, sweet Butter. 



BUTTER. 

That 's not your name ? 



BUTTER (sittiny doirii). 



A fine morning. 
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KEMPTHOEN. 

Nothing's the matter with it that I know of. 
I have seen better, and I have seen worse. 
The wind 's nor "west. That 's fair for them 
that sail. 

BUTTEK. 

You need not speak so loud ; I understand 

you. 
You sail to-day. 

KEMPTIIORN. 

No, I don't sail to-day. 
So, be it fair or foul, it matters not. 
Say, will you smoke ? There 's choice tobacco 
here. 

BUTTER. 

No, thank you. It 's against the law to 
smoke. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Then, will you drink? There 's good ale at 
this inn. 



No, thank you. It 's against the law to 
drink. 

KEMPTHOEN. 

Well, almost everything 's against the law 
In this good town. Give a wide berth to one 

thing, 
You 're sure to fetch up soon on something 

else. 



KEMPTHORN. 

I 'm under bonds 
To take some Quakers back to the Barbadoes ; 
And one of them is banished, and another 
Is sentenced to be hanged. 

BUTTER. 

No, all are pardoned, 

All are set free, by order of the Court; 

But some of them would fain return to Eng- 
land. 

You must not take them. Upon that condi- 
tion 

Your bond is cancelled. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Ah, the wind has shifted ! 
I pray you, do you speak officially ! 

BUTTER. 

I always speak officially. To prove it. 
Here is the bond. 

Rising and gioimj a 2>aper. 



KEMPTHORN. 

And here 's my hand upon it. 
And, look you, when I SHy I '11 do a thing 
The thing is done. Am I now free to go ? 



What say? 

KEMPTHORN. 

I say, confound the tedious man 
With his strange speaking-trumpet ! Can I 
go? 



And so you sail to-day for dear Old Eng- 
land. 
I am not one of those who think a sup 
Of this New England air is better worth 
Than a whole draught of our Old England's 
ale. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Nor I. Give me the ale and keep the air. 
But, as I said, I do not sail to-day. 

BUTTER. 

All yes ; you sail to-day. 



BUTTER. 

You 're free to go, by order of the Court. 
Your servant, sir. [Exit. 

KEMPTHORN (sTiouting from the window). 

Swallow, ahoy ! Hallo ! 
If ever a man was happy to leave Boston, 
That man is Simon Kempthorn of the Swal- 
low ! 

Reenter Butter. 



BUTTER. 



Pray, did you call ? 
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KEMPTIIORN. 

Call? Yes, I hailed the Swallow. 



KEMFTUor.x [xlinkiiiij liaii(ls). 

Good by ! Good by ! 



BUTTER. liUTTEH. 

I That 's not my iiaiiie. .^ly name is Edward Your servant, sir. 

Butter. 
You need not speak so loud. KEMPTiioiiN. 

And yours a thousand times ! 
\_Excunt. 




Scene III. — Governor Exdicott's private mom. An 
open windoic. E.vdicott nealed in an arm-chair. 
Bellixgham standing near. 



endicott. 



O LOST, O loved I -wilt thou return no more ? 
O loved and lost, and loved the more when 

lost! 
How many men are dragged into their graves 
By their rebellious children! I now feel 
The agony of a father's breaking heart 
In David's cry, " Absalom, my son ! " 
90 



BELLINGH.4M. 

Can you not turn your thoughts a little 

wliile 
To pulilic matters? There are papers here 
That need attention. 

ENDICOTT. 

Trouble me no more ! 
My business now is with another woiid. 
Ah, Richard Bellingham ! I greatly fear 
That in my righteous zeal I have been 
led 
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To doing many things wliicli, left nndone, 
]My mind -would now be easier. Did I dream 

it, 
Or lias some person told me, that John Norton 
Is dead ? 

BKLLIXGIIAJI. 

You have not dreamed it. He is dead, 
And gone to his reward. It was no dream. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then it was very sudden ; for I saw him 
Standing wdiere you now stand, not long ago. 

BELLINGHAM. 

By his own fireside, in the afternoon, 
A faintness and a giddiness came o'<'r him; 
And, leaning on the chimney-piece, he cried, 
" The hand of God is on me ! " and fell 
dead. 



ENDICOTT. 

And did not some one saj-, or have I 

dreamed it. 
That Humiilirey Atherton is dead ? 

HELLINGHA5I. 

Alas ! 
He too is gone, and by a death as sudden. 
Returning home one evening, at the place 
Where usually the Quakers have been 

scourged. 
His horse took fright, and threw him to 

the ground. 
So that his brains were dashed about the 

street. 

KNDTCOTT. 

I am not supei'stitious, Eellingham, 

And yet I tremble lest it may have been 

A judgment on him. 
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BELLINGIIASr. 

So the people tliink. 
They say his horse saw standing in the way 
Tlie ghost of Wilham Ledclra, and was fright- 
ened. 
And furtlieruiore, lirave Ricliard Davenport, 
The captain of the Castle, in the storm 
Has been struck deatl liy lightning. 

ENDICOIT. 

Speak no more. 
For as I listen to youi' voice it seems 
As if the Seven Tlumders uttei-ed their voices, 
And the dead bodies lay about the streets 
Of the disconsolate city ! Eellingham, 
I did not put those wretched men to death. 
I (lid l)ut guard the pxissage with the sword 
Pointed towards theni, and tliev rushed upon 

it! 
Yet now I would that I hail taken no part 
In all that bloody work. 



E^DICOTT. 



Are all set free ' 



BELI.IKOHAM. 



All are at large. 



ENDICOTT. 

And none have been sent back 
To England to malign us with the King ? 

BELLIXGHAM. 

The ship that brought them sails this yery hour, 
But carries no one back. 

A disianl cannon. 



ENDICOTT. 



What is that gun ? 



BELLINGHAM. 



Her parting signal. Through the window 
there, 



BELLINGHAJI 



Be on their heads, not ours. 
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Look, you can see her sails, aLove the roofs. 
Dropping below the Castle, outward bound. 

EXDICOTT. 

white, white, white! Would that my soul 

had wings 
As spotless as those shining sails to fly with ! 
Now lay this cushion straight. I thank you. 

Hark ! 

1 thought I heard the hall door open and 

shut ! 
I thought I heard the footsteps of my boy ! 

BELLINGIIAM. 

It was the wind. There 's no one in the pas- 
sage. 

EN'DICOTT. 

O Absalom, my son ! I feel the world 
Sinking beneath me, sinking, sinking, sinking ! 
Death knocks ! I go to meet him ! Welcome, 
Death ! 



Rises, and sinks hack dead; liis head falling aside upon 
lus shoulder. 



BELLIXGUAM. 

ghastly siglrt ! Like one wdio has been 

hanged ! 
Endicott ! Endicott ! He makes no answer ! 

Raises Endicott's head. 
He breathes no more ! How bright this signet- 
ring 
Glitters upon his hand, where he has worn 

it 
Through such long years of trouble, as if 

Death 
Had given him this memento of affection, 
And whispered in his ear, "Remember me!" 
How placid and how quiet is his face, 
Now that the struggle and the strife are 

ended ! 
Only the acrid spirit of the times 
Corroded this true steel. Oh, rest in peace, 
Courageous heart ! Forever rest in peace ! 




DRAMATIS PERSONtE. 



Giles Coeey 
John Hathokne 
Cotton Mather 
Jonathan Walcot 
EicHARD Gardner 
John Gloyd 
Martha . 
Tituba 
Mary Walcot 



Farmer. 
Magistrate.. 
Minister of the Gospel. 
A youth. 
Sea-captain. 
Corey^s hired man. 
Wife of Giles Corey. 
An Indian woman. 
One of the Ajjlicted. 



The Scene is in Salem in the year 1692. 




Giles Co rev 

of the 

Salem Farms. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Delfsioxs of tlie days that once have been, 
Witchcraft and wonders of the workl unseen, 
Phantoms of air, and necromantic arts 
That crushed the weak and awed the stoutest 

hearts, — 
These are our theme to-niglit ; and vaguely 

here. 
Through the dim mists that crowd tlie at- 
mosphere. 
We cU-aw the outlines of weird figures cast 
In shadow on the backtrround of the Past. 

Who would believe that in tlie quiet town 
Of Salem, and amid the woods that crown 
The neighboring hillsides, and the smrny 

farms 
That fold it safe in their paternal arms, — 
Who would believe that in those peaceful 

streets. 
Where the great elms shut out the summer 

heats. 
Where quiet reigns, and breathes through 

brain and breast 
The benediction of unbroken rest, — 
Who would believe such deeds could find a 

place 
As these whose tragic history we retrace ? 

'T was but a village then : the goodman 

ploughed 
His ample acres under sun or cloud ; 

91 



The goodwife at her doorstep sat and spun. 
And gossiped with her neighbors in the sun ; 
The only men of dignity and state 
Were then the Minister and the Magistrate, 
Who I'uled their little realm with iron rod. 
Less in the love than in the fear of God ; 
And who believed devoutly in the Powers 
Of Darkness, working in this world of ours, 
In spells of Witchcraft, incantations dread. 
And shrouded apparitions of the dead. 

L'pon this simple folk " w^itli fire and flame,'' 
Saith the old Chronicle " the Devil came ; 
Scattering his firebrands and his poisonous 

darts. 
To set on fire of Hell all tongues and hearts ! 
And "t is no wonder; for, with all his host. 
There most lie rages where he liateth most, 
And is most liated •, so on us he brings 
All these stupendous and portentous things ! " 

Something of this our scene to-night will 

show : 
And ye who listen to the Tale of Woe, 
Be not too swift in casting the first stone, 
Nor think New England l>ears the guilt alone. 
This sudden burst of wickedness and crime 
Was but the common madness of the time, 
Allien in all lands, that \iv within the sound 
Of Sabbath bells, a Witch was burned or 

drowned. 
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ACT I. 




Scene I. — The icooda near Salem Village. Enter Tituba, 
with a haslet of herbs. 



Here 's monk"s-lioo(l, that breeds fever in the 

blood ; 
And deadly' nightshade, tliat makes men see 

ghosts ; 
And henbane, that will shake them ^Yith con- 
vulsions ; 
And meadovi'-saft'ron and Idaek hellebore, 
That rack the nerves, and puff the skin with 

dropsy ; 
And bitter-sweet, and briony, and eye-bright. 
That cause eruptions, nosebleed, rheumatisms ; 
I know them, and the places where they hide 
In field and meadow ; and I know their 

secrets. 
And gather them because they give me power 
Over all men and women. Armed with these, 
I, Tituba, an Indian and a slave. 
Am stronger than the captain with his sword. 
Am richer than the merchant with his money, 
Am wiser than tlie scholar with his books. 
Mightier than j\Iinisters and j\Iagistrates, 
With all the fear and reverence that attend 

them ! 
For I can fill their bones with aches and 

jjains. 
Can make them cough with asthma, shake 

with palsy, 



Can make their daughters see and talk with 

ghosts. 
Or fall into delirium and convulsions. 
I have the Evil Eye, the Evil Hand ; 
A touch from me, and they are weak with 

pain, 
A look from me, and they consume and die. 
The death of cattle and the blight of corn, 
The shipwreck, the tornado, and the fire, — 
These are my doings, and they know it not. 
Thus I work vengeance on mine enemies, 
Who, while they call me slave, are slaves to 



E.cil Tituba. Enter Mather, hoolerl and spurred, with 
ei ridinff-whiji in his hand. 



Metliinks that I have come lij- paths un- 
known 
Into the land and atmosphere of Witches ; 
For, meditating as I journeyed on, 
Lo ! I have lost my way ! If I remember 
Rightly, it is .Scribonius the learned 
That tells the story of a man who, praying 
For one that was possessed by Evil Spirits, 
Was struck by Evil Spirits in the face ; 
I, journeying to circumvent the Witches, 
Surely by Witches have been led astray. 
I am persuaded there are few affairs 
In which the Devil doth not interfere. 
We cannot undertake a journey even, 
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But Satan will be there to meildle M'itli it 
By hindering or by furthering. He hath led 

me 
Into this thicket, struck me in the face 
With branches of the trees, and so entangled 
The fetlocks of my horse with vines and 

brambles. 
That I must needs dismount, and search on 

foot 
For the lost pathway leading to the village. 

P\.einli:r TlTUBA. 

What shape is this ? What monstrous ap- 
parition. 

Exceeding fierce, that none may pass that 
Avay ? 

Tell me, good woman, if you are a wouian — 



MATHER. 

Then tell me. Witch and woman. 
For you must know the pathways through 

this wood, 
Where lieth Salem Village 7 

TITOBA. 

Reverend sir, 
The village is near by. I 'm going there 
With these few herbs. I 'U lead you. Follow 
me. 

mathi:r. 
First say, who are ^tju ''. I am loath to follow 
A stranger in this wilderness, for fear 
Of bemg misled, and left in some morass. 
Who are you ? 



I am a woman, but I am not good. 
I am a Witch! 



I am Tituba the Witch, 
Wife of John Indian. 
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MATHEK. 

You are Tituba? 
I know you then. You have renounced the 

Devil, 
And have become a penitent confessor. 
The Lord be praised ! Go on, I 'U follow you. 
Wait only till I fetch my horse, that stands 
Tethered among the trees, not far from here. 

TITUBA. 

Let me get up behind you, reverend sir. 



The Lord forbid ! What would the people 

think, 
If they should see the Reverend Cotton 

Mather 
Ride into Salem with a Witch behind him? 
The Lord forbid! 



And see with mine ovra eyes the wonders 

told 
Of spectres and the shadows of the dead. 
That come back from their graves to speak 

with men. 

HATHORNE. 

Some men there are, I have known such, who 

think 
That the two worlds — the seen and the un- 
seen, 
The world of matter and the world of spirit — 
Are like the hemispheres upon our maps. 
And touch each other only at a point. 
But these two worlds are not divided thus, 
Save for the purposes of common speech. 
They form one globe, in which the parted 

seas 
All flow together and are intermingled. 
While the great continents remain distinct. 



I do not need a horse ! 
I can ride through the air upon a stick. 
Above the tree-tops and above the houses, 
And no one see me, no one overtake me ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A room at Justice Hathorne's. A clock 
in the corner. Enter Hathorne and Mather. 

HATHORNE. 

YoTT are welcome, reverend sir, thrice welcome 

here 
Beneath my humble roof. 



I thank your Worship. 

hathorne. 

Pray you be seated. You must be fatigued 
With your long ride through unfrequented 
woods. 

They sit doiun. 

MATHER. 

You know the purport of my visit here, — 
To be advised by you, and counsel with you, 
And with the Reverend Clergy of the village, 
Touching these witchcrafts that so much af- 
flict you ; 



MATHER. 



I doubt it not. The spiritual world 

Lies all about us, and its avenues 

Are open to the unseen feet of phantoms 

That come and go, and we perceive them not, 

Save by their influence, or when at times 

A most mysterious Providence permits them 

To manifest themselves to mortal eyes. 

HATHORNE. 

You, who are always welcome here among 

us. 
Are doubly welcome now. We need your 

wisdom, 
Your learning in these things, to be our 

guide. 
The Devil hath come down in wrath upon us, 
And ravages the land with all his hosts. 



The Unclean Spirit said, " My name is Le- 
gion ! " 
Multitudes in the Valley of Destruction ! 
But when our fervent, well-directed prayers, 
Which are the great artillery of Heaven, 
Are brought into the field, I see them scat- 
tered 
And driven like Autumn leaves before the 
wind. 
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HATnORXE. 

Yon, as a ^Minister of God, can meet them 
With spiritual weapons ; but, alas ! 
I, as a Magistrate, must comljat them 
With weapons from the armory of the flesh. 

MATHER. 

These wonders of the world invisilile, — 
These spectral shapes that haunt our habita- 
tions, — 
The multiplied and manifold afflictions 
With which tlie aged and the dying saints 
Have their death prefaced ami their age im- 

bittered, — 
Are but prophetic trumjDets tliat proclaim 
The Second Coming of our Lord on earth. 
The evening wolves will be much more 

abroad, 
When we are near the evening of the world. 

HATHORN'E. 

When you shall see, as I have hourly seen. 
The sorceries and the witchcrafts that tor- 
ment us. 



See children tortui'ed by invisilde spirits. 
And wastc'd and consumed by powers unseen, 
You will confess the half lias not been told 
you. 

MATHER. 

It must be so. The death-pangs of the Devil 
AVill make him more a Devil than before; 
And Nebuchadnezzar's furnace will be heated 
Seven times more hot before its putting out. 

IIATHIIRXE. 

Advise me, reverend sir. I look to you 
For couns(d and for guidance in this matter. 
What further shall we do ? 

jMATHER. 

Remember this. 
That as a sparrow falls not to the ground 
Without tile will of God, so not a Devil 
Can come down from the air without his 

leave. 
We must inquire. 

hathorxe. 

Dear sir, we have inquired ; 
Sifted the matter thoroughly througli and 

through. 
And then resifted it. 



If God permits 
These Evil Spirits from the unseen regions 
To visit us with surprising informations. 
We must inquire what cause there is for 

this. 
But not receive the testimony borne 
By spectres as conclusive ^Ji'oof of guilt 
In the accused. 

hatuorne. 

Upon such evidence 
We do not rest our case. The ways are 

many 
In which the guilty do betray themselves. 

MATHER. 

Be careful. Carry the knife witli such exact- 
ness. 
That on one side no innocent blood be shed 
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By too excessive zeal, and, on the other 
No shelter given to any work of darkness. 



HATHOENE. 



For one, I do not fear excess of zeal. 

What do we gain by parleying with the 

Devil ? 
You reason, but you hesitate to act ! 
Ah, reverend sir ! believe me, in such cases 
The only safety is in acting promptly. 
'T is not the part of wisdom to delay 
In things where not to do is still to do 
A deed more fatal than the deed we shrink 

from. 
You are a man of books and meditation. 
But I am one who acts. 



- God give us wisdom 
In the directing of this thorny business, 
And guide us, lest New England should be- 
come 
Of an unsavory and sulphurous odor 
In the opinion of the world abroad ! 
The clock strikes. 

I never hear the striking of a clock 

Without a warning and an admonition 

That time is on the wing, and we must 

quicken 
Our tardy pace in journeying Heavenward, 
As Israel did in journeying Canaan-ward ! 
They rise. 

HATHOKNE. 

Then let us make all haste ; and I will show 
you 

In what disguises and what fearful shapes 

The Unclean Spirits haunt this neighbor- 
hood. 

And you will pardon my excess of zeal. 



Ah, poor New England ! He who hurrica- 

noed 
The house of Job is making now on thee 
One last assault, more deadly and more 

snarled 
With unintelligible circumstances 
Than any thou hast hitherto encountered ! 

\_Exeunt. 



Scene III. —A room in Walcot's hou.ie. Maky Wal- 
COT seated in an arm-chair. Tituba with a mir- 
ror. 

MAKY. 

Tell me another story, Tituba. 

A drowsiness is stealing over me 

Which is not sleep ; for, though I close mine 

eyes, 
I am awake, and in another world. 
Dim faces of the dead and of the absent 
Come floating up before me, — floating, fad- 

And disappearing. 

TITUBA. 

Look into this glass. 
What see you ? 

MARY. 

Nothing but a golden vapor. 
Yes, something more. An island, with the 

sea 
Breaking all round it, like a blooming hedge. 
What land is this ? 

TITUBA. 

It is San Salvador, 
Where Tituba was born. What see you now ? 

MARY. 

A man all black and fierce. 

TITUBA. 

That is my father. 
He was an Obi man, and taught me magic, — 
Taught me the use of herbs and images. 
What is he doing ? 



Holding in his hand 
A waxen figure. He is melting it 
Slowly before a fire. 

TITUBA. 

And now what see you ? 



A woman lying on a bed of leaves. 
Wasted and worn away. Ah, she is dy- 
ing ! 
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TITUBA. 

That is the way the (_)ln men destroy 
The people they dislike ! That is the way 
Some one is wasting and consuming you. 



You terrify me, Tituba ! Oh, save me 
From those who make me pine and waste 

away I 
Who are they ? Tell me. 

TITUBA. 

That I do not know. 
But you Avill see them. They will come to 
you. 

MARY. 

No, do not let them come ! I cannot bear it ! 
I am too weak to bear it ! I am dying ; 

Falls into a trance. 

TITUBA. 

Hark ! there is some one coming ! 

Enter Hathorne, Mather, and Walcot. 



There she lies, 
Wasted and worn by devilish incantations ! 
O my poor sister! 



MATHER. 

Is she always thus ? 

walcot. 

Nay, she is sometimes tortured by conyul- 
sions. 

MATHER. 

Poor child ! How thin she is ! How wan 
and wasted ! 

HATHORNE. 

Observe her. She is troubled in her sleep. 

MATHER. 

Some fearful vision haunts her. 

HATHORNE. 

You now see 
With your own eyes, and touch with your 

OTTO hands. 
The mysteries of this Witchcraft. 
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One would need 
The hands of Briareus and the eyes of Argus 
To see and touch them all. 

HATHOKNE. 

You now have entered 
The realm of ghosts and phantoms, — the 

vast realm 
Of the unknown and the invisible, 
Through whose wide-open gates there blows 

a -wind 
From the dark valley of the shadow of Death, 
That freezes us with horror. 

MAKY (starting). 

Take her hence ! 
Take her away from me. I see her there ! 
She 's coming to torment me ! 

WALCOT (taking her hand). 

O my sister ! 
What frightens you ? She neither hears nor 

sees me. 
She 's in a trance. 

MARY. 

Do you not see her there ? 

TITUBA. 

My child, who is it ? 

MARY. 

Ah, I do not know. 
I cannot see her face. 



I can see nothing ! Is this apparition 
Visibly there, and yet we cannot see it ? 



HATHORNE. 



It is. The spectre is invisible 

Unto our grosser senses, but she sees it. 



Look ! look ! there is another clad in gray ! 
She holds a spindle in her hand, and threat- 
ens 
To stab me with it ! It is Goodwife Corey ! 
Keep her away ! Now she is conyng at me ! 
O mercy ! mercy ! 

WALCOT (thrusting with his sword). 

There is nothing there ! 

MATHER (to HaTHOUNE). 

Do you see anything ? 

HATHORNE. 

The laws that govern 
The spiritual world prevent our seeing 
Things palpable and visible to her. 
These spectres are to us as if they were not. 
Mark her; she wakes. 

TiTUBA touches her, and she awakes. 

MARY. 

Who are these gentlemen? 



They are our friends. Dear Mary, are you 
better ? 



TITUBA. 

How is she clad? 

MARY. 

She wears a crimson bodice. In her hand 
She holds an image, and is pinching it 
Between her fingers. Ah, she tortures me ! 
I see her face now. It is Goodwife Bishop ! 
Why does she torture me ? I never harmed 

her! 
And now she strikes me vrith an iron rod ! 
Oh, I am beaten ! 

MATHER. 

This is wonderful! 



MARY. 

Weak, very weak. 

Taking a spindle from her lap, and holding it up. 

How came this spindle here ? 

TITUBA. 

You wrenched it from the hand of Good- 
wife Corey 
When she rushed at you. 

HATHORNE. 

Mark that, reverend sir ! 



It is most marvellous, most inexplicable ! 
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TITTBA (picLiiii/ Nil ,, hi'l iij' i/rii,/ clolh /mill Ike jlour). 
And here, ton. is a bit of her g-rav dress, 
Tliat tlie sword eut away. 

^lA 1 iiEi:. 

lieholdiup' this. 
It were indeed liy far more eredulous 
To he inercdulous than to l>eHeve. 
None bnt a Sad(hieee, who doulits of all 
Pertaining to the spiritnal world. 
Could doubt such manifest and damning proofs ! 



IIATHORNK. 

Are you convinced''' 

MAIUI-li {lo Miiri/). 

Dear (diild. be i-omfoi'ted ! 
Only liy prayer and fasting ean you dri\e 
These Unclean Spirits from you. An old 

man 
Gives you his blessing. God be with yon. 

]\Iary ! 



ACT 11. 



Scene I. — Giles Corey's fimn. Murnini/. Enter 
Corey, villi » horseshoe ami n liitiiuin r. 



COKEV. 

The Loiui hath prospered me. The I'ising 

sun 
Shines on juy Hundred .Veres ami my \\'oods 
As if lie loved them. On a morn like this 
I can forgive mine enemies, and thaidc (4od 
For all his goodness unto me and mine. 
i\Iv orchard groans with russets and peai- 

mains : 
Mv ripening corn shines golden in the sun : 
]\Iy barns are crammed with hay, my cattle 

thri\e ; 
The liirds sing blithely mi the trees around 

me ! 
And blither than the liiids my heait \\ithin 

me. 
But Satan still goes up and down the earth . 
And to 2)rotect this house from his assaults. 
And keep the powers of <larkncss from mv 

door. 
This horseshoe will I nail uiiou the threshold. 

Nails iluirii llir /iiirstshoe. 

There, ye niglit-liags and witches that tor- 
ment 
The neighborhood, ye shall not entei- here ! — 
What is the matter in the tiehl ? — John 

Gloyd : 
The cattle are all running' to the woods ! — 
John Gloyd ! Where is the man '/ 

Eiikr JoHS Gloyd. 
92 



What ails the cattle' 

witched '! 
They run like mad. 



Look there ! 
Are they all be- 
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GLOYD. 

They have been overlooked. 

CORKY. 

The Evil Eye is on them sure enough. 
Call all the men. Be quick. Go after them ! 
Exit Gloyd and enter Martha. 



MARTHA. 



What is amiss ? 



The cattle are bewitched. 
They are broken loose and making for the 
woods. 



MARTHA. 

They '11 little help her now, — her caps and 

ribbons, 
And her red paragon bodice, and her plumes. 
With which she flaunted in the Meeting-house ! 
When next she goes there, it will be for trial. 

COREY. 

When will that be ? 

MARTHA. 

This very day at ten. 



Then get you ready. We will go and see it. 
Come ; you shall ride behind me on the pillion. 



Why will you harbor such delusions, Giles ? 

Bewitched? Well, then it was John Gloyd 
bewitched them ; 

I saw him even now take down the bars 

And turn them loose ! They re only frolic- 
some. 



The rascal ! 



Not I. You know I do not like such things. 
I wonder you should. I do not believe 
In Witches nor in Witchcraft. 



COREY. 



Well, I do. 
There 's a strange fascination in it all. 
That draws me on and on, I know not why. 



MARTHA. 



I was standing in the road, 
Talking with Goodwife Proctor, and I saw 
him. 



What do we know of spirits good or ill, 
Or of their power to help us or to harm us ? 



With Proctor's wife ? And what says Good- 
wife Proctor ? 



Sad things indeed; the saddest you can hear 
Of Bridget Bishop. She 's cried out upon ! 



Surely what 's in the Bible must be true. 
Did not an Evil Spirit come on Saul? 
Did not the Witch of Endor bring the ghost 
Of Samuel from his grave ? The Bible says so. 

MARTHA. 

That happened very long ago. 



COREY'. 



Poor soul ! I 've known her forty year or 

more. 
She was the widow Wasselby ; and then 
She married Oliver, and Bishop next. 
She 's had three husbands. I remember well 
My games of shovel-board at Bisliop's tavern 
In the old merry days, and she so gay 
With her red paragon bodice and her ribbons ! 
Ah, Bridget Bishop always was a Witch! 



With God 



There is no long ago. 



MARTHA. 

There is with us. 

COREY. 



And Mary Magdalene had seven devils. 
And he who dwelt among the tombs a legion ! 
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jrAKTHA. 
God's powei- is infinite. I do not doulit it. 
If in his jH'ovidence He once permitted 
Such tilings to be amona; tlie Israelites, 
It does not follow lie permits them now, 
And among us \\ho are not Israelites. 
But we will not dispute al)out it, (iiles. 
Go to the village, if you think it best, 
And leave me here ; I "11 go about my work. 

[&;// inlo the lioiise. 

cortKV. 

And I will go and saddle the gray mare. 
The last word always. That is woman's 

nature. 
If an old man will marry a young wife. 
He must make up his mind to many things. 
It 's putting new cloth into an old garment. 
When the strain comes, it is the old gives way. 
C/oex Id llie iliinr. 

Martha ! I forgot to tidl you something. 

1 've had a letter from a friend of mine, 
A certain Richard Gardner of Nantucket, 
Master and owner of a whaling-vessel ; 



He writes that he is coming ilown to see w.;. 
I hope you '11 like him. 

MARTHA. 

I will do \\\y best. 

COREY. 

That 's a good woman. Xow I will be gone. 
I 've not seen Gardner for this twenty year ; 
But there is sometliing of the sea about 

him, — 
Something so open, generous, large, and strong. 
It makes me love him better than a brother. 

[Exit. 
Martha rnmex to ilir </uor. 

M vr.TUA. 

Oh these old friends and cronies of my husband. 
These captains from Nantucket and the Cape, 
That come and turn my house into a tavern 
With their carousing ! Still, there "s some- 
thing frank 
In these seafaring men that makes me like 
them. 
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Why, here "s a horseshoe nailed upon tlie 

doorstep ! 
Giles has done this to keep away the Witches, 
I hope this Richard Gardner will bring with 

him 
A gale of good sound common-sense, to blow 
The fog of these delusions from his brain ! 

COREY {tvithin). 
Ho! Martha! Martha! 

Enter CoREY. 

Have you seen uiy saddle '■' 



MARTHA. 



I saw it yesterday. 



COREY. 

Where did you see it? 



I shall not like it. 

CORKY. 

Then go fetch the saddle. 
[Exit Martha. 
If an old man will marry a young wife, 
Why then — why then — why then — he must 

spell Baker ! ' 
Elder Martha w'dh the saddle, which she throws down. 

.MARTHA. 

There ! There "s the saddle. 



COREY. 



Take it up. 



I won't ! 



On a gray mare, that somebody was riding 
Along the village road. 

COREY. 

Who was it ? Tell me. 

MARTHA. 

Some one who should have stayed at home. 

COREY (^restraining himself). 

I see ! 
Don't vex me, Martha. Tell me where it is. 

MARTHA. 

I 've hidden it away. 

COREY. 

Go fetch it me. 



MARTHA. 



Go find it. 



COREY. 

Then let it lie there. I '11 ride to the vil- 
lage, 
And say you are a Witch. 

MARTHA. 

No, not that, Giles. 

She takes up the .saddle, 

COREY. 

Now come with me, and saddle the gray 

mare 
With your own hands ; and you shall see me 

ride 
Along the village road as is becoming 
Giles Corey of the Salem Farms, your husband! 

l^Exennt. 



Scene II. — The Green m front of the Meeting-house in 
Salem. Village. People coming and going. Enter ftjLES 
Corey. 



COREY. 

No. I "11 ride down to the village 
Bare-back ; and when the people stare and 
say, 
" Giles Corey, where 's your saddle ? " I will 

answer, 
" A Witch has stolen it." How shall you like 
that ? 



COREY. 

A MELANCHOLY end ! Who would have 

thought 
That Bridget Bishop e'er would come to this / 



1 A local expression for doing anything difficult. In the old 
spelling-books, Balier was the first word of two syllables, and 
when a child came to it he thought he had a hard task before 
him. 
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Accused, i-nnvictPil, imd coikIciihkmI t(i dt-uth 
For \\'it<diiT:ift ! And no --nod .-i wouiaii too ! 

A I AllMKi;. 

Good iiion-dw. md^ldidi- C'oi'ev. 

COKKY (ii<,l luariii,/ him). 

AVli.i is safe'' 
How do I kiio^v but under my own roof 
I too ruay harbor Witclies, and some Devil 
Be [)l(ittin<;' and i'.inrri\'in^ a^'ainst me ? 

He does not lieai-. (iood morrow, nein'ldicn- 
Corey I 



No, I have not. 



COHEY. 
FAKMEK. 

Thi-n do not see liini, t'oi'ev. 



Why should I not '! 



liecailse lie s an^l'N" with A'OU. 
So keep out of liis way. Avoid a ([Uaiavl. 

Corky. 
Wliy (hies he seek to fix a quarrel on me? 



fTOod morrow. 

FAmiEi:. 
Have you seen .lohn Pj-oetoi- lately '! 



I'AinrEK. 

He says you limaii-d Ins liouse. 



I burn Ills house '^ 
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If he says that, John Proctor is a liar ! 
The night his house was burned I was in 

bed, 
And I can prove it ! Why, we are old friends ! 
He could not say that of me. 



I heard him say it. 



He did say it. 

COREY. 

Then he shall unsay it. 



He said you did it out of spite to him 
For taking part against you in the quarrel 
You had with your John Gloyd about his 

wages. 
He says you murdered Goodell ; that you 

trampled 
Upon his body till he breathed no more. 
And so beware of him ; that 's my advice ! 

\_Exil. 

COKEY. 

By Heaven ! this is too much ! I '11 seek him 

ou-t. 
And make him eat his words, or strangle him. 
I '11 not be slandered at a time like this. 
When every word is made an accusation, 
When every whisper kills, and every man 
Walks with a halter round his neck ! 
Enter Glovd in haste. 

What now ? 

GLOYD. 

I came to look for you. The cattle — 



Well, 
What of them ? Have you found them ? 

GLOYD. 

They are dead. 
I followed them through the woods, across 

the meadows ; 
Then they all leaped into the Ipswich River, 
And swam across, but could not climb the 

bank. 
And so were drowned. 



COREY. 

You are to blame for this; 
For you took down the bars, and let them 
loose. 

GLOYD. 

That I deny. They broke the fences down. 
You know they were bewitched. 

COREY. 

Ah, my poor cattle ! 
The Evil Eye was on them; that is true. 
Day of disaster ! Most unlucky day ! 
Why did I leave my ploughing and my reap- 
ing 
To plough and reap this Sodom and Go- 
morrah ? 
Oh, I could drown myself for sheer vexation ! 

[Exit. 



He 's going for his cattle. He won't find 

them . 
By this time they have drifted out to sea. 
They will not break his fences any more. 
Though they may break his heart. And 

what care I? [.Exit. 

Scene III. — Corey's kitclien. A table with supper. 
Martha knitting. 



He 's come at last. I hear him in the passage. 
Something has gone amiss with him to-day ; 
I know it by his step, and by the sound 
The door made as he shut it. He is angry. 

Enter Corey zoith his rirling-ichip. As he speaks he 
takes off his hat and gloves, and throws them doicn 
violently. 

COREY. 

I say if Satan ever entered man 
He 's in John Proctor ! 



MARTHA. 

Giles, what is the matter? 

COREY. 

I say if any man 



You frighten me. 
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Can have a Devil in him, then that man 
Is Proctor, — is John Proctor, and no other ! 

MARTHA. 

Why, what has he been doing ? 

COREY. 

Everything ! 
What do you think I heard there in the 
village ? 

JIAKTHA. 

I "m sure I cannot guess. What did you 
hear ? 

COREY. 

He says I burned bis house ! 



Does he say that ? 



He says I burned his house. I was in bed 
And fast asleep that night ; and I can prove 
it. 



If he says that, I think the Father of Lies 
Is surely in the man. 

COREY. 

He does say that, 
And that I did it to wreak vengeance on 

him 
For taking sides against me in the quarrel 
I had with that John Gloyd about his wages. 
And God knows that I never bore him mal- 
ice 
For that, as I have told him twenty times ! 

MARTHA. 

It is John Gloyd has stirred him up to this. 
I do not like that Gloyd. I think him 

craftj'. 
Not to be trusted, sullen, and untruthful. 
Come, have your supper. You are tired and 

hungry. 

COREY. 

I 'm angry, and not hungry. 



Do eat something. 
You '11 be the better for it. 

COREY (sitting doti:n). 

I 'm not hungry. 

MARTHA. 

Let not the sun go down upon your wrath. 



It has gone down upon it, and will rise 
To-morrow, and go down again upon it. 
They have trumped up against me the old 

story 
Of causing Goodell's death by tramjDling on 

him. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, that is false. I know it to be false. 

COREY. 

He has been dead these fourteen years or 
more. 

Why can't they let him rest ? Why must 
they drag him 

Out of his grave to give me a bad name I 

I did not kill him. In his bed he died. 

As most men die, because his hour had come. 

I have wi'onged no man. Why should Proc- 
tor say 

Such things about me? I will not forgive 
him 

Till he confesses he has slandered me. 

Then, I 've more trouble. All my cattle gone. 

MARTHA. 

They will come back again. 

COKEY. 

Not in this world. 
Did I not tell you they were overlooked? 
They ran down through the woods, into the 

meadows. 
And tried to swim the river, and were 

drowned. 
It is a heavy loss. 

MARTHA. 

I 'm sorry for it. 
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CliRKV. 

All my (lc;ir oxen (lend. 1 lovcil tlieni, 

Martha, 
Next t(i youi-self. I liknl to look at tliein, 
^\ii(l wateli tlic liieatl] conic out i>i llicir 

wide nostrils, 
And see their patient eyes. SunielidW I 

tlioiiylit 
It ga\e nie stren^-th only to look at tJieni. 
And lio«' they strained theii- neeks against 

the yoke 
If J hut spoke, (jr touelied them with the 

goad ! 
They were my IViends ; and when (iloytl 

came and told me 
They \^ere all drowned, 1 could have 

drowned myselC 
Fr(.)i)i slieer \ I'xation ; and I said as much 
To (t1o\'(1 and others. 



COREY. 

As I came through the woods this after- 
noon, 
Impatient at my loss, and mucli perplexed 
With all that I had jieard theiv in the 

village. 
The yi-llow lea\es lit up the trees about 

me 
Ivike an enchanted palace, and J wished 
1 knew enough of magic oi- of Witcdiraft 
To change them into gold. Then suddenly 
A tree shook d(iwii some crimson leaves 

upon me. 
Like drops of blood, and in the path be- 
fore me 
Stood Tituba the Indian, the old crone. 



Were ^■ou not frighteueil ''. 



.MAlllIlA. 

Do not trust John Gloyd 
A\'ith auything von \\(,)idd not ha^c re- 
peated. 



No, I do not think 
I know the meaning of that word. Why 
fiiu-htened '! 
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I am not one of those who think the Lord 
Is waiting till He catches them some day 
In the back yard alone ! What sliould I 

fear ? 
She started from the bnslies by tlie path, 
And had a basket full of herbs and roots 
For some witch-broth or other, — the old 

hag! 



'T was a temptation of tlie Evil One ! 
Giles, Giles ! why will you harbor these 
dark thoughts ? 

COREY (risini-/). 

I am too tired to talk. I '11 go to bed. 



MARTHA. 

She has been here to-daj'. 

COREY. 

With hand outstretched 

She said : '' Giles Corey, will you sign the 

Book?" 

"Avaunt!"" I cried: "Get thee behind me, 

Satan I "" 

At which she laughed and left me. But a 

voice 
Was whispering in my ear continually : 
" Self-murder is no crime. The life of man 
Is his, to keep it or to throw away ! " 



First tell me something about Bridget 

Bishop. 
How did she look ''' You saw her ? You 

were there ? 



I '11 tell you that to-mori'ow, not to-night. 
I 11 go to bed. 



MARTHA. 

First let us pray together. 

COREY. 

I cannot pray to-night. 



Sa"\ theLoids Piaj^er, 
And that \m11 comtoit j ou 

C<ll z\ 

I c uinot sri, , 
As we fdigne those that ha\e smned 

against us, ' 
When I do not toi^i^e them 




fjmieiM^^z£m: 
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MARTHA (kneeling on the heartli). 

God forgive you ! 



I will not make believe ! I say, to-night 
There 's something thwarts me when I 

wish to pray, 
And thrusts into my mind, instead of 

prayers, 
Hate and revenge, and things that are not 

prayers. 



Something of my old self, — my old, bad 

life, — 
And the old Adam in me, rises up. 
And will not let me pray. I am afraid 
The Devil hinders me. You know I say 
Just what I think, and nothing more nor 

less, 
And, when 1 pray, my heart is in my prayer. 
I cannot say one thing and mean another. 
If I can't pray, I will not make believe ! 

[_Exil Corey. Martha continues kneeling. 



ACT III. 



Scene I. — Giles Corey's kitchen. Morning. Corey 
and Martha sitting at the hreakfast-table. 

COREY (rising'). 

Well, now I 've told you all I saw and heard 
Of Bridget Bishop ; and I must be gone. 



Don't go into the village, Giles, to-day. 
Last night you came back tired and out of 
humor. 



Say, angry ; say, right angry. I was never 
In a more devilish temper in my life. 
All things went wrong with me. 



You were much vexed; 
So don't go to the village. 

COREY (going). 

No, I won't. 
T won't go near it. We are going to mow 
The Ipswich meadows for the aftermath. 
The crop of sedge and rowens. 



Stay a moment. 
I want to tell you what I dreamed last night. 
Do you believe in dreams V 



When they come false, I don't believe in them. 
But let me hear. What did you dream about ? 



MARTHA. 



I dreamed that you and I were both in prison ; 
That we had fetters on our hands and feet ; 
That we were taken before the Magistrates, 
And tried for Witchcraft, and condemned to 

death ! 
I wished to pray ; they would not let me 

pray; 
You tried to comfort me, and they forbade it. 
But the most dreadful thing in all my dream 
Was that they made you testify against me ! 
And then there came a kind of mist between 

us ; 
I could not see you ; and I woke in terror. 
I never was more thankful in my life 
Than when I found you sleeping at my side ! 

COREY (loith tenderness). 

It was our talk last night that made you 
dream. 

I 'ni sorry for it. I '11 control myself 

Another time, and keep my temper down ! 

I do not like such dreams. — Remember, 
Martha, 

I 'm going to mow the Ipswich River mead- 
ows ; 

If Gardner comes, you '11 tell him where to 
find me. lExit. 



Why, yes and no. 
When they come true, then I believe in them ; 



So this delusion grows from bad to worse. 
First, a forsaken and forlorn old woman, 
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Ragged and wretched, and witlioiit a, friend; 

Then something higher. Now it "s Bridget 
Bisliop ; 

God only knows whose turn it Avill be next ! 

The Magistrates are blind, the people mad I 

If they would only seize the Afflicted Chil- 
dren, 

And put them in the Workhouse, where they 
should be, 

There "d be an end of all tliis wickedness. 

lExit. 

Scene II. — ,-1 Mrcet in Sa/em Village. Enter Mather 
ami Hathorxe. 

Jt.^TUP^R. 

Yet one thintr troubles me. 



UATNORNE. 

As I have said, we do not trust alone 
To spectral evidence. 

MATUER. 

And then again, 
If any shall Ije put to death for Witchcraft, 
We do but kill the body, not the soul. 
The Unclean Spirits that possessed them once 
Live still, to enter into otlier bodies. 
What have we gained'/ Surely, there s noth- 
ing gained. 

HA riii.)R.\i;. 

Doth not the Scripture say, " Thou shalt not 

suffer 
A Witch to live ? " 



n.ATHORNE. 



And wliat is that ? 



May not the Devil take the outward shape 
Of innocent persons '' Are we not in danger, 
Perliaps, of punishing some who are not 
ffuiltv '■ 
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MATHER. 

The Scripture sayeth it, 
But speaketh to the Jews ; and we are Chris- 
tians. 
What say the laws of England ? 

HATHOENE. 

They make Witchcraft 
Felony without the benefit of Clergy. 
Witches are burned in England. You have 

read — 
For you re.ad all things, not a book escapes 

you — 
The famous "Demonology" of King James? 

MATHER. 

A curious volume. I remember also 
The plot of the Two Hundred, with one Fian, 
The Registrar of the Devil, at their head. 
To drown his Majesty on his return 
From Denmark ; how they sailed in sieves or 

riddles 
Unto North Berwick Kirk in Lothian, 
And, landing there, danced hand in hand, 

and sang, 
" Good wife, go ye before ! good wife, go ye ! 
If ye '11 not go before, goodwife, let me ! " 
While Geilis Duncan played the Witches' 

Reel 
Upon a jews-harp. 

HATHORNE. 

Then you know full well 
The English law, and that in England 

Witches, 
When lawfully convicted and attainted, 
Are put to death. 



When lawfully convicted 
That is the point. 

HATHORNE. 

You heard the evidence 
Produced before us yesterday at the trial 
Of Bridget Bishop. 



MATHER. 

One of the Afflicted, 
I know, bore witness to the apparition 
Of ghosts unto the spectre of this Bishop, 
Saying, " You murdered us ! " of the truth 

whereof 
There was in matter of fact too much sus- 
picion. 

HATHORNE. 

And when she cast her eyes on the Af- 
flicted, 

They were struck down ; and this in such a 
manner 

There could be no collusion in the busi- 
ness. 

And when the accused but laid her hand 
upon them, 

As they lay in their swoons, they straight 
revived, 

Although they stirred not when the others 
touched them. 

MATHER. 

What most convinced me of the woman's 

guilt 
Was fi.nding hidden in her cellar wall 
Those poppets made of rags, with headless 

pins 
Stuck into them point outwards, and whereof 
She could not give a reasonable account. 

HATHORNE. 

When you shall read the testimony given 
Before the Court in all the other cases, 
I am persuaded you -will find the proof 
No less conclusive than ib was in this. 
Come, then, with me, and I will tax your pa- 
tience 
With reading of the documents so far 
As may convince you that these sorcerers 
Are lawfully convicted and attainted. 
Like doubting Thomas, you shall lay your 

hand 
Upon these wounds, and you will doubt no 
more. \Exeunt. 
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Scene III. — A room in Corey's house. Martha and 
two Deacons of the chuich. 



MAETHA. 



Be seated. I am glad to see you here. 

I know what you are come for. You are 

come 
To question me, and learn from my own lips 
If I have any dealings with the Devil ; 
In short, if I 'm a Witch. 

DEACON (sitting down). 

Such is our purpose. 
How could you loiow beforehand why we 
came? 

MARTHA. 

'T was only a surmise. 



We came to ask you 
You being with us in church covenant, 
What part you have, if any, in these mat- 
ters. 

MARTHA. 

And I make answer, No part whatsoever. 
I am a farmer's wife, a working woman ; 
You see my spinning-wheel, you see my loom, 
You know the duties of a farmer's wife. 
And are not ignorant that my life among 

you 
Has been without reproach until this day. 
Is it not true ? 



So much we 're bound to own 
And say it frankly, and without reserve. 



I 've heard the idle tales that are abroad ; 
I've heard it whispered that I am a Witch; 
I cannot help it. I do not believe 
In any Witchcraft. It is a delusion. 



MARTHA. 

Their eyes are blinded, and see not the 

truth. 
Perhaps one day they will be open to it. 



You answer boldly. The Afflicted Children 
Say you appeared to them. 



What clothes I came in ? 



And did they say 



DEACON. 

No, they could not tell. 
They said that you foresaw our visit here, 
And blinded them, so that they could not 

see 
The clothes you wore. 



The cunning, crafty girls ! 
I say to you, in all sincerity, 
I never have appeared to any one 
In my own person. If the Devil takes 
My shape to hurt these children, or afflict 

them, 
I am not guilty of it. And I say 
It 's all a mere delusion of the senses. 

DEACON. 

I greatly fear that you wiU find too late 
It is not so. 

MARTHA {rihing). 

They do accuse me falsely. 
It is delusion, or it is deceit. 
There is a story in the ancient Scriptures 
Which much I wonder comes not to your 

minds. 
Let me repeat it to you. 



DEACON. 



We will hear it. 



How can you say that it is a delusion. 
When all our learned and good men believe 

it? — 
Our Ministers and worshipful Magistrates? 



It came to pass that Naboth had a vineyard 
Hard by the palace of the King called Ahab. 
And Ahab, King of Israel, spake to Naboth, 
And said to him. Give unto me thy vineyard, 
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That I may have it for a garden of herbs, 
And I will give a better vineyard for it, 
Or, if it seemeth good to thee, its worth 
In money. And then Nabotli said to Ahab, 
The Lord forbid it me that I should give 
The inheritance of my fathers unto thee. 
And Ahab came into his house displeased 
And heavy at the words which Naboth spake. 
And laid him down upon his bed, and turned 
His face, away ; and he vpould eat no bread. 
And Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, came 
And said to him, -Why is thy spirit sad ? 
And he said unto her. Because I spake 
To Naboth, to the Jezreelite, and said, 
Give me thy vineyard ; and he answered, 

saying, 
I will not give my vineyard unto thee. 
And Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, said. 
Dost thou not rule the realm of Israel ? 
Arise, eat bread, and let thy heart be merry ; 
I will give Naboth's vineyard unto thee. 
So she wrote letters in King Ahab's name, 
And sealed them with his seal, and sent the 

letters 
Unto the elders that were in his city 
Dwelling with Naboth, and unto the nobles ; 
And in the letters wrote, Proclaim a fast ; 
And set this Naboth high among the people, 
And set two men, the sons of Belial, 
Before him, to bear witness and to say, 
Thou didst blaspheme against God and the 

King; 
And carry him out and stone him, that he 

die! 
And the elders and the nobles of the city 
Did even as Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, 
Had sent to them and written in the let- 
ters. 
And then it came to pass, when Ahab heard 
Naboth was dead, that Ahab rose to go 
Down unto Naboth's vineyard, and to take 
Possession of it. And the word of God 
Came to Elijah, saying to him. Arise, 
Go down to meet the King of Israel 
In Naboth's vineyard, whither he hath gone 
To take possession. Thou shalt speak to him. 
Saying, Thus saith the Lord! What! hast 

thou killed 
And also taken possession? In the place 
Wherein the dogs have licked the blood of 

Naboth 



Shall the dogs lick thy blood, — ay, even thine! 
Bolh of Ike Deacons start from t/ielr seats. 

And Ahab then, the King of Israel, 

Said, Hast thou found me, O mine enemy? 

Elijah the Prophet answered, I have found 

thee! 
So will it be with those who have stirred up 
The Sons of Belial here to bear false witness 
And swear away the lives of innocent people ; 
Their enemy will find them out at last, 
The Prophet's voice will thunder, I have 

found thee ! [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. — Meadows on Ipswich River. Corey and 
his men mowing ; Corey in advance. 

COREY. 

Well done, my men. You see, I lead the 

field ! 
I 'm an old man, but I can swing a scythe 
Better than most of you, though you be 

younger. 

Hangs his scythe upon a tree. 

GLOYD {aside to the others). 

How strong he is ! It 's supernatural. 

No man so old as he is has such strength. 

The Devil helps him ! 

COREY (iciping his forehead). 

Now we '11 lest awhile, 
And take our nooning. What 's the matter 

with you ? 
You are not angry with me, — are you, 

Gloyd ? 
Come, come, we will not quarrel. Let 's be 

friends. 
It 's an old story, that the Raven said, 
'Read the Third of Colossians and fifteenth." 

GLOYD. 

You 're handier at the scj'the, but I can beat 

you 
At wrestling. 

COREY. 

Well, perhaps so. I don't knoV. 
I never wrestled with you. Why, you 're 

vexed ! 
Come, come, don't bear a grudge. 
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GLOYD. 



You are afraid. 



COREY. 

What slioukl I be afraid of '/ All bear wit- 
ness 

The challenge comes from him. iN'ow, then, 
my man. 

Tln'ij irreslle, nnd Glovd ix tliroini. 
ONE OF TMK MEN. 

That 's a fair fall. 

ANOTUER. 

'T was nothing but a foil ! 

OTHERS. 



COKEY (Jicljnng Gloyd rise). 

No ; this meadow-land is soft. 
You "re not hurt, — are you, Gloyd ? 

GLOYD (rising). 

No, not much hurt ! 

COREY. 

Well, then, shake hands ; and there s an end 

of it. 
How do you like that Cornish hug, my lad ? 
And now we '11 see what s in our basket 

here. 

Gi.OYD (aside). 

The Devil and all his iuips are in that man I 
The clutch of his ten fingers burns like 
fire ! 




!► ->'.-"/;; V 



744 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF 



COREY (^reverentially taking off his hat). 

God bless the food He hath provided for us, 

And make us thankful for it, for Christ's sake ! 

He lifts up a keg of cider, and drinks from it. 

GLOYD. 

Do you see that? Don't tell me it 's not 

Witchcraft. 
Two of us could not lift that cask as he does ! 
Corey puts down the keg, and opens a basket. A voice 
is heard calling. 



VOICE. 



Ho ! Corey, Corey ! 

COREY. 

What is that ? I surely 
Heard some one calling me by name ! 

VOICE. 

Giles Corey ! 
Enter a hoy, running, and out of breath. 

BOY. 

Is Master Corey here ? 

COREY. 

Yes, here I am. 



O Master Corey 



COREY. 

Well? 

BOY. 

Your wife — your wife — 



COREY. 

What 's happened to my wife ? 



She 's sent to prison ! 

COREY. 

The dream ! the dream ! O God, be mer- 
ciful ! 



She sent me here to tell you. 



COREY (putting on his jacket). 

Where 's my horse ? 
Don't stand there staring, fellows. Where 's 
my horse ? \_Exit Corey. 

GLOYf). 

Under the trees there. Run, old man, run, run ! 
You 've got some one to wrestle vnth you now 
Who '11 trip your heels up, with your Cornish 

hug. 
If there 's a Devil, he has got you now. 
Ah, there he goes ! His horse is snorting 

fire ! 

ONE OF THE MEN. 

John Gloyd, don't talk so ! It 's a shame to 

talk so ! 
He 's a good master, though you quarrel with 

him. 

GLOYD. 

If hard work and low wages make good 

masters. 
Then he is one. But I think otherwise. 
Come, let us have our dinner and be merry. 
And talk about the old man and the Witches. 
I know some stories that will make you 

laugh. 
2''hey sit down on the grass, and eat. 

Now there are Goody Cloyse and Goody Good, 

Who have not got a decent tooth between 
them. 

And yet these children — the Afflicted Chil- 
dren — 

Say that they bite them, and show marks of 
teeth 

Upon their arms ! 

ONE OF THE MEN. 

That makes the wonder greater. 
That 's Witchcraft. Why, if they had teeth 

like yours, 
'T would be no wonder if the girls were 

bitten ! 

GLOYD. 

And then those ghosts that come out of their 

graves 
And cry, " You murdered us ! you murdered 

us!" 
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ONE OK TllK JIKN. 

And all those AppavitioiiH that stick pins 
Into tliu ilesh of the AtHicted Childvun ! 

(il.(lYl>. 

Oh tliose AtHicted Children ! They know 



AVI 



11 



Where the pins come truni. I can tell yon 
that. 

And there 's old Corey, he has gut a. horse- 
shoe 

Nailed on his doorstep to keep off the 
Witches, 

And all the same his wife has gone to prison. 

ONE OF THE JIEN. 

Oh, she 's no Witch. I "11 swear that Good- 
wife Corey 
Never did harm to an}- living creature. 
She s a good woman, if there ever was one. 



Well, we sliall see. As for that Bridget 



Bishop, 



She lias been tried licfoK;; some yeais ago 
A negro testilied he saw lier shape 
Sitting upon the raflers in a barn. 
And holding in its hancl an egg; and Mhile 
He went to fetch his pitchfork, slje had van- 
ished. 
And now he (piict, will you ? I am tiled, 
And want to sh^ep here on the gi'ass a little. 
Till ij xirijrii lhi:/itseli:es mi l/n i/niss, 

ONE OF THE MEN. 

There may be Witches riding tlirfjiigh the air 

Over (.)ur heads on In-oomsticks at this mo- 
ment. 

Bound for some Satan's Sabbath in the 
woods 

To be baptized. 

OLOYD. 

I wish they W take you with them, 
^\nd hold you under water, h.ead and cars. 
Till you were drowned; and that would st(]p 

your talking. 
If nothing else ^\ill. Let me sleep, I say. 
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ACT IV. 



Scene I. — The Green in front of the village Meeting- 
house. An excited crowd gathering. Enter John 
Gloyd. 



A FARMER. 

Who will be tried to-day '! 

A SECOND. 

I do not know. 
Here is John Gloyd. Ask him ; he knows. 



The Meeting-house is full. 
So great a crowd before. 



I never saw 



Whose turn is it to-day ? 



John Gloyd, 



It 's Goodwife Corey's. 

FARMER. 

Giles Corey's wife ? 

GLOYD. 

The same. She is not mine. 
It will go hard with her with all her praying 
The hypocrite ! She s always on her knees ; 
But she prays to the Devil when she prays. 
Let us go in. 

A trunqiet blows. 

FARMER. 

Here come the Magistrates. 

SECOND FARMER. 

Who 's the tall man in front ? 

GLOYD. 

Oh, that is Hathorne, 
A Justice of the Court, and Quartermaster 
In the Three County Troop. He '11 sift the 

matter. 
That 's Corwin with him ; and the man in 

black 
Is Cotton Mather, Minister of Boston. 

Enter Hathorne and other Magistrates on horseback, 
followed by the Sheriff, constables, and attendants on 
foot. The Magistrates dismount, and enter the Meet- 
ing-house, loith the rest. 



No matter. Come. 
We shall find room enough by elbowing 
Our way among them. Put your shoulder 
to it. 



There were not half so many at the trial 
Of Goodwife Bishop. 



Keep close after me. 
I '11 find a place for you. They '11 want me 

there. 
I am a friend of Corey's, as you know, 
And he can't do without me just at present. 

{Exeunt. 



Scene II. — Interior of the Meeting-house. Mather 
and the Magistrates seated in front of the pulpit. 
Before them a raised platform. Martha in chains. 
Corey near her. Mary Walcot in a chair. A 
crowd of spectators, among them Gloyd. Confu- 
sion and murmurs during the scene. 

HATHORNE. 

Call Martha Corey. 

MARTHA. 

I am here. 

HATHORNE. 

Come forward. 

She ascends the platform. 

The Jurors of our Sovereign Lord and Lady 
The King and Queen, here present, do accuse 

you 
Of having on the tenth of June last past, 
And divers other times before and after, 
Wickedly used and practised certain arts 
Called Witchcrafts, Sorceries, and Incanta- 
tions, 
Against one i\Iary Walcot, single woman. 
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Of Salem Village ; by which wicked arts 
The aforesaid IN'Iary Walcot was tormented. 
Tortured, afflicted, pined, consumed, and 

wasted. 
Against the peace of our Sovereign Lord and 

Lady 
The King and Queen, as well as of the 

Statute 
Made and provided in that case. What say 

you ? 

MARTHA. 

Before I answer, give me leave to pray. 

IIATHORNE. 

We have not sent for }'0u, nor are we here, 
To hear you pray, but to examine you 
In whatsoever is alleged against you. 
Why do you hurt this person ? 



MARTHA. 

I do not. 
I am not guilty of the charge against me. 

MARY. 

Avoid, she-devil I You torment me now ! 
Avoid, avoid, AVitch ! 

MARTHA. 

I am innocent. 
I never had to do with any Witclicraft 
Since I was born. I am a gospel Avoman. 

MARY. 

You are a gospel Witch ! 

jMARTu.a (clmpinrj Iter han(U). 

Ah me ! ah me ! 
Oh, gi^'e me leave to pray ! 
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MARY (stretching out her hands). 

She hurts me now. 
See, she has pinched my hands ! 



IIATIIORNE. 

Who made these marks 



Upon her hands ? 



MARTHA. 

I do not know. I stand 
Apart from her. I did not touch her hands. 

HATHORNE. 

Who hurt her tlien ? 

MARTHA. 

I know not. 



COREY. 

I must speak the truth ; 
I did not tell her. It was some one else. 

HATHORNE. 

Did you not say your husband told you so ? 
How dare you tell a lie in this assembly ? 
Who told you of the clothes ? Confess the 
truth. 
Martha bites her lips, and is silent. 
You bite your lips, but do not answer me ! 

MARY. 

Ah, she is biting me ! Avoid, avoid ! 

HATHORNE. 

You said your husband told you. 



HATHORNE. 



She is bewitched ? 



MARTHA. 



Do you think Yes, he told me 

The children said I troubled them. 



MARTHA. 

Indeed I do not think so. 
1 am no Witch, and have no faith in 
Witches. 



HATHORNE. 



Why do you trouble them? 



Then tell me, 



HATHORNK. 



Then answer me : When certain persons came 
To see you yesterday, how did you know 
Beforehand why they came ? 



I had had speech 
The children said I hurt them, and I thought 
These people came to question me about 
it. 

HATHORNE. 

How did you know the children had been 

told 
To note the clothes you wore ? 



My husband told me 
What others said about it. 

HATHORNE. 

Goodman Corey, 



Say, did you tell her 



I have denied it. 



She threatened me ; stabbed at me with her 

spindle ; 
And, when my brother thrust her with his 

sword, 
He tore her gown, and cut a piece away. 
Here are they both, the spindle and the 

cloth. 

Shows them. 

HATHORNE. 

And there are persons here who know the 

truth 
Of what has now been said. What answer 

make you ? 

MARTHA. 

I make no answer. Give me leave to pray. 

HATHORNE. 

Whom would you pray to ? 



HENR Y WADS W OR Til L ON G FELL W. 



74'J 



MAUTIIA. 

To my God and Fatlier. 



IIATUORXE. 

Who is vour God and Father '/ 



MAKTIIA. 



The Ahnighty ! 



IIATHORNK. 



Doth lie yon pray to say that he is God? 
It is the Prince of Uai'liness, and not God. 



There is a, dark sliape wliispeiing in 1 



ler ear. 



IIATIIORN'E. 



Wliat does it sav to 



MAUTIIA. 



I see no sliape 



I1.\TII0RX1-:. 

Did YOU not hear it wliisper ? 



y; 



ivnisper 



MAinnA. 



I heard notli 



MARY. 

What torture ! iVh, 'what agony I snfi'er ! 

FulU inh) a sirooii. 
IIATIIORN'E. 

You see this woman eannot stand before you. 
If you would look for mercy, you must look 
In God"s way, by confession of your guilt. 
Why does your spectre haunt and hurt tliis 
person / 



I do not know. He \^'llo appeared of old 
In Samuel's .shape, a saint and glorified, 
May come in whatsoever shape he chooses. 
I cannot help it. I am sick at heart ! 



O Martha, Martha ! let me hold your hand. 

IIATIIORNE. 

No ; stand aside, old man. 



MARY (slai'linij ll/l). 

Look there ! Look there ! 
I see a little bird, a yellow bird, 
Perched on her finger ; and it pecks at me. 
Ah, it will tear mine eyes out I 



I see notliing. 

IIAITIORXE. 

"T is the Familiar Spirit that attends her. 

MARY. 

Now it has tlown away. It sits up there 
Upon the rafters. It is gone ; is vanished. 

MARTHA. 

Giles, wipe these tears of anger from mine 

eyes. 
Wipe the sweat from my forehead. I am faint. 

iS/w leans (igiilnsl the raii'uKj. 

MARY. 

Oh, she is crushing me with all her weight ! 
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IIATHORXK. 

Did you not carry once the Devil's Book 
To this young woman? 

iMARTHA. 

Never. 



Or touched it ? 



HARTHORXK. 

Have you signed it, 

MARTHA. 

No ; I never saw it. 



No, never, never! 

HATHORNE. 

What then was tlie Book 
You showed to this young woman, and be- 
sought her 
To write in it ? 

MARTHA. 

Where should I have a book ? 
I showed her none, nor have none. 



HATHORNE. 

Did you not scourge her with an iron rod ? 



The next Sabbath 
Is the Communion Day, but Martha Corey 
Will nol be there ! 



No, I did not. If any Evil Spirit 

Has taken my shape to do these evil deeds, 

I cannot help it. I am innocent. 

HATHORNK. 

Did you not say the IMagistrates were blind ? 
That you would open their eyes? 

MARTHA (willi a scornful laugh). 

Yes, I said that; 
If you call me a sorceress, you are blind ! 
If you accuse the innocent, you are blind ! 
Can the innocent be guilty ? 

HATHORNE. 

Did you not 
On one occasion hide your husband's saddle 
To hinder him from coming to the Sessions? 



I thought it was a folly in a farmer 

To waste his time pursuing such illusions. 

HATHORNE. 

What was the bird that this young woman saw 
Just now upon your hand ? 



I know no bird. 

HATHORNE. 

Have you not dealt with a Familiar Spirit? 



MARTHA. 

Ah, you are all against me. 
What can I do or say? 

HATHORNE. 

You can confess. 

MARTHA. 

No, I cannot, for I am innocent. 

HATHORNE. 

We have the proof of many witnesses 
That you are guilty. 



Give me leave to speak. 
Will you condemn me on sucli evidence, — 
You who have known me for so many years ? 
Will you condemn me in this house of God, 
Where I so long have worshipped with you all ? 
Where I have eaten the bread and drunk the 

wine 
So many times at our Lord's Table with you ? 
Bear witness, you that hear me ; you all know 
That I have led a blameless life among you. 
That never any whisper of suspicion 
Was breathed against me till this accusation. 
And shall this count for nothing? Will you 

take 
My life away from me, because this girl, 
Who is distraught, and not in her right mind. 
Accuses me of things I blush to name ? 
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HATHORNE. 

What ! is it not enough ? Would you hear 

more? 
Giles Corey ! 

COREY. 

I am here. 

HATHORNE. 

Come forward, then. 
Corey ascends the platform. 

Is it not true, that on a certain night 

You were impeded strangely in your prayers ? 

That something hindered you ? and that you 

left 
This woman here, your wife, kneeling alone 
Upon the hearth ? 

COREY. 

Yes ; I cannot deny it. 

HATHORNE. 

Did you not say the Devil hindered you ? 

COREY. 

I think I said some words to that effect. 

HATHORNE. 

Is it not true, that fourteen head of cattle, 
To you belonging, broke from their enclosure 
And leaped into the river, and were drowned ? 



It is most true. 



HATHORNE. 

Then I will teU you. It is some one near 

you ; 
You see her now ; this woman, your own wife. 

COREY. 

I call the heavens to witness, it is false ! 
She never harmed me, never hindered me 
In anything but what I should not do. 
And I bear witness in the sight of heaven. 
And in God's house here, that I never knew 

her 
As otherAvise than patient, bi'ave, and true, 
Faithful, forgiving, full of charity, 
A virtuous and industrious and good M'ife ! 

HATHORNE. 

Tut, tut, man ; do not rant so in your speech ; 

You are a witness, not an advocate ! 

Here, Sheriff, take this woman back to prison. 

MARTHA. 

O Giles, this day you 've sworn away my life ! 



Go, go and join the Witches at the door. 
Do you not hear the drum ? Do you not see 

them ? 
Go quick. They 're waiting for you. You are 

late. 

[Exit Martha ; Corey folloicing. 

COREY. 

The dream ! the dream ! the dream ! 



HATHORNE. 



And did you not then say 
That they were overlooked ? 



So much I said. 
I see ; they 're drawing round me closer, closer, 
A net I cannot break, cannot escape from ! 
{Aside). 

HATHORNE. 

Who did these things ? 

COREY. 

I do not know who did them. 



HATHORNE. 

What does he say ? 
Giles Corey, go not hence. You are yourself 
Accused of Witchcraft and of Sorcery 
By many witnesses. Say, are you guilty ? 

COREY. 

I know my death is foreordained by you, — 
Mine and my wife's. Therefore I will not 
answer. 

During the rest of the scene he remains silent. 

HATHORNE. 

Do yon refuse to plead ? — 'T were better for 
you 
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To make confession, or to pleail Not Guilty. — 
Do you not lieav nie ? — Answer, arc you 

guilty •/ 
Do you not know a heavier doom awaits you, 
If you refuse to plead, than if found guilty? 
Where is John Gliiyd ? 

GLOYD (riiiniiii/ J'onranl). 

Here am I. 

HATIIORXK. 

Tell the Court ; 
Have you not seen the supernatural power 
Of this old man ? Have you not seen him do 
Strange feats of strength ? 

OLOYD. 

I ve seen him lead the field, 
On a, hot day, in nuiwing, and against 
I's younger men; and I have wrestled with 
him. 



He threw me like a tVathei'. I have .seen him 
Lift up a barrel with liis single hands, 
Which two strong men could hardly lift to- 
gether. 
And, holding it above his head, drink from it. 

HAIIIOIIKIC. 

That is enough ; we need ]iot question furtlier. 
What answer do you make to this, Giles 
Corey ? 

MARY. 

See there ! See there I 

lIATnORXK. 

What is it ? I see nothing. 

M.\KY'. 

Look I Look ! It is tlie ghost of Robei't 

Goodell, 
Whom fifteen years ago tliis man did mui'der 
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By stamping on his body ! In his shroud 
He comes here to bear witness to the crime ! 
JVic crowd shrinks back from Coi:ey in horror. 

IIATIIORNK. 

Ghosts of the dead and voices of the living 
Bear witness to your guilt, and you must die ! 
It might have been an easier death. Your doom 
Will be on your own head, and not on ours. 
Twice more will you be questioned of these 
things ; 



TAvice more have room to plead or to con- 
fess. 

If you are contumacious to the Court, 

And if, when questioned, you refuse to an- 
swer, 

Then by the Statute you will be condemned 

To tlie peitic forte et dure ! To have your 
body 

Pressed by great weights until you shall l)e 
dead ! 

And may the Lord have mercy on your soul ! 



ACT V. 



Scene I. — Corey's farm as in Act II., Scene I. 
Enter Richard Gardner, looking round him. 

GARDNER. 

Hebe stands the house as I remember it, 

The four tall poplar-trees before the door ; 

The house, the barn, the orchard, and the 
well, 

Wltli its moss-covered bucket and its trough ; 

The garden, with its hedge of currant-bushes ; 

The woods, the harvest-fields ; and, far be- 
yond. 

The pleasant landscape stretching to the sea. 

But everything is silent and deserted ! 

No bleat of flocks, no bellowing of herds, 

No sound of flails, that should be beating 
now ; 

Nor man nor beast astir. What can this 
mean ? 

Knocks at the door. 

What ho ! Giles Corey ! Hillo-ho ! Giles 

Corey ! — 
No answer but the echo from the barn. 
And the ill-omened cawing of the crow. 
That yonder wings his flight across the fields. 
As if he scented carrion in the air. 
Enter Tituba with a basket. 

What woman 's this, that, like an appari- 
tion, 
Haunts this deserted homestead in broad day? 
Woman, who are you ? 

TITUBA. 

I am Tituba. 
I am John Indian's wife. I am a Witch. 

95 



GARDNER. 

What are you doing here ? 

TITUBA. 

I 'm gathering herbs, — 
Cinquefoil, and saxifrage, and pennyroyal. 

GARDNER Qookiny at the herbs). 

This is not cinquefoil, it is deadly night- 
shade ! 
This is not saxifrage, but hellebore ! 
This is not pennyroyal, it is henbane ! 
Do you come here to poison these good people ? 

TITUBA. 

I get these for the Doctor in the Village. 
Beware of Tituba. I pinch the children ; 
Make little poppets and stick pins in them. 
And then the children cry out they are 

pricked. 
The Black Dog came to me, and said, " Serve 

me ! "' 
I was afraid. He made me hurt the children. 

GARDNER. 

Poor soul ! She 's crazed, with all these 
Devil's doings. 

TITUBA. 

Will you, sir, sign the Book ? 

GARDNER. 

No, I '11 not sign it. 
Where is Giles Corey ? Do you know Giles 
Corey ? 
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Tirt_L\ 
He 's sate enongb. He s down there m tlie 
prison. 

GARDNER. 

Corey in prison ? Wbat is lie accused of ? 

TITUBA. 

Giles Corey and Martha Corey are in prison 
Down there in Salem Village. Both ai'e 

Witches. 
She came to me and whispered, " Kill the 

children ! " 
Both signed the Book ! 

GARDNER. 

Begone, you imp of darkness ! 
You Devil's dam ! 

TITUr.A. 

Beware of Tituba ! 

'[Exit. 



Jll^L/l/l/iu 



GARDNER. 

How often out at sea on stormy nights, 
When the waves thundered round me. and 

the wind 
Bellowed, and beat the canvas, and my shij) 
Clove through the solid darkness, like a 

wedge, 
I 've tliought of him, upon his pleasant farm. 
Living in quiet with his thrifty housewife, 
And envied him, and wished his fate were 

mine ! 
And now I find him shipwrecked utterly, 
Drifting upon this sea of sorceries. 
And lost, perhaps, beyond all aid of man ! 

\_Exil. 
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Scene ]I. — The prison. Giles Corey at a table on 
which are some papers. 

COREY. 

Now I have done with earth and all its cares ; 
I give my worldly goods to my dear children ; 
My body I bequeath to my tormentors. 
And my immortal soul to Him who made it. 
O God ! who in thy wisdom dost afflict me 
With an affliction greater than most men 
Have ever yet endured or shall endure, 
Suffer me not in this last bitter hour 
For any pains of death to fall from thee ! 

MARTHA is heard singing. 

Arise, O righteous Lord ! 

And disappoint my foes ; 
They are but thine avenging sword, 

Whose wounds are swift to close. 

COREY. 

Hark, hark ! it is her voice ! She is not dead ! 
She lives ! I am not utterly forsaken ! 

MARTHA, singing. 

By thine abounding grace. 

And mercies multiplied, 
I shall awake, and see thy face ; 

I shall be satisfied. 

Corey Itides his face in his hands. Enter the J aii.er, fol- 
lowed by Richard Gardner. 



I know not what it is, that gives me strength. 
Perhaps it is the bearing of a man 
Familiar with all dangers of the deep. 
Familiar with the cries of drowning men, 
With fire, and wreck, and foundering ships 
at sea! 

GARDNER. 

Ah, I have never known a wreck like yours ! 
Would I could save you ! 

COREY. 

Do not speak of that. 
It is too late. I am resolved to die. 

GARDNER. 

Why would you die who have so much to live 

for ? — 
Your daughters, and — 



You cannot say the word. 
My daughters have gone from me. They are 

married ; 
They have their homes, their thoughts, apart 

from me ; 
I will not say their hearts, — that were too 

cruel. 
What would you have me do ? 



GARDNER. 



Confess and live. 



Here's a seafaring man, one Richard Gardner, 

A friend of yours, who asks to speak with you. 

Corey rises. They embrace. 

COREY. 

I 'm glad to see you, ay, right glad to see you. 

GARDNER. 

And I most sorely grieved to see you thus. 

COREY. 

Of all the friends I had in happier days. 
You are the first, ay, and the only one, 
That comes to seek me out in my disgrace ! 
And you but come in time to say farewell. 
They 've dug my grave already in the field. 
I thank you. There is something in your pres- 
ence, 



That 's what they said who came here yester- 
day 
To lay a heavy weight upon my conscience 
By telling me that I was driven forth 
As an unworthy member of their church. 

GARDNER. 

It is an awful death. 

COREY. 

'T is but to drown. 
And have the weight of all the seas upon 
you. 

GARDNER. 

Say something ; say enough to fend off death 
Till this tornado of fanaticism 
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Blows itself out. Let me come in between 

you 
And your severer self, with my plain sense ; 
Do not be obstinate. 



I will not plead. 
If I deny, I am condemned already. 
In courts where ghosts appear as witnesses, 
And swear men's lives away. If I confess, 
Then I confess a lie, to buy a life 
Which is not life, but only death in life. 
I will not bear false witness against any, 
Not even against myself, whom I count least. 

GARDNER (ctside). 

Ah, what a noble character is this ! 



Scene III. — A street in the Village. Enter Gloyd 
and others. 



GLOYD. 

Quick, or we shall be late ! 

A MAN. 

That 's not the way. 
Come here; come up this lane. 

GLOYD, 

I wonder now 
If the old man will die, and will not speak ? 
He 's obstinate enough and tough enough 
For anything on earth. 

A hell tolls. 

Hark ! What is that ? 



I pray you, do not urge me to do that 
You would not do yourself. I have already 
The bitter taste of death upon my lips ; 
I feel the pressure of the heavy weight 
That will crush out my life within this hour ; 
But if a word could save me, and that word 
Were not the Truth ; nay, if it did but swerve 
A hair's-breadth from the Truth, I would not 
say it ! 

GARDNER (aside). 
How mean I seem beside a man like this ! 



As for my wife, my Martha and my Martyr, — 
Whose virtues, like the stars, unseen by day. 
Though numberless, do but await the dark 
To manifest themselves unto all eyes, — 
She who first won me from my evil ways, 
And taught me how to live by her example. 
By her example teaches me to die, 
And leads me onward to the better life ! 

SHERIFF (without). 

Giles Corey ! Come ! The hour has struck ! 

COREY. 

I come ! 
Here is my body ; ye may torture it, 
But the immortal soul ye cannot crush ! 

[Exeunt. 



A MAN. 

The passing bell. He 's dead ! 



We are too late. 

[Exeunt in hasle. 

Scene IV. — A field near the graveyard. Giles 

Corey lying dead, toith a great stone on his breast. 

The Sheriff at his head, Richard Gardner at /iw 

feet. A croiod behind. The hell tolling. Enter 

Hathorne and Mather. 

HATHORNE. 

This is the Potter's Field. Behold the fate 
Of those who deal in Witchcrafts, and, when 

questioned. 
Refuse to plead their guilt or innocence, 
And stubbornly drag death upon themselves. 



sight most horrible ! In a land like this. 
Spangled with Churches Evangelical, 
Inwrapped in our salvations, must we seek 
In mouldering statute-books of English Courts 
Some old forgotten Law, to do such deeds ? 
Those who lie buried in the Potter's Field 
Will rise again, as surely as ourselves 
That sleep in honored graves with epitaphs ; 
And this poor man, whom we have made a 

victim, 
Hereafter will be counted as a martyr! 





Saint John wnmlerinij nver lite face iif the En/ili. 

ST. JOHN. 

The Ages come and go, 
The Centuries pass as Years ; 
jNIy liair is white as the snow, 
My feet are weary and slow. 
The eartli is wet witli my tears I 
The kingdoms erumlile, and fall 
Apart, like a ruined wall, 



(.)r a lianl^; that is undermined 

By a river's ceaseless How, 

And leave no trace behind I 

The Avorld itself is oLl : 

Tlie portals of Time unfold 

C)n hinges of iron, that grate 

And groan with the rust and the weiglil:, 

Like the hinges of a gate 

That hath fallen to decay ; 

But the evil doth not cease ; 
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There i.s war instead of peace. 
Instead of Love there is liate ; 
And still 1 must wander antl wait, 
Still I must wateh and i)ruy, 
Not forgetting in whose siglit, 
A thousand years in their flight 
Are a,s a, single day. 

Tlie life of man is a, gleam 

Of liglit, that conuis and goes 

Like the course of the Holy Stream, 

The cityless river, tiiat tlows 

From fountains no one knows. 

Through the Lake of Galilee, 

Through forests and level lands, 

( )ver rocks, and shallows, and sands 

( )f a wilderness wild and vast, 

Till it findeth its rest at last 

In the desolate Dead Sea! 

But alas ! alas for me 

Not yet this rest shall bo ! 

What, then ! doth Charity fail ? 

Is Faith' of no avail ? 

Is Hope hlowu out like a light 

By a gust of wind in the night ''. 

The clashing of creeds, and the strife 

f)f the many beliefs, that in vain 

Perplex man's heart and brain, 

Art^ nauglit but the rustle of leaves. 

When the Iireatli of God upheaves 

The boughs of the Tree of Life, 

And they salisid(> again ! 

And I rem('ml)er still 

Th(> words, anil from whom they came, 



Not he that repcatcth the name, 
IjLit he that doeth the will ! 

And Him evermore I liehold 
Walking in Galilee, 
Tlirougli the cornfield's waving gold. 
In hamlet, in wood, and in wold, 
By the shores of the Beautiful Sea. 
He tonchctli the siglitless eyes; 
Before him the demons flee ; 
'Yo the dead He sayeth : Arise ! 
To the living : Follf)W me ! 
And tluit voice still souncleth on 
From the centuries that are gone, 
To the centuries that shall be ! 

From all vain pomps and shows, 

Fiom the pi'ide that overllows. 

And the false conceits of men; 

From all the narrow rales 

And subtleties of Schools, 

And the craft of tongue and pen ; 

Bewildered in its search, 

Bewildered w itli the cry : 

Lo, here ! lo, there, the Church ! 

Poor, sad Humanity 

Through all tlie dust and heat 

Turns Ijack with bleeding feet, 

By the weary road it came. 

Unto the simple thought 

By the great Master taught. 

And that remaiiieth still : 

Not he that repeateth the name. 

But he that doetli the will! 
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JERUSALEM. 




ACT I. 
The Citadel of Antlochns at Jerusalem 
Scene I. — Axxiociirs ; Jasox. 
O Antioch, my Antiocli, my 



Antiochus. 
city ! 

Queen of the East! my solace, my delight! 
The dowry of my sister Cleopatra 
When she was wed to Ptolemy, and now 
Won back and made move wonderful by me ! 
I love thee, and I long to be once more 
Among the plaj'ers and the dancing women 
Within thy gates, and bathe in the Orontes, 
Thy river and mine. O Jason, my High- 
Priest, 
For I have made tliee so, and thou art mine, 
Hast thou seen Antioch the Beautiful ? 

Jason. Never, my Lord. 

Ant. Then hast thou never seen 

The wonder of the world. This city of David 
Compared with Antioch is but a village, 
And its inhabitants compared with Greeks 
Are mannerless boors. 

Jason. They are barbarians. 

And mannerless. 

Ant. They must be civilized. 

They must be made to have more gods than 

one ; 
And goddesses besides. 

Jason. Tliey shall have more. 

Ant. They must have hip^Dodromes, and 
games, and baths. 
Stage-plays and festivals, and most of all 
The Dionysia. 

Jason. Tlie}^ shall have them all. 

Ant. By Heracles ! but I should like to see 



These Hebrews crowned with ivy, and arrayed 
In skins of fawns, with drums and flutes and 

thyrsi. 
Revel and riot through the solemn streets 
Of their old town. Ha, ha ! It makes lue 

merry 
Only to think of it ! — Thou dost not laugh. 
Jason. Yea, I laugh inwardly. 
Ant. The new Greek leaven 

Works slowly in this Israelitish dough ! 
Have I not sacked the Temple, and on the altar 
Set up the statue of Oh'inpian Zeus 
To Hellenize it ? 

Jason. Thou hast done all this. 

Ant. As thou wast Joshua once and now 
art Jason, 
And from a Hebrew hast become a Greek, 
So shall this Hebrew nation be translated, 
Their very natures and their names be 

changed. 
And all be Hellenized. 
Jason. It shall l)e done. 

Ant. Their manners and their laws and way 

of living 
Shall all be CTreek. They shall unlearn their 

language. 
And learn the lovely speech of Antioch. 
Where hast thou been to-day? Thou comest 
late. 
Jason. Playing at discus witli the others 
priests 
In the Gymnasium. 
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^«^. Thou hast done well. 

There 's nothhig better for you lazy priests 
Than discus-playing with the common people. 
Now tell me, Jason, what these Hebrews call me 
When they converse together at their games. 

Jason. Antiochus Epiphanes, my Lord ; 
Antiochus the Illustrious. 

Ant. Oh, not that; 

That is the public cry ; I mean the name 
They give me when they talk among them- 
selves, 
And think that no one listens ; what is that ? 

Jason. Antiochus Epimanes, my Lord ! 

Ant. Antiochus the Mad ! Ay, that is it. 
And who hath said it ? Who hath set in 

motion 
That sorry jest ? 

Jason. The Seven Sons insane 

Of a weird woman, like themselves insane. 

Ant. I like their courage, but it shall not 
save them. 
They shall be made to eat the flesh of swine 
Or they shall die. Where are they ? 



Jason. Ill the dungeons 

Beneath this tower. 

Ant. There let them stay and starve, 

Till I am ready to make Greeks of them, 
After my fashion. 

Jason. Tliey shall stay and starve. — 

My Lord, the Ambassadors of Samaria 
Await thy pleasure. 

Ant. Why not my displeasure ? 

Ambassadors are tedious. They are men 
Who work for their own ends, and not for 

mine ; 
There is no furtherance in them. Let them 

go 
To Apollonius, my governor 
There in Samaiia, and not trouble me. 
What do theyr want ? 

Jason. Only the royal sanction 

To give a name unto a nameless temple 
Upon Mount Gerizim. 

Ant. Then bid them enter. 

This pleases me, and furthers my designs. 
The occasion is auspicious. Bid them enter. 
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Scene II. — Antiochus; Jason; the Samaritan 
Ambassadoks. 

Ant. Approach. Come forward ; stand not at 
the door 
Waggmg your long beards, but demean your- 
selves 
As doth become Ambassadors. What seek ye ? 
An Ambassador. An audience from the 

King. 
Ant. Speak, and be brief. 

Waste not the time in useless rhetoric. 
Words are not things. 

Ambassador {reading'). "To King Anti- 
ochus, 
The God, Epiphanes ; a Memorial 
From the Sidonians, who live at Sichem." 
Ant. Sidonians ? 
Ambassador. Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. Go on, go on ! 

And do not tire thyself and me with bow- 
ing ! 
Ambassador (reading'). "We are a colony 

of Medes and Persians." 
Ant. No, ye are Jews from one of the Ten 
Tribes ; 
Whether Sidonians or Samaritans 
Or Jews of Jewry, matters not to me ; 
Ye are all Israelites, ye are all Jews. 
When the Jews prosper, ye claim kindred 

with them ; 
When the Jews suffer, ye are Medes and 

Persians ; 
I know that in the days of Alexander 
Ye claimed exemption from the annual tribute 
In the Sabbatic Year, because, ye said. 
Your fields had not been planted in that year. 
Ambassador (reading) . " Our fathers, upon 
certain frequent plagues. 
And following an ancient superstition. 
Were long accustomed to observe that day 
Which by the Israelites is called the Sabbath. 
And in a temple on Mount Gerizim 
Without a name, they offered sacrifice. 
Now we, who are Sidonians, beseech thee. 
Who art our benefactor and our savior. 
Not to confound us with these wicked Jews, 
But to give royal order and injunction 
To ApoUonius in Samaria, 
Thy governor, and likemse to Nicanor, 
Thy procurator, no more to molest us; 



And let our nameless temple now be named 
The Temple of Jupiter Hellenius." 

Ant. This shall be done. Full well it 

pleaseth me 
Ye are not Jews, or are no longer Jews, 
But Greeks ; if not by birth, yet Greeks by 

custom. 
Your nameless temple shall receive the name 
Of Jupiter Hellenius. Ye may go ! 

Scene III. — Antiochus ; Jason. 

Ant. My task is easier than I dreamed. 

These people 
Meet me half-way. Jason, didst thou take 

note 
How these Samaritans of Sichem said 
They were not Jews? that they were Medes 

and Persians, 
They were Sidonians, anything but Jews? 
'T is of good augury. The rest will follow 
Till the whole land is Hellenized. 

Jason. jNIy Lord, 

These are Samaritans. Tlie tribe of Judah 
Is of a different temper, and the task 
Will be more difiicult. 

Ant. Dost thou gainsay me ? 

Jason. I know the stubborn nature of the 

Jew. 
Yesterday, Eleazer, an old man. 
Being fourscore years and ten, chose rather 

death 
By torture than to eat the flesh of swine. 
Ant. The life is in the blood, and the 

whole nation 
Shall bleed to death, or it shall change its 

faith ! 
Jason. Hundreds have fled already to the 

mountains 
Of Ephraim, where Judas Maccabseus 
Hath raised the standard of revolt against 

thee. 
Ant. I will burn down their city, and will 

make it 
Waste as a wilderness. Its thoroughfares 
Shall be but furrows in a field of ashes. 
It shall be sown with salt as Sodom is ! 
This hundred and fifty-third Olympiad 
Shall have a broad and blood-red seal upon 

it, 
Stamped with the awful letters of my name, 
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Antiocbus the God, Epiphanes ! — 
Where are those Seven Sons ? 

Jason. My Lord, they wait 

Thy royal pleasure. 

Ant. They shall wait no longer ! 

ACT II. 

Tlie DuiHjeons in the CiladeL 

ScENK I. — The Mother of Oie .Seven Soxs 
alone^ lisleiiiii(j. 

The Motlier. Be strong, my heart ! Break 
not till they are dead. 

AU, all my Seven Sons ; then burst asun- 
der. 

And let this tortured and tormented soul 

Leap and ru.sli out like water through the 
shards 

Of earthen vessels broken at a well. 

my dear children, mine in life and death, 

1 know not how ye came into my womb ; 

I neither gave you breath, nor gave you life. 
And neither was it I that formed the 

members 
Of every one of you. But the Creator, 
Who made the world, and made the heavens 

above us. 
Who formed the generation of mankind, 
And found out the beginning of all things. 
He gave you breath and life, and will again 
Of his own mercy, as ye now regard 
Not your own selves, but his eternal law. 
I do not murmur, nay, I thank thee, God, 
That I and mine have not been deemed 

unworthy 
To suffer for thy sake, and for thy law, 
And for the many sins of Lsrael. 
Hark ! I can hear within the sound of 

scourges ! 
I feel them .more than ye do, O my sons ! 
But cannot come to you. L who was wont 
To wake at night at the least cry 3-e made. 
To whom ye ran at every slightest hurt, — 
I cannot take j'ou now into my lap 
And soothe your pain, but God will take you 

all 
Lito his pitying arms, and comfort you. 
And give you rest. 

A Voice (^within). What wouldst thou ask 

of us? 




Ready are we to die, but we will never 
Transgress the law and customs of our fathers. 
Tlie Mutlu-r. It is the voice of my first- 
born ! ( ) brave 
And noble boy ! Thou hast the privilege 
Of dying first, as thou wast born the first. 
Tlie same Voice (^u'itJdn'). God looketh on 
us, and hath comfort in us ; 
As Moses in his song of old declared, 
He in his servants shall be conifoited. 

The Mother. I knew thou wnuldst not 
fail ! — He speaks no more. 
He is beyond all pain ! 

A)it. (irithiii). If thou eat not 

Thou shalt be tortured throughout all the 

memliers 
Of thy whole body. Wilt thou eat then ? 
Second Voice (within). No. 
The MotJier. It is Adaiah's voice. I tremlde 
for him. 
I know his nature, devious as the wind. 
And swift to change, gentle and yielding 

always. 
Be steadfast, O my son ! 
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The same Voice (within). Thou, like a fury, 
Takest us from this present life, but God, 
Who rules the world, shall raise us up again 
Into life everlasting. 

The Mother. God, I thank thee 

That thou hast breathed into that timid heart 
Courage to die for thee. O my Adaiah, 
Witness of God ! if thou for whom I feared 
Canst thus encounter death, I need not fear ; 
The others will not shrink. 

Third Voice (jvithiii). Behold these hands 
Held out to thee, O King Antiochus, 
Not to implore thy mercy, but to show 
That I despise them. He who gave them to me 
Will give them back again. 

The Mother. O Avilan, 

It is thy voice. For the last time I hear it ; 
For the last time on earth, but not the last. 
To death it bids defiance and to torture. 
It sounds to me as from another world, 
And makes the petty miseries of this 
Seem unto me as naught, and less than 

naught. 
Farewell, my Avilan ; nay, I should say 
Welcome, my Avilan; for I am dead 
Before thee. I am waiting for the others. 
Why do they linger ? 

Fourth Voice (within). It is good, King, 
Being put to death by men, to look for hope 
From God, to be raised up again by him. 
But thou — no resurrection shalt thou have 
To life hereafter. 

The Mother. Four ! already four ! 
Three are still living ; nay, they all are 

living 
Half here, half there. Make haste, Anti- 
ochus, 
To reunite us ; for the sword that cleaves 
These miserable bodies makes a door 
Through which our souls, impatient of release. 
Rush to each other's arms. 

Fifth Voice (within'). Thou hast the pow- 
er; 
Thou doest what thou wilt. Abide awhile, 
And thou shalt see the power of God, and 

how 
He will torment thee and thy seed. 

The Mother. O hasten ; 

Why dost thou pause? Thou who hast slain 
already 



So many Hebrew women, and hast hung 
Their murdered infants round their necks, 

slay me. 
For I too am a woman, and these boys 
Are mine. Make haste to slay us all. 
And hang my lifeless babes about my neck. 
Sixth Voice (within). Think not, Anti- 
ochus, that takest in hand 
To strive against the God of Israel, 
Thou shalt escape unpunished, for his wrath 
Shall overtake thee and thy bloody house. 
The Mother. One more, my Sirion, and then 
all is ended. 
Having put all to bed, then in my turn 
I will lie down and sleep as sound as they. 
My Sirion, my youngest, best beloved ! 
And those bright golden locks, that I so oft 
Have curled about these fingers, even now 
Are foul with blood and dust, like a lamb's 

fleece, 
Slain in the shambles. — Not a sound I hear. 
This silence is more terrible to me 
Than any sound, than any cry of pain, 
That might escape the lips of one who dies. 
Doth his heart fail him? Doth he fall away 
In the last hour from God ? O Sirion, Sir- 
ion, 
Art thou afraid ? I do not hear thy voice. 
Die as thy brothers died. Thou must not 
live ! 

Scene II. — The Mother; Antiochus; Sirion. 

The Mother. Are they aU dead? 

Ant. Of all thy Seven Sons 

One only lives. Behold them where they lie ; 
How dost thou like this picture ? 

The Mother. God in heaven? 

Can a man do such deeds, and yet not die 
By the recoil of his own wickedness ? 
Ye murdered, bleeding, mutilated bodies 
That were my children once, and still are 

mine, 
I cannot watch o'er you as Rispah watched 
In sackcloth o'er the seven sons of Saul, 
Till water drop upon you out of heaven 
And wash this blood away ! I cannot mourn 
As she, the daughter of Aiah, mourned the 

dead, 
From the beginning of the barley-harvest 
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Until the autumn rains, and sufi'ered not 
The birds of air to rest on them by day, 
Nor the wikl beasts by night. For ye liave 

died 
A better death; a death so full of life 
That I ought rather to rejoice than mourn. — 
Wherefore art thou not dead, O Sirion ? 
Wherefore art thou the only living thing 
Among thy brothers dead? Art thou afraid? 
Ant. O woman, I have spared him for thy 
sake. 
For lie is fair to look upon and comely ; 
And I have sworn to him by all the gods 
That I would crown his life with J03' and 

honor, 
liea}) treasures on him, luxuries, delights, 
Make him my friend and keeper of my se- 
crets. 
If he would turn from your Mosaic Law 
And be as we are; l>ut he will not listen. 
The Mother. My noble Sirion ! 
Ant. Therefore I beseech thee, 

Who art his mother, thou wouldst speak 
with him. 



And wouldst persuade him. I am sick of 

blood. 
Tlif 3Inther. Yea, I will speak with him 

and will persuade him. 
Sirion, my son ! have pity on me, 
On me that bare thee, and that gave thee 

suck, 
And fed and nourished thee, and brought 

thee up 
With the dear trouble of a mother's care 
Unto this age. Look on the heavens above 

thee, 
And on the earth and all that is therein ; 
Consider that God made them out of things 
That were not ; and that likewise in this 

manner 
Mankind was made. Then fear not this tor- 
mentor ; 
But, being worthy of thy brethren, take 
Thy death as they did, that I may receive 

thee 
Again in mei'cy with them. 

Ant. I am mocked. 

Yea, I am laughed to scorn. 
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Sir ion. Whom wait ye for ? 

Never will I obey the King's cominandnient, 
But the commandment of the ancient Law, 
That was by Moses given unto our fathers. 
And thou, O godless man, tliat of all others 
Art the most wicked, be not lifted up, 
Nor puffed up with uncertain hopes, uplift- 
ing 
Thy hand against the servants of the Lord, 
For thou hast not escaped the righteous 

judgment 
Of the Almighty God, who seeth all things ! 

Ant. He is no God of mine; I fear Him 
not. 

Sirion. JNIy brothers, who have suffered a 
brief pain. 
Are dead ; but thou, Antiochus, shalt suffer 
The punishment of pride. I offer up 
My body and my life, beseeching God 
That He would speedily be merciful 
Unto our nation, and that thou by plagues 
Mysterious and by torments mayest confess 
That He alone is God. 

Ant. Ye both shall perish 

By torments worse than any that your God, 
Here or hereafter, hath in store for me. 

The Mother. My Sirion, I am proud of 
thee! 

Ant. Be silent ! 

Go to thy bed of torture in yon chamber. 
Where lie so many sleepers, heartless mother ! 
Thy footsteps will not wake them, nor thy 

voice. 
Nor wilt thou hear, amid thy troubled dreams, 
Thy children crying for thee in the night ! 

The Mother. O Death, tliat stretchest thy 
white hands to me, 
I fear them not, but press them to my lips. 
That are as white as thine ; for I am Death, 
Nay, am the Mother of Death, seeing these 

sons 
All lying lifeless. — Kiss me, Sirion. 

ACT III. 

The Battle-field of Beth-horon. 
Scene I. — Judas Maccabeus in armor before hU tent. 

Judas. The trumpets sound ; the echoes of 
the mountains 
Answer them, as the Sabbath morning breaks 
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Over Beth-horon and its battle-field, 
Where the great captain of the hosts of 

God, 
A slave brought up in the brick-fields of 

Egypt, 
O'ercame the Amorites. There was no day 
Like that, before or after it, nor shall be. 
The sun stood still ; the hammers of the 

hail 
Beat on their harness ; and the captains set 
Their weary feet upon the necks of kings, 
As I will upon thine, Antiochus, 
Thou man of blood I — Behold the rising 

sun 
Strikes on the golden letters of my banner. 
Be Elohim Yehovah ! Who is like 
To thee, O Lord, among the gods ? — Alas I 
I am not .Joshua, I cannot say, 
"Sun, stand thou still on Gibeou, and thou 

Moon, 
In Ajalon ! " Nor am I one who wastes 
The fateful time in useless lamentation; 
But one who bears his life upon his hand 
To lose it or to save it, as may best 
Serve the designs of Him who giveth life. 

Scene II. — Jddas JNlACOABiEus ; Jewish Fugi- 

' TIVES. 

Judas. Who and what are ye, that with 
furtive steps 
Steal in among our tents ? 

Fugitives. O Maccabseus, 

Outcasts are we, and fugitives as thou art, 
Jews of Jerusalem, that have escaped 
From the polluted city, and from death. 
Judas. None can escape from death. 
Say that ye come 
To die for Israel, and ye are welcome. 
What tidings bring ye ? 

Fugitives. Tidings of despair. 

The Temple is laid waste ; the precious 

vessels, 
Censers of gold, vials and veils and crowns. 
And golden ornaments, and hidden treas- 
ures. 
Have all been taken from it, and the Gen- 
tiles 
With revelling and with riot fill its courts. 
And dally with harlots in the holy places. 
Judas. All this I knew before. 
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Fugitives. Upon the altar 

Are things profane, things by the law forbid- 
den ; 

Nor can we keep our Sabbaths or our Feasts, 

But on the festivals of Dionysus 

Must walk in their processions, bearing ivy 

To crown a drunken god. 

Judas. This too I know. 

But tell me of the Jews. How fare the 
Jews? 
Fugitives. The coming of this mischief 
hath been sore 

And grievous to the people. All the land 

Is full of lamentation and of mourning. 

The Princes and the Elders weep and wail ; 

The young men and the maidens are made 
feeble ; 

The beauty of the women hath been changed. 
Judas. And are there none to die for 
Israel ? 

'Tis not enough to mourn. Breastplate and 
harness 

Are better things than sackcloth. Let the 
women 

Lament for Israel ; the men should die. 

Fugitives. Both men and women die ; old 
men and young : 

Old Eleazer died: and M4hala 

With all her Seven Sons. 

Judas. Antiochus, 

At every step thou takest there is left 

A bloody footprint in the street, by which 

The avenging wrath of God will track thee 
out! 

It is enough. Go to the sutler's tents : 

Those of you who are men, put on such 
armor 

As ye may find ; those of you who are 
women, 

Buckle that armor on ; and for a watch- 
word 

Whisper, or cry aloud, " The help of God." 

Scene III. — Judas MAOCAB^Etrs ; Nicanor. 

Nicanor. Hail, Judas Maccabseus ! 

Judas. Hail ! — Who art thou 

That comest here in this mysterious guise 
Into our camp unheralded ? 

Nic. A herald 

Sent from Nicanor. 



Judas. Heralds come not thus. 

Armed with thy shirt of mail from head to 

heel, 
Thou glidest like a serpent silently 
Into my presence. Wherefore dost thou turn 
Thy face from me? A herald speaks his 

errand 
With forehead unabashed. Thou art a spy 
Sent by Nicanor. 

Nic. No disguise avails ! 

Behold my face ; I am Nicanor's self. 

Judas. Thou art indeed Nicanor. I sa- 
lute thee. 
What brings thee hither to this hostile camp 
Thus unattended ? 

Nic. Confidence in thee. 

Thou hast the nobler virtues of thy race. 
Without the failings that attend those virtues. 
Tiiou canst be strong, and yet not tyrannous. 
Canst righteous be and not intolerant. 
Let there be peace between us. 

Judas. What is peace? 

Is it to bow in silence to our victors? 
Is it to see our cities sacked and pillaged. 
Our people slain, or sold as slaves, or fleeing 
At night-time by the blaze of burning towns ; 
Jerusalem laid waste ; the Holy Temple 
Polluted with strange gods ? Are these things 
peace? 

Nic. These are the dire necessities that 
wait 
On war, whose loud and bloody enginery 
I seek to stay. Let there be peace between 
Antiochus and thee. 

Judas. Antiochus ? 

What is Antiochus, that he should prate 
Of peace to me, who am a fugitive ? 
To-day he shall be lifted up ; to-morrow 
Shall not be found, because he is returned 
Unto his dust ; his thought has come to 

nothing. 
There is no peace between us, nor can be. 
Until this banner floats upon the walls 
Of our Jerusalem. 

Nic. Between that city 

And thee there lies a waving wall of tents 
Held by a host of forty thousand foot. 
And horsemen seven thousand. What hast 

thou 
To bring against all these ? 
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■Judas. The power of God, 

Whose breath shall scatter your white tents 

abroad. 
As flakes of snow. 

Nic. Your Miglity One in heaven 

Will not do Ijattle on the Seventh Day ; 
It is his day of rest. 

Judas. Silence, blasphemer. 

Go to thy tents. 

Nic. Shall it be -^var or peace? 

Judas. War, war, and only war. Go to 
thy tents 
That shall be scattered, as by you were scat- 
tered 
The torn and trampled pages of the I.aw, 
Blown througli the windy streets. 

Mc. Farewell, brave foe ! 

Judas. Ho, tiiere, my captains ! Have safe- 
conduct given 
Unto Nicanor's herald through tlie camp, 
And come v'ourselves to me. — Farewell, Ni- 



SCEN'E IV — .TuDvs Maccab.eus ; Captaix.s axd 
Soldiers. 

Judas. The hour is come. Gather the 

host together 
For liattle. Lo, with trumpets and with 

songs 
The army of Nicanor comes against us. 
Go forth to meet them, praying in your 

hearts, 
And fighting with your hands. 

Captains. Look forth and see ! 

The morning sun is shining on their shields 
Of gold and brass ; the mountains glisten 

with them. 
And sliine like lam]is. And we who are 

so few 
And poorly armed, and ready to faint with 

fasting. 
How shall we fight against this multi- 
tude ? 
Judas. The victory of a battle standeth 

not 
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in multitudes, but in tlie strength that 

Cometh 
From heaven above. The Lord forbid that I 

Should do this thing, and flee away from 
them. 

Nay, if our hour be come, then let us die ; 

Let us not stain our honor. 

Captains. 'T is the Sabbath. 

Wilt thou fight on the Sabbath, Macca- 
bgeus ? 

Judas. Ay ; when I fight the battles of the 
Lord, 

I fight them on his day, as on all others. 

Have ye forgotten certain fugitives 

That fled once to these hills, and hid them- 
selves 

In caves ? How their pursuers camped 
against them 

Upon the Seventh Day, and challenged 
them? 

And how they answered not, nor cast a 
stone, 

Nor stopped the places where they lay con- 
cealed. 

But meekly perished with their wives and 
children. 

Even to the number of a thousand souls? 

We who are fighting for our laws and lives 

Will not so perish. 

Captains. Lead us to the battle ! 

Judas. And let our watchword be, " The 
Help of God ! " 

Last night I dreamed a dream ; and in my 
vision 

Beheld Onias, our High-Priest of old, 

Who holding up his hands prayed for the 
Jews. 

This done, in the like manner there ap- 
peared 

An old man, and exceeding glorious. 

With hoaiy hair, and of a wonderful 

And excellent majesty. And Onias said : 
" This is a lover of the Jews, who prayeth 

Much for the people and the Holy City, — 

God's prophet Jeremias." And the prophet 

Held forth his right hand and gave unto nie 

A sword of gold ; and giving it he said : 
"Take thou this holy sword, a gift from God, 

And with it thou shalt wound thine adver- 
saries." 



Captains. The Lord is with us ! 
Judas. Hark! I hear the trumpets 

Sound from Beth-horon ; from the battle- 
field 
Of Joshua, where he smote the Amorites, 
Smote the Five Kings of Eglon and of Jar- 

muth. 
Of Hebron, Lachish, and Jerusalem, 
As we to-day will smite Nicanor's hosts 
And leave a memory of great deeds behind 
us. 
Captains and Soldiers. The Help of God ! 
Judas. Be, Elohini Yehovah! 

Lord, thou didst send thine Angel in the 

time 
Of Esekias, King of Israel, 
And in the armies of Sennacherib 
Didst slay a hundred fourscoi'e and five thou- 
sand. 
Wherefore, O Lord of heaven, now also send 
Before us a good angel for a fear, 
And through the might of thy right arm let 

those 
Be stricken with terror that have come this 

day 
Against thy holy people to blaspheme! 

ACT IV. 

The Outer Cowls of the Temple at Jerusalem. 

Scene I. — Judas Maccabeus ; Captains ; 
Jews. 

Judas. Behold, our enemies are discom- 
fited. 
Jerusalem is fallen ; and our banners 
Float from her battlements, and o'er her 

gates 
Nicnnor's severed head, a sign of terror. 
Blackens in wind and sun. 

Captains. O ]\Inccabseus, 

The citadel of Antiochus, wherein 
The Mother with her Seven Sons was mur- 
dered. 
Is still defiant. 

Judas. Wait. 

Captains. Its hateful aspect 

Insults us with the bitter memories 
Of other days. 

Judas. Wait ; it shall disappear 

And vanish as a cloud. First let us cleanse 
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The Sanctuary. See, it is become 

Waste like a wilderness. Its golden gates 

Wj'enched from tlieii hinges and consumed by 
fire ; 

Shrubs growing in its courts as in a for- 
est ; 

Upon its altars hideous and strange idols ; 

And strewn about its pavement at my feet 

Its Sacred Books, half-burned and painted 
o'er 

With images of heathen gods. 

Jews. Woe ! woe ! 

Our beauty and our glory are laid waste ! 

The Gentiles have profaned our holy places ! 
(^Laiiientalion and alarm of trumpels ) 

Judas. This sound of tranipets, and this 

lamentation, 
The heart-cry of a people toward the heavens 
Stir me to wrath and vengeance. Go, my 

captains ; 
I hold you back no longer. Batter down 
The citadel of Antiochus, while here 
^^^e sVeep away his altars and his gods. 

ScEXK II. — Judas MaccabjEus ; Jason; 
Jews. 

Jews. Lurking among the ruins of the Tem- 
ple. 
Deep in its inner courts, we found this man. 
Clad as High-Priest. 

Judas. I ask not who thou art, 

I know thy face, writ over with deceit 
As are these tattered volumes of the Law 
With heathen images. A priest of God 
Wast thou in other days, but thou art now 
A priest of Satan. Traitor, thou art Ja- 
son. 
Jason. I am thy prisoner, Judas Macca- 
bseus. 
And it would ill become me to conceal 
My name or office. 

Judas. Over yonder gate 

There hangs the head of one who was a 

Greek. 
What should prevent me now, thou man of 

sin. 
From hanging at its side the head of one 
Who born a Jew hath made himself a Greek ? 
Jason. Justice prevents thee. 
Judas. Justice ? Thou art stained 



With every crime 'gainst which the Deca- 
logue 
Thunders with all its thunder. 

Jmsuii. If not Justice, 

Then Wercy, her handmaiden. 

Judas. When hast thou 

At any time, to any man or woman. 
Or even to any little child, shown mercy ? 
Jason. I have but done what King Antio- 
chus 
Commanded me. 

Judas. True, thou hast been the 

weapon 
With which he struck ; but hast been such a 

weapon, 
So flexible, so fitted to his hand, 
It tempted him to strike. So thou hast urged 

him 
To double wickedness, thine own and his. 
Where is this King? Is he in Antioch 
Among his women still, and from his win- 
dows 
Throwing down gold by handfuls, for the 

rabble 
To scramble for ? 

Jason. Nay, he is gone from there. 

Gone with an army into the far East. 
Judas. And wherefore gone ? 
Jason. I know not. For the space 

Of forty days almost were horsemen seen 
Running in air, in cloth of gold, and armed 
With lances, like a band of soldiery ; 
It was a sign of triumph. 

Judas. Or of death. 

Wherefore art thou not with him ? 

Jiison. I was left 

For service in the Temple. 

Judas. To pollute it. 

And to corrupt the Jews ; for there are men 
Whose presence is corruption ; to be witli 

them 
Degrades us and deforms the things we do. 
Jiison. I never made a boast, as some men 
do, 
Of my superior virtue, nor denied 
The weakness of my nature, that hath made 

nie 
Subservient to the will of other men. 

Judas. Upon this day, the five-and-twen- 
tieth day 
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Of the month Caslan, was the Temple here 
Profaned by strangei-H, — by Antiochus 
And thee, his instrument. Upon this day 
Shall it be cleansed. Tliou, who didst lend 

thyself 
Unto this profanation, canst not be 
A witness of these soleaiin services. 
There can be nothing clean where thou art 

present. 
The people put to death Callisthenes, 
Who burned the Temple gates ; and if they 

find thee 
Will surely slay thee. I will spare thy life 
To punish thee the longer. Thou shalt wan- 
der 
Among strange nations. Thou, that hast cast 

out 
So many from their native land, shalt per- 
ish 
In a strange land. Thou, that hast left so 
many 



Unburied, shalt have none to mourn for thee, 
Nor any solemn funerals at all, 
Nor sepulchre with thy fatliers. — Get thee 
hence ! 

(Music. Procession of Piicsls and people, with citherns, 
harps, and cymbals. Judas Maccab.eus puts himself 
at their head, and they ga into the inner courts.) 

ScENio III. — Jason, alone. 

Jason. Through the Gate Beautiful I see 

them come 
With Ijranches and green boughs and leaves 

of palm. 
And pass into the inner courts. Alas ! 
I sliould be with them, should be one of them, 
But in an evil hour, an hour of weakness, 
That Cometh unto all. I fell away 
From the old faith, and did not clutch the 

new. 
Only an outward semblance of belief ; 
For the new faith I cannot make mine own. 



HENRY WADS WORTH LONGFELLOW. 



lib 



Not being born to it. It hath no root 
Within me. I am neither Jew nor Greek, 
But stand between them both, a renegade 
To each in turn ; having no longer faith 
In gods or men. Tlien what mysterious charm, 
What fascination is it chains my feet, 
And keeps me gazing like a curious child 
Into the holy places, where the priests 
Have raised their altar ? — Striking stones to- 
gether. 
They take fire out of them, and light the 

lamps 
In the great candlestick. They spread the 

veils, 
And set the loaves of showbread on the table. 
The incense burns ; the well-remembered odor 
Comes wafted unto me, and takes me back 
To other days. I see myself among them 
As I was then ; aiul the old superstition 
Creeps over me again ! — A childish fancy ! — 
And hark ! they sing with citherns and with 

cymbals, 
And all the peojDle fall upon their faces, 
Praying and worshipping ! — I will away 
Into the East, to meet Antiochus 
Upon his homeward journey, crowned with 

triumph. 
Alas ! to-day I Avould give everything 
To see a friend's face, or to hear a voice 
That had the slightest tone of comfort in it! 

ACT V. 

The Movntains of Ecbatana. 

Scene I. — Antiochus; Philip; Attendants. 

Ant. Here let us rest awhile. Where are 
we, Philip? 
What place is this? 

Philip. Ecbatana, my Lord; 

And yonder mountain range is the Orontes. 
Ant. The Orontes is my river at Anti- 
och. 
Why did I leave it? Why have I been 

tempted 
By coverings of gold and shields and breast- 
plates 
To plunder Elymais, and be driven 
From out its gates, as by a fiery blast 
Out of a furnace? 

Philip. These are fortune's changes. 



Ant. What a defeat it was ! The Persian 
horsemen 
Came like a mighty wind, the wind Kham^ 

seen. 
And melted us away, and scattered us 
As if we were dead leaves, or desert sand. 

Philip. Be comforted, my Lord ; for thou 
hast lost 
But what thou hadst not. 

Ant. I, who made the Jews 

ISkip hke the grasshoppers, am made myself 
To skijJ among these stones. 

Philip. Be not discouraged. 

Thy realm of Syria remains to thee ; 
That is not lost nor marred. 

Ant. Oh, where are now 

The splendors of my court, my baths and 

banquets ? 
Where are my players and my dancing women ? 
Where are my sweet musicians with their 

pipes, 
That made me merry in the olden time ? 
I am a laughing-stock to man and brute. 
The very camels, with their ugly faces, 
Mock me and laugh at me. 

Philip. Alas ! my Lord, 

It is not so. If thou wouldst sleep awhile. 
All would be well. 

Ant. Sleep from mine eyes is gone, 

And my heart faileth me for very care. 
Dost thou remember, Philip, the old fable 
Told us when we were boys, in which the bear 
Going for honey overturns the hive, 
And is stung blind by bees ? I am that beast, 
Stung by the Persian swarms of Elymais. 

Philip. When thou art come again to 
Antioch 
These thoughts will be as covered and forgot- 
ten 
As are the tracks of Pharaoh's chariot-wheels 
In the Egyptian sands. 

Ant. Ah ! when I come 

Again to Antioch ! When vdll that be ? 
Alas ! alas ! 

Scene IT. — Antiochus ; Philip ; A Messenger. 

Messenger. May the King live forever I 
Ant. Who art thou, and whence comest 

thou? 
Messenger. My Lord, 
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I am a messenger from Antioch, 
Sent liere hj Lysias. 

Ajit. A strange foreboding 

01' sometliinw evil overshadows me. 
I am no reader of the Jewish Scriptures ; 
I know not Hebrew; but my High-Priest Jason, 
As I remember, told me of a Prophet 
Who saw a little cloud rise from the sea 
Like a man' s hand, and soon the heaven was 

black 
With clouds and rain. Here, Philip, read; I 

cannot ; 
I see that cloud. It makes the letters dim 
Before mine eyes. 

Philip (^reading'). " To King Antiochus, 
The God, Epiphanes." 

Ant. Oh mockery ! 

Even Lysias laughs at me ! — Go on, go on ! 
' Philip (j-eading). "We pray thee hasten 

thy return. The realm 
Is falling from thee. Since thou hast gone 

from us 
The victories of Judas Maccaba>us 
Form all our annals. First he overthrew 
Thy forces at Beth-horon, and passed on, 
And took Jerusalem, the Holy City. 
And then Emmaus fell ; and then Bethsura ; 
Epliron and all the towns of Galaad, 
And Maccabseus marched to Carnion." 

Ant. Enough, enough ! Go call my char- 
iot-men : 
We will drive forward, forward, without ceasing, 
Until we come to Antioch. My captains, 
jNIy Lysias, Gorgias, Seron, and Nicanor, 
Are babes in battle, and this dreadful Jew 
Will rob me of my kingdom and my crown. 
i\Iy elephants shall trample liim to dust ; 
I will wipe out his nation, and will make 
Jerusalem a common burying-place. 
And every home within its walls a tomb ! 

{Throws up his hands, and sinks into Ihe arms of at- 
tendants, loho lay him upon a hank.) 

Philip. Antiochus ! Antiochus ! Alas, 
The King is ill! What is it, O my Lord? 

Ant. Nothing. A sudden and sharp spasm 
of pain. 
As if the lightning struck me, or the knife 
Of an assassin smote me to the heart. 
'Tis passed, even as it came. Let us set forward. 



Philip. See that the chariots be in read- 
iness ; 
We will depart forthwith. 

Ant. A moment more. 

I cannot stand. I am become at once 
Weak as an infant. Ye will have to lead me. 
Jove, or Jehovah, or whatever name 
Thou wouldst be named, — it is alike to me, — 
If I knew how to pray, I would entreat 
To live a little longer. 

Philip. O my Lord, 

Thou shalt not die ; we will not let thee die ! 

Ant. How canst thcu help it, Philip? Oh 
the |)ain ! 
Stab after stab. Thciu hast no shield against 
This unseen weapon. God of Israel, 
Since all the other gods abandon me. 
Help me. I will release the Holy City, 
Garnish with goodly gifts the Hrdy Temjjle. 
Thy people, whom I judged to be unworth}"- 
To be so much as buried, shall be equal 
Unto the citizens of Antioch. 
I will become a Jew, and will declare 
Through all the world that is inhabited 
Tlie power of God ! 

Philip. He faints. It is like death. 

Bring here the royid litter. We will bear him 
Into the camp, while yet he lives. 

Ant. O Philip, 

Into what tribulation am I come ! 
Alas ! I now remember all the evil 
That I have done the Jews ; and for this cause 
These troubles are upon me, and behold 
I perish through gi'eat grief in a strange land. 

Philip. Antiochus ! my King ! 

Ant. ^''Vi King no longer. 

Take thou my royal robes, my signet ring. 
My crown and seeiDtre, and deliver them 
L^nto my son, Antiochus Eupator; 
And unto the good Jews, my citizens, 
In all my towns, say that their dying monarch 
Wisheth them joy, prosperity, and health. 
I whf), puffed up with pride and arrogance. 
Thought all tlie kingdoms of the earth mine 

own, 
If I would but outstretch my hand and take 

them, 
Mci'l. faci' to face a greater potentate, 
King Death — Epiphanes — the Illustrious! 

[Dies. 
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THE FUGITIVE. 

TAIITAR SONG, FROM THE PKOSE VERSION OF CH(_lIiZKO. 




I. 

lie is giine to the desert land! 
I can see the shining mane 
Of his horse on the distant plain. 
As he rides with liis Kossak band! 



Come back, rebellious one ! 
Let thy proud heart relent ; 
Come back to my tall, white tent, 
Come back, my only son I 
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" Thy hand in freedom shall 
Cast thy hawks, when morning breaks, 
On the swans of the Seven Lakes, 
On the lakes of Karajal. 

" I will give thee leave to stray 
And pasture thy hunting steeds 
In the long grass and the reeds 
Of the meadows of Karaday. 

" I will give thee my coat of mail, 
Of softest leather made. 
With choicest steel inlaid ; 
Will not all this prevail ? " 

II. 

"This hand no longer shall 
Cast my hawks, when morning breaks, 
On the swans of the Seven Lakes, 
On the lakes of Karajal. 

" I will no longer stray 
And pasture my hunting steeds 
In the long grass and the reeds 
Of the meadows of Karaday. 

"Though thou give me thy coat of mail, 
Of softest leather made. 
With choicest steel inlaid, 
All this oaimot prevail. 

" What right hast thou, O Khan, 
To me, who am mine own, 
Who am slave to God alone, 
And not to any man ? 

" God will appoint the day 
When I again shall be 
By the blue, shallow sea, 
Where the steel-bright sturgeons play. 

" God, who doth care for me. 
In the barren wilderness. 
On unknown hills, no less 
Will my companion be. 

" When I wander lonely and lost 
In the wind ; when I watch at night 
Like a hungry wolf, and am white 
And covered with hoar-frost ; 



"Yea, wheresoever I be. 
In the yellow desert sands, 
In mountains or unknown lands, 
Allah will care for me ! " 

III. 

Then Sobra, the old, old man, — 
Three hundred and sixty years 
Had he lived in this land of tears. 
Bowed down and said, " O Khan ! 

" If you bid me, I will speak. 
There 's no sap in dry grass, 
No marrow in dry bones ! Alas, 
The mind of old men is weak ! 

" I am old, I am very old : 
I have seen the primeval man, 
I have seen the great Gengis Khan, 
Arrayed in his robes of gold. 

"What I say to you is the truth; 
And I say to you, O Khan, 
Pursue not the star-white man. 
Pursue not the beautiful youth. 

"Him the Almighty made, 
And brought him forth of the light 
At the verge and end of the night. 
When men on the mountain prayed. 

" He was born at the break of day. 
When abroad the angels walk ; 
He hath listened to their talk. 
And he knoweth what they say. 

" Gifted with Allah's grace, 
Like the moon of Ramazan 
When it shines in the skies, O Khan, 
Is the light' of his beautiful face. 

" When first on earth he trod. 
The first words that he said 
Were these, as he stood and prayed, 
' There is no God but God ! ' 

" And he shall be king of men, 
For Allah hath heard his prayer, 
And the Archangel in the air, 
Gabriel, hath said, Amen ! " 
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THE SIEGE OF KAZAN. 



TARTAR SONG, FltUW THE PEOSE VERSION OE OHODZKO. 



Black are the moors before Kazan, 

And their stagnant waters smell of blood : 

I said in my heart, with horse and man, 
I will swim across tiiis shallow flood. 

Under the feet of Arg-amaek, 

Like new moons were the shoes he bare. 
Silken trappings Imng on his back. 

In a talisman on his neek, a prayer. 

My warriors, thoiiglit I, are following me ; 
Bnt when I looked behind, alas! 



Not one of all the band could I see. 
All had simk in the black morass ! 

Where are our shallow fords ? and whore 
Tiie power of Kazan with its fourfold gates ? 

From the prison windows our maidens fair 
Talk of us stid tlirougli tlje iron grates. 

We cannot hear them ; for liorse and man 
Lie buried deep in the dark abyss ! 

Ah ! tlie black day liath come down on Kazan ! 
All ! was ever a gi'ief like this ? 
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THE BOY AND THE BROOK. 



AKMENIAN POPULAR SOXG, FROM THE PROSE VERSION OF ALISHAN. 



Down from yon distant mountain lieight 
The brooklet iiows tluouyh the village 
street ; 
A boy comes forth to wash his liands, 
Washing, yes washing, there he stands, 
In the water cool and sweet. 

Brook, from what mountain dost thou come? 

O my Ijrooklet cool and sweet ! 
I come from yon mountain high and cold. 
Where lieth tla^ new sn(jw on the old, 

And melts in the sununer heat. 

Brook, to wliat river dost thou co ? 

(_) my brooklet cool and sweet! 
I "o to the river there below 



Where in bunches the violets grow. 
And sun and shadow meet. 

Brook, to what garden dost thou go ? 

O my brooklet cool and sweet I 
I go to the garden in the vale 
Whei'e all night long the nightingale 

Her love-soug doth rejjeat. 

Bi'ook, to what fountain dost thou go ? 

O my brooklet cool and sw^eet I 
I eo to the fountain at whose brink 
The maid that loves thee comes to diiiil 
And whenever sjie looks therein, 
I rise to meet hei', and kiss lier chin, 

And my joy is then complete. 
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TO 'J'lIE STOUK. 



AUMEXIAN POPULAR SONG, FKOJI THE PKO.SE VER8I0X OF ALISHAN. 



Welcome, O Stovk ! that dost winy 
Thy fliglit fruni the far-UAvay ! 

Thou liast lirouu'lit us tlie signs of Spring, 
ThdU luist niaih' our sad licarts tiav. 

Descend, ( ) Stoi-k ! descend 

Upon our root to rest ; 
In our asli-tree, O my friend, 

Vl\ darHng, make thy nest. 

To thee, ( ) Stork, I oompkain, 

(_) Stork, to tliee I impart 
The tliousand sorrows, tlie pain 

And aching of my liea.rt. 

When thou away didst go. 
Away from this tree of ours. 



The witliering winds did blow. 
And dried up all the flowers. 

Dark grew tlie bi'illiant sky, 
C'loudy and dark and drear ; 

They were lireaking the snow on high. 
And w'intci' was drawing near. 

From X'araca's rnc-ky wall. 

From the rock of Varaia unrolled. 
The snow came and covered all. 

And the green uK'adow \\'as cold. 

Stork, our garden with snow 

Was hidden away and lost. 
And the rose-trees that in it grow 

Were withered hy snow and frost. 




CONSOLATION. 

TO M. DtTPERRIER, GEXTLEMAX OF AIX IX PROVEXCE. OX THE DEATH OF HIS DAUGHTEIl 

FR01I ^rVLIIKREF,. 



Will then, Duperrier, thy sorrow be eternal '' 

And shall the sad discourse 
Whispered within thy heart, by tenderness 
]iaternal. 

Only augment its foi'ce ? 



Thy daughter's mournlul fate, into the tojnij 
descending 

By death's frequented ways. 
Has it become to thee a labyrintli never ending. 

Where thy lost reason strays? 
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I know the charms that made her youth a 
benediction : 
Nor should I be content, 
As a censorious friend, to solace thine afflic- 
tion 
By her disparagement. 

But she was of the world, which fairest 
things exposes 
To fates the most forlorn ; 
A rose, she too hath lived as long as live the 
roses, 
The space of one brief morn. 



Death has his rigorous laws, unparalleled, un- 
feeling ; 



All prayers to him are vain ; 
Cruel, he stops his ears, and, deaf to our ap- 
pealing, 
He leaves us to complain. 

The poor man in his hut, with only thatch 
for cover. 
Unto these laws must bend ; 
The sentinel that guards the barriers of the 
Louvre 
Cannot our kings defend. 

To murmur against death, in petulant de- 
fiance. 
Is never for the best ; 
To will what God doth will, that is the 
only science 
That gives us any rest. 



TO CARDINAL RICHELIEU. 



FROM MALHBKBE. 



Thou mighty Prince of Church and State, 
Richelieu ! until the hour of death. 
Whatever road man chooses. Fate 
Still holds him subject to her breath. 
Spun of all silks, our days and nights 
Have sorrows woven with delights ; 
And of this intermingled shade 
Our various destiny appears, 
Even as one sees the course of years 
Of summers and of winters made. 



Sometimes the soft, deceitful hours 
Let us enjoy the halcyon wave ; 
Sometimes impending peril lowers 
Beyond the seaman's skill to save. 
The Wisdom, infinitely wise. 
That gives to human destinies 
Their foreordained necessity, 
Has made no law more fixed below, 
Than the alternate ebb and flow 
Of Fortune and Adversity. 



THE ANGEL AND THE CHILD. 



FEOM JEAN EEBOUL, THE BAKER OP NISMES. 



An angel with a radiant face. 

Above a cradle bent to look. 
Seemed his own image there to trace. 

As in the waters of a brook. 

"Dear child! who me resemblest so," 

It whispered, " come, O come with me ! 
Happy together let us go. 

The earth unworthy is of thee ! 



" Here none to perfect bliss attain ; 
The soul in pleasure suffering lies ; 
Joy hath an undertone of pain. 

And even the happiest hours their sighs. 

" Fear doth at every portal knock ; 
Never a day serene and pure 
From the o'ershadowing tempest's shock 
Hath made the morrow's dawn secure. 
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" Wliat, then, shall sorrows and shall fears 
Come to disturb so pure a brow ? 
And with the bitterness of tears 

These eyes of azure troubled grow ? 

" All no ! into the fields of sjxice, 

Away shalt thou escape with me ; 
And Providence will grant thee grace 
Of all the days that were to be. 



" Let no one in thy dwelling cower, 

In sombre vestments draped and veiled; 



But let them welcome thy last hour. 
As tliy first moments once they hailed. 

" Without a cloud be there each brow ; 
There let the grave no shadow cast ; 
When one is pure as thou art now, 
The fairest day is still the last." 

And waving wide his wings of white. 
The angel, at these words, had sped 

Towards the eternal realms of light ! — 
Poor mother ! see, tliy son is dead ! 



TO ITALY. 



FEOM FILICAJA. 



Italy ! Italy ! thou who 'rt doomed to wear 
The fatal gift of beauty, and possess 
The dower fvmest of infinite wretched- 
ness 
Written upon thy forehead by despair ; 



Ah ! wonld that thou wert stronger, or less fair. 
That they might fear thee more, or love thee 

less. 
Who in the splendor of thy loveliness 
Seem wasting, yet to mortal combat dare ! 
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Then from the Alps I should not see descend- 
ing 
Such torrents of armed men, nor Gallic horde 
Drinking the wave of Po, distained with gore, 



Nor should I see thee girded with a sword 
Not thine, and with the stranger's arm 

contending, 
Victor or vanquished, slave forevermore. 



WANDERER'S NIGHT-SONGS. 



FKOM GOETHE. 



Thou that from the heavens art. 
Every pain and sorrow stillest, 
And the doubly wretched heart 
Doubly with refreshment fillest, 
I am weary with contending ! 
Why this rapture and unrest? 
Peace descending 
Come, ah, come into my breast ! 



11. 

O'er all the hill-tops 

Is quiet now. 

In all the tree-tops 

Hear est thou 

Hardly a breath; 

The birds are asleep in the trees ; 

Wait ; soon like these 

Thou too shalt rest. 



REMORSE. 



PKOM AUGUST VON PLATEN. 



How I started up in the night, in the night. 
Drawn on without rest or reprieval! 

The streets, with their watchmen, were lost to 
my sight, 
As I wandered so light 
In the night, in the night. 

Through the gate with the arch mediseval. 

The mill-brook rvished from the rocky height, 
I leaned o'er the bridge in my yearning ; 

Deep under me watched I the waves in their 
flight, 
As they glided so light 
In the night, in the night. 

Yet backward not one was returning. 



O'erhead were revolving, so countless and 
bright. 
The stars in melodious existence ; 
And with them the moon, more serenely be- 
dight ; — 
They sparkled so light 
In the night, in the night, 
Through the magical, measureless distance. 

And upward I gazed in the night, in the night. 
And again on the waves in their fleeting ; 

Ah woe ! thou hast wasted thy days in delight, 
Now silence thou light, 
In the night, in the night, 

The remorse in thy heart that is beating. 



SANTA TERESA'S BOOK-MARK. 



PUOM THE SPANISH OF SANTA TERESA. 



Let nothing disturb thee. 
Nothing affright thee ; 
All things are passing ; 



God never changeth ; 
Patient endurance 
Attaineth to all things ; 



Who God possesseth 
In nothing is wanting ; 
Alone God sufficeth. 
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I. 



THE WORKSHOP OF HEPHAESTUS. 




HEPH^STUS, standing before the statue o/ pandora. 
Not fashioned out of gold, like Hera's tlirone, 
Nor forged of iron like the thiinderbolts 
Of Zeus omnipotent, or other works 
Wrought by my hands at Lemnos or Olym- 
pus, 
But moulded in soft clay, that unresisting 
Yields itself to the touch, this lovely form 



Before me stands, perfect in every part. 
Not Aphrodite's self appeared more fair, 
When first upwafted by caressing winds 
She came to high Olympus, and the gods 
Paid homage to her beauty. Thus her hair 
Was cinctured ; thus her floating drajjery 
Was like a cloud about her, and her face 
Was radiant with the sunshine and the sea. 
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THE VOICE OF ZEUS. 

Is thy work done, Hephaestus ? 

HEPHAESTUS. 

It is finished ! 

THE VOICE. 

Not finished till I breathe the breath of life 
Into her nostrils, and she moves and speaks. 

HEPHAESTUS. 

Will she become immortal like ourselves ? 



Pandora descends from the pedestal. 
CHORUS OF THE GRACES. 

AGLAIA. 

In the workshop of Hephaestus 

What is this I see ? 
Have the Gods to four increased us 

Who were only three ? 
Beautiful in form and feature, 

Lovely as the day. 
Can there be so fair a creature 

Formed of common clay? 



THE VOICE. 

The form that thou hast fashioned out of 

clay 
Is of the earth and mortal ; but the spirit, 
The life, the exhalation of my breath. 
Is of diviner essence and immortal. 
The gods shall shower on her their benefac- 
tions, 
She shall possess all gifts : the gift of song, 
The gift of eloquence, the gift of beauty, 
The fascination and the nameless charm 
That shall lead all men captive. 

HEPH.ESTUS. 

Wherefore ? wherefore ? 
A wind shakes the house. 

I hear the rushing of a mighty wind 
Through all the halls and chambers of 

house ! 

Her parted lips inhale it, and her bosom 
Heaves with the inspiration. As a reed 
Beside a river in the rippling current 
Bends to and fro, she bows or lifts her head. 
She gazes round about as if amazed ; 
She is alive ; she breathes, but yet she speaks 

not! 



my 



O sweet, pale face! O lovely eyes of azure. 
Clear as the waters of a brook that run 
Limpid and laughing in the summer sun ! 
O golden hair, that like a miser's treasure 

In its abundance overflows the measure ! 
graceful form, that cloudlike floatest on 
With the soft, undulating gait of one 
Who moveth as if motion were a pleasure ! 

By what name shall I call thee ? Nymph or 
Muse, 
Callirrhoe or Urania? Some sweet name 
Whose every syllable is a caress 

Would best befit thee ; but I cannot choose. 
Nor do I care to choose ; for still the same, 
Nameless or named, will be thy loveliness. 



EUPHROSYNE. 



Dowered with all celestial gifts, 

Skilled in every art 
That ennobles and uplifts 

And delights the heart. 
Fair on earth shall be thy fame 

As thy face is fair. 
And Pandora be the name 

Thou henceforth shalt bear. 



II. 



OLYMPUS. 



HERMES, putting on his sandals. 
Much must he toil who serves the Immortal 

Gods, 
And I, who am their herald, most of all. 
No rest have I, nor respite. I no sooner 
Unclasp the winged sandals from my feet. 



Than I again must clasp them, and depart 
Upon some foolish errand. But to-day 
The errand is not foolish. Never yet 
With greater joy did I obey the summons 
That sends me earthward. I will fly so 
swiftly 
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Tliat vay caduceus in the, wliistlino- air 
Shall make a sound like the Pandasan pipes, 
Cheating the shepherds ; for to-day I go, 
Commissioned by high-thundering Zeus, to 

lead 
A maiden to Prometheus, in his towei', 
And by my cunning arguments persuade liim 
To marry her. What mischief lies concealetl 
In this design I know not ; but I know 



Who thinks of mai-rying hath ali'eady taken 
One step upon the road to penitence. 
Such embassies delight me. Forth I launch 
On the sustaining air, nor fear to fall 
Like Icarus, nor swerve aside like him 
Who drove amiss Hyperion's fier}' steeds. 
I sink, I fly I The yielding element 
Folds itself roun<l aliout me like an arm, 
xVnd holds me as a mother holds her child. 



III. 



TOWER OF PROMETHEUS ON MOUNT CAUCASUS. 




PROMETHEUS. 

I HEAR the trumpet of Alectryon 
Proclaim the dawn. The stars begin to fade, 
And all the heavens are full of projjhecies 
And evil auguries. Blood-red last night 
I saw great Kronos rise ; the crescent moon 
Sank through the mist, as if it were the scythe 
His parricidal hand had flung far down 
The western steeps, <) ye Immortal Gods, 
W'hat evil are ye plotting and contriving ? 



Hekmks and Pandora at the threshuld. 

I'WDOl! A. 

I cannot cross the threshold. An unseen 
And icy hand repels me. These blank walls 
Oppress me witli their weight ! 

PllOMK.TIIKUS. 

Powerful ye are. 
But not omnipotent. Ye cannot fight 
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Against Necessity. The Fates control you, 
As they do us, and so far we are equals ! 

PANDORA. 

Motionless, passionless, companionless, 

He sits there muttering in his beard. His 

voice 
Is like a river flowing underground! 



Prometheus, hail! 



PROMETHEUS. 

Who calls me ? 



The Gods and all their gifts. If they have 

sent her 
It is for no good purpose. 

HERMES. 

What disaster 
Could she bring on thy house, who is a 
woman ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

The Gods are not my friends, nor am I theirs. 
Whatever comes from them, though in a shape 
As beautiful as this, is evil only. 
Who art thou? 



HERMES. 



Dost thou not know me? 



PANDORA. 



It is I. One who, though to thee unknown, 

Yet knoweth thee. 



PROMETHEUS. 

By thy winged cap 
And winged heels I know thee. Thou art 

Hermes, 
Captain of thieves ! Hast thou again been 

stealing 
The heifers of Admetus in the sweet 
Meadows of asphodel? or Hera's girdle? 
Or the earth-shaking trident of Poseidon? 

HERMES. 

And thou, Prometheus ; say, hast thou again 
Been stealing fire from Helios' chariot-wheels 
To light thy furnaces? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Why comest thou hither 
So early in the dawn? 

HERMES. 

The Immortal Gods 
Know naught of late or early. Zeus himself 
The omnipotent hath sent me. 

PROMETHEUS. 

For what purpose? 

HERMIIS. 

To bring this maiden to thee. 



PROMETHEUS. 



PROMETHEUS. 

How shouldst thou know me, woman ? 

PANDORA. 

Who knoweth not Prometheus the humane? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Prometheus the unfortunate ; to whom 

Both Gods and men have shown themselves 

ungrateful. 
When every spark was quenched on every 

hearth 
Throughout the earth, I brought to man the 

fire 
And all its ministrations. My reward 
Hath been the rock and vulture. 



But the Gods 



At last relent and pardon. 



PROMETHEUS. 



They relent not; 
They pnrdon not; they are implacable. 
Revengeful, unforgiving ! 



HERMES. 



I mistrust 



As a pledge 
Of reconciliation they have sent to thee 
This divine being, to be thy companion. 
And bring into thy melancholy house 
The sunshine and the fragrance of her youth. 
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PROMETHErS. 



I need them not. I have within myself 
All that my heart desires ; the ideal beauty 
Which the creative faculty of mind 
Fashions and follows in a thousand sliapes 
More lovely than the real. Aly own thoughts 
Are my companions ; my designs and labors 
And aspirations are my only friends. 



PROMETHEUS. 

No gift of theirs, in whatsoever shape 
It comes to me, with whatsoever charm 
To fascinate my sense, will I receive. 
Leave me. 

PANDORA. 

Let us go hence. I will not stay. 



Decide not rashly. The decision made 
Can never be recalled. The Gods implore not. 
Plead not, solicit not ; they only offer 
Choice and occasion, which once being passed 
Return no more. Dost thou accept the gift? 

100 



HERMES. 

We leave thee to thy vacant dreams, and 

all 
The silence and the solitude of thought. 
The endless l)itterness of unbelief. 
The loneliness of e.^istence witliout love. 
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CHORUS OF THE FATES. 
CLOTHO. 

How the Titan, the defiant, 
The self-centred, self-reliant, 
Wrapped in visions and illusions, 
Robs himself of life's best gifts ! 
Till by all the storm-winds shaken. 
By the blast of fate o'ertaken. 
Hopeless, helpless, and forsaken, 
In the mists of his confusions 
To the reefs of doom he drifts! 

LACHESIS. 

Sorely tried and sorely tempted, 
From no agonies exempted. 
In the penance of his trial, 
And the discipline of pain; 



Often by illusions cheated. 
Often baffled and defeated 
In the tasks to be completed. 
He, by toil and self-denial. 
To the highest shall attain. 

ATROPOS. 

Tempt no more the noble schemer ; 
Bear unto some idle dreamer 
This new toy and fascination, 
This new dalliance and delight! 
To the garden where reposes 
Epimetheus crowned with roses, 
To the door that never closes 
Upon pleasure and temptation. 
Bring this vision of the night ! 



IV. 



THE AIR. 



HERMES, returning to Ohjmpus. 
As lonely as the tower that he inhabits. 
As firm and cold as are the crags about him 
Prometheus stands. The thunderbolts of Zeus 
Alone can move him; but the tender heart 
Of Epimetheus, burning at white heat, 
Hammers and flames like all his brother's 

forges ! 
Now as an arrow from Hyperion's bow, 
My errand done, I fly, I float, I soar 



Into the air, returning to Olympus. 

joy of motion ! O delight to cleave 

The infinite realms of space, the liquid ether, 
Through the warm sunshine and tlie cooling 

cloud. 
Myself as light as sunbeam or as cloud ! 
With one touch of my swift and winged feet, 

1 spurn the solid earth, and leave it rocking 
As rocks the bough from which a bird takes 

wing. 



V. 



THE HOUSE OP EPIMETHEUS. 



EPIMETHEUS. 



Beautiful apparition ! go not hence ! 
Surely thou art a Goddess, for thy voice 
Is a celestial melodj'-, and thy form 
Self-poised as if it floated on the air ! 



PANDORA. 



No Goddess am I, nor of heavenly birth, 
Rut a mere woman fashioned out of clay 
And mortal as the rest. 



EPIMETHEUS. 

Thy face is fair ; 
There is a wonder in thine azure eyes 
That fascinates me. Thy whole presence 

seems 
A soft desire, a breathing thought of love. 
Say, would thy star like Merope's grow 

dim 
If thou shouldst wed beneath thee ? 
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PANDORA. 

Ask me not ; 
I cannot answer thee. I only know 
The Gods have sent me hither. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

I believe, 
And thus believing am most fortunate. 
It was not Hermes led thee here, but Eros, 
And swifter than his arrows were thine eyes 
In wounding me. There was no moment's 

space 
Between my seeing thee and loving thee. 
Oh, what a telltale face thou hast ! Again 
I see the wonder in thy tender eyes. 

PANDORA. 

They do but answer to the love in thine. 
Yet secretly I wonder thou shouldst love me. 
Thou knowest me not. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Perhaps I know thee better 
Than had I known thee longer. Yet it seems 
That I have always known thee, and but 

now 
Have found thee. Ah, I have been waiting 

long. 

PANDORA. 

How beautiful is this house ! The atmosphere 
Breathes rest and comfort, and the many 

chambers 
Seem full of welcomes. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

They not only seem, 
But truly are. This dwelling and its master 
Belong to thee. 

PANDORA. 

Here let me stay forever ! 
There is a spell upon me. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Thou thyself 
Art the enchantress, and I feel thy power 
Envelop me, and wrap my soul and sense 
In an Elysian dream. 



PANDORA. 

Oh, let me stay. 
How beautiful are all things round about 

me. 
Multiplied by the mirrors on the walls ! 
What treasures hast thou here ! Yon oaken 

chest, 
Carven with figures and embossed with gold, 
Is wonderful to look upon ! What choice 
And precious things dost thou keep hidden 

in it? 

EPIMETHEUS. 

I know not. 'T is a mystery. 



PANDORA. 



Hast thou never 



Lifted the lid? 



EPIMETHEUS. 



The oracle forbids. 
Safely concealed there from all mortal eyes 
Forever sleeps the secret of the Gods. 
Seek not to know what they have hidden 

from thee. 
Till they themselves reveal it. 



PANDORA. 



EPIMETHEUS. 



As thou wilt. 



Let us go forth from this mysterious place. 
The garden walks are pleasant at this hour ; 
The nightingales among the sheltering boughs 
Of populous and many-nested trees 
Shall teach me how to woo thee, and shaU 

tell me 
By what resistless charms or incantations 
They won their mates. 

PANDORA. 

Thou dost not need a teacher. 

They go out. 

CHORUS OF THE EUMENIDES. 

What the Immortals 
Confide to thy keeping. 
Tell unto no man ; 
Waking or sleeping. 
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Closed be thy portals 
To friend as to foeman. 



Nor Tartarus hide them ; 
Swift wrath overtakes them. 



Silence conceals it ; 
The word that is spoken 
Betrays and reveals it; 
By breath or by token 
The charm may be broken. 

With shafts of their splendors 
The Gods unforgiving 
Pursue the offenders, 
The dead and the living ! 
Fortune forsakes them, 
Nor earth shall abide them. 



With useless endeavor, 
Forever, forever, 
Is Sisyphus rolling 
His stone up the mountain! 
Immersed in the fountain, 
Tantalus tastes not 
The water that wastes not ! 
Through ages increasing 
The pangs that afflict him. 
With motion unceasing 
The wheel of Ixion 
Shall torture its victim ! 



VI. 



IN THE GARDEN. 



EPIMETHEUS. 

Yon snow-white cloud that sails sublime in 

ether 
Is but the sovereign Zeus, who like a swan 
Flies to fair-ankled I^eda ! 

PANDORA. 

Or perchance 
Ixion's cloud, the shadowy shape of Hera, 
That bore the Centaurs. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

The divine and human. 

CHORUS OP BIRDS. 

Gently swaying to and fro. 
Rocked by all the winds that blow. 
Bright with sunshine from above 
Dark with shadow from below, 
Beak to beak and breast to breast 
In the cradle of their nest. 
Lie the fledglings of our love. 



ECHO. 



Love ! love ! 



EPIMETHEUS. 



The feathered flute-players pipe their songs 

of love, 
And Echo answers, love and only love. 



CHORUS OF BIRDS. 



Every flutter of the wing. 
Every note of song we sing, 
Every murmur, every tone. 
Is of love and love alone. 



ECHO. 

Love alone ! 

EPIMETHEUS. 



Hark ! listen ! Hear how sweetly overhead 



Who would not love, if loving she might be 
Changed like Callisto to a star in heaven? 

PANDORA. 

Ah, who would love, if loving she might 

be 
Like Semele consumed and burnt to ashes? 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Whence knowest thou these stories ? 

PANDORA. 

Hermes taught me ; 
He told me all the history of the Gods. 
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CHORUS OF REEDS. 

Evermore a sound shall be 
In the reeds of Arcady, 
Evermore a low lament 
Of unrest and discontent, 
As the story is retold 
Of the nymph so coy and cold, 
Who with frightened feet outran 
The pursuing steps of Pan. 



EPIMETHEUS. 

The pipe of Pan out of tliese reeds is made, 
And when he plays upon it to the shep- 
herds 
They pity him, so mournful is the sound. 
Be thou not coy and cold as Syrinx was. 

PANDORA. 

Nor thou as Pan Ije rude and mannerless. 










PROJiExnEUS, without. 



Ho ! Epimetheus 



EPIMKTHEUS. 



'T is my brother's voice ; 
A sound unwelcome and inopportune 
As was the braying of Silenus' ass, . 
Once heard in Cybele's garden. 



PANDORA. 

Let me go. 
I would not be found here. I would not see 
him. 

She escapes ainnnr/ the trees. 
CHORUS OF DRTADES. 

Haste and hide thee. 
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Ere too late, 

In these thickets intricate; 

Lest Prometheus 

See and chide thee, 

Lest some hurt 

Or harm betide thee, 

Haste and hide thee! 

PROMETHEUS, entering. 

Who was it fled from here? I saw a shape 
Flitting among the trees. 

EPIMETIIEUS. 

It was Pandora. 

PEOMETHEUS. 

Epimetheus ! Is it then in vain 

That I have warned thee? Let me now im- 
plore. 
Thou harborest in thy house a dangerous guest. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Whom the Gods love they honor with such 
guests. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Whom the Gods would destroy they first make 
mad. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Shall I refuse the gifts they send to me? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Reject all gifts that come from higher powers. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Such gifts as this are not to be rejected. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Make not thyself the slave of any woman. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Make not thyself the judge of any man. 

PROMETHEUS. 

1 judge thee not; for thou art more than 

man; 
Thou art descended from Titanic race, 
And hast a Titan's strength, and faculties 



That make thee godlike; and thou sittest 

here 
Like Heracles spinning Omphale's flax, 
And beaten with her sandals. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

O my brother! 
Thou drivest me to madness with thy taunts. 

PROMETHEUS. 

And me thou drivest to madness with thy 

follies. 
Come with me to my tower on Caucasus : 
See there my forges in the roaring caverns, 
Beneficent to man, and taste the joy 
That springs from labor. Read with me the 

stars. 
And learn the virtues that lie hidden m plants. 
And all things that are useful. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

my brother 
I am not as thou art. Thou dost inherit 
Our father's strength, and I our mother's 

weakness : 
The softness of the Oceanides, 
The yielding nature that cannot resist. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Because thou wilt not. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Nay; because I cannot. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Assert thyself ; rise up to thy full height ; 

Shake from thy soul these dreams effeminate 

These passions born of indolence and ease. 

Resolve, and thou art free. But breathe the 
air 

Of mountains, and their unapproachable sum- 
mits 

Will lift thee to the level of themselves. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

The roar of forests and of waterfalls, 
The rushing of a mighty wind, with loud 
And undistinguishable voices calling, 
Are in my ear ! 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Oil, listen and obey. 

EPIMETIIEUS. 

Thou leadest me as a child. I follow thee. 

Tliey I/O out. 

CHORUS OF OREADICS. 

Centuries old are the mountains ; 

Their foreheads wrinkled and rifted 

Helios crowns by day, 

Pallid Selene by night ,• 

From their bosoms uptossed 

The snows are driven and drifted. 

Like Tithonus' beard 

Streaming dishevelled and white. 

Thunder and tempest of wind 
Their trumpets blow in the vastness ; 
Phantoms of mist and rain, 
Cloud and the shadow of cloud, 
Pass and repass by the gates 



Of their inaccessible fastness ; 
Ever unmoved they stand, 
Solemn, eternal, and proud. 

VOICES OF THE WATERS. 

Flooded by rain and snow 
In their inexliaustil.ile sources, 
Swollen by ;ittlaent streams 
Flurrving onward and hurled 
Headlong over the crags. 
The impetuous water-courses 
Rush antl roar and plunge 
Down to the nethermost world. 

Say, have the solid rocks 
Into streams of silver been melted, 
Flowing over the plains. 
Spreading to lakes in the fields ? 
Or have the mountains, the giants, 
The ice-helmed, the forest-belted, 
Scattered their arms abroad ; 
Flung in the meadows their shields? 
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VOICES OF THE WINDS. 
High on their turreted cliffs 
That bolts of thunder have shattered, 
Storm-winds muster and blow 
Trumpets of terrible breath; 
Then from the gateways rush, 
And before them routed and scattered 
Sullen the cloud-rack flies. 
Pale with the pallor of death. 

Onward the hurricane rides, 
And flee for shelter the shepherds; 
White are the frightened leaves, 
Harvests with terror are white ; 
Panic seizes the herds. 
And even the lions and leopards, 
Prowling no longer for prey, 
Crouch in their caverns with fright. 

VOICES OF THE FORESTS. 

Guarding the mountains around 
Majestic the forests are standing. 
Bright are their crested helms. 
Dark is their armor of leaves ; 
Filled with the breath of freedom 
Each bosom subsiding, expanding, 
Now like the ocean sinks. 
Now like the ocean upheaves. 



Planted firm on the rock. 
With foreheads stern and defiant, 
Loud they shout to the winds, 
Loud to the tempest they call ; 
Naught but Olympian thunders. 
That blasted Titan and Giant, 
Them can uproot and o'erthrow, 
Shaking the earth with their fall. 

CHORUS OF OREADES. 

These are the Voices Three 
Of winds and forests and fountains, 
Voices of earth and of air, 
Murmur and rushing of streams. 
Making together one sound, 
The mysterious voice of the moun- 
tains. 
Waking the sluggard that sleeps, 
Waking the dreamer of dreams. 

These are the Voices Three, 
That speak of endless endeavor. 
Speak of endurance and strengtli. 
Triumph and fulness of fame, 
Sounding about the world. 
An inspiration forever, 
Stirring the hearts of men, 
Shaping their end and their aim. 
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THE HOUSE OE EPIMETHEUS. 



PANDORA. 

Left to myself I wander as I will, 
And as my fancy leads me, through this house, 
Nor could I ask a dwelling more complete 
Were I indeed the Goddess that he deems me. 
No mansion of Olympus, framed to be 
The habitation of the Immortal Gods, 
Can be more beautiful. And this is mine. 
And more than this, the love wherewith he 

crowns me. 
As if impelled by powers invisible 
And irresistible, my steps return 
Unto this spacious hall. All corridors 
And passages lead hither, and all doors 
But open into it. Yon mysterious chest 
Attracts and fascinates me. Would I knew 



What there lies hidden ! But the oracle 
Forbids. Ah me! The secret then is safe. 
So would it be if it were in my keeping. 
A crowd of shadowy faces from the mirrors 
That line these walls are watching me. I 

dare not 
Lift up the lid. A hundred times the act 
Would be repeated, and the secret seen 
By twice a hundred incorporeal eyes. 
She walks to the other side of the hall. 
My feet are weary, vs^andering to and fro. 
My eyes witli seeing and my heart with 

waiting. 
I will lie here and rest till he returns, 
Who is my dawn, ray day, my Helios. 
Throws herself upon a couch, and falls asleep. 
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ZKI'llYltUS. 

Come from thy caverns dark and 

deep, 
O s(in of Ereliiis and NiL;lit ; 
jVU sense of lieiiiim;- and ul' sight 
Enfold in the serene deliyht 
And quietnde of sleep ! 

Set all thy silent sentinels 
To bar and gnard the Ivoi'y Gate, 
And keep th(> evil dreams of fate 
And falseliood and infernal hate 
Imprisoned in their cells. 



lint open wide tlic (iate (if IIoi'U, 
Wdicncc, li(.>autirul as j)l;iiicts, rise 
The dreams of truth, \\'\t\\ stai'i'y eyes. 
And all the wondirjus jiropljccies 
And ^ isioiis of tlie morn. 

CIKJRUS ()V DIM^AMS \-[[i)M rillO IVnUV GATE. 

Ye sentinels of sleep. 

It is in vain ye keep 
Your drowsy watch liefore the ivory Gate; 

Though closed tlie portal seems, 

The aii'y feet of dreams 
Ye cannot thus in walls incarcei'ate. 




We phantoms are and dreams 

Born by Tartarean streams, 
As ministers of the infernal powers ; 

O son of Erebus 

And Night, behold ! we thus 
Ehide your watchful wanlers on the towers! 

101 



From gloomy Tartarus 

The Fates have summoned us 
To whisper in her ear. who lies asleep, 

A tale to fan the fire 

( )f her insane desire 
To know a secret that the Gods would keej). 
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Tliis passion, in tlieir ire, 

Tlio (iods themselves inspire, 
To vex mankind ^yitll e\iis manifold, 

So that disease and pain 
■ O'er the whole eartl] may leign. 
And iieveriiiorr, return the ^Vg'e of (rold. 

PAXIIOUA, IL-alMIIJ. 

A voiee said in my sleep : " Do not de- 
lay : 
Do not delay : the golden moments Hy ! 
The oracle hath hii-fiidden ; yet not tliee 
Doth it forbid, but Epimetlieus only I "" 
I am alone. These faces in the mirrors 



Are but the shadows and phantoms of myself; 
Tiiey cannot help nor hinder. No one sees 

jne, 
Sa\e the all-seeing Gods, \vlio, knowing good 
And knowing evil, have created me 
Such as I am, and filled mo witli desire 
Of knowing good and evil like themselves. 

Slw (ijijjroiidics llic rJiesl. 

1 hesitate no longer. Weal or woe, 

(Jr life or death, the moment shall decide. 

SIti: lifls l/ie till. A dense mist rUts Jhun Ike rlicsl, ami Jills 
tilt: room. Panhoha /((//.< sensi'le^s on tliejioor. Storm 
icilhou/. 




riKiKl'S OF I>I!EA:\rS IT.fiM Till'. CATE OF UOKX. 

Yes, tli(^ moment slinll decide I 
It already hath decided : 
And the secret once confided 
To the keeping of tlie Titan 
Now is flying far and wide. 
Whispered, told on every side, 
To disquiet and to frighten. 



Fever of tlie lieart and l)rain. 
Sorrow, pestilence, and pain, 
Ahians of anguish, maniac langliter. 
All the evils that liereafter 
Shall affliet and vex mankind. 
All into the air have risen 
From tlie chambers of their prison : 
Only Hope remains behind. 
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VIII. 



IN THE GARDEN. 



EPIMETIIEUS. 

The storm is past, but it liatli left behind it 

Ruin and desolation. jVII the walks 

Are sti'ewn with shattered boughs ; the birds' 

are silent ; 
The flowers, downtrodden by the wind, lie 

dead ; 
The swollen rivulet ,sobs with secret pain ; 
The melancholy reeds whisper together 
As if some dreadful deed had been committed 
They dare not name, and all the air is heavy 
With ;\u unspoken sorrow ! Premonitions, 
Foreshadowings of some terrible disaster 
( )ppress my heart. Ye Gods, avert the omen ! 

TAXDORA, coming from the liouse. 

EpimetJieus, I no longer dare 

To lift mine eyes to thine, nor hear thy voice. 
Being no longer worthy of thy love. 

KPIMETHKUS. 

What hast thou done? 

PAXDOliA. 

Forgive me not, but kill me. 

EPIMETIIEUS. 

What hast thou done ? 

PANDORA. 

I pray for death, not pardon. 

EPIMETHEHS. 

What hast thou done ? 

PANDORA. 

I dare not speak of it. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Thy pallor and thy silence terrify me ! 

PANDORA. 

1 have brought wrath and ruin on thy house ! 



My heart hath braved tlie oracle that guarded 
The fatal secret from us, and my hand 
Lifted the lid of the mysterious chest ! 

EPIMETIIEUS. 

Then all is lost ! I am indeed undone. 

PANDORA. 

I prnjr for punishment, and not for pardon. 

EPniETHEUS. 

Mine is the fault, not thine. On me shall fall 

The vengeance of the Gods, for I betra}ed 

Their secret when, in evil hour, I said 

It was a secret ; when, in evil hour, 

I left thee here alone to this temptation. 

Why did I leave thee ? 

PAXllORA. 

Why didst thou return ? 
Eternal absence would have been to me 
The greatest punishment. To be left alone 
And face to face with my own crime, had 

been 
Just retribution. Upon nie, ye Gods, 
Let all your vengeance fall ! 

EPIMETHUCS. 

On thee and me. 
I do not love thee less for what is done, 
And cannot be undone. Thy very weakness 
Llatli brought thee nearer to me, and hence- 
forth 
My love will have a sense of pity in it. 
Making it less a worship than liefore. 

PANDORA. 

Pity me not ; [jit}- is degradation. 
Love me and kill me. 

EPIMETIIEUS. 

Beautiful Pandora ! 
Thou art a Goddess still ! 
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rA.NIlUUA. 

J am u wijiiiaii ; 
And the insurgent tleiiMiii in my nature, 
Tluit nuidc me brave the oracle, revolts 
At pity and eompassion. Let me die ; 
What else renuiins for me? 

ia'mi:i iiel'S. 

Youth, hope, and love : 
To build a new life on a ruined life, 
To make the future fairer tlian tlie past, 
And make the past appear a troubled dream. 
E\en now in passing- through the garden 

walks 
Up(ui the ground I saw a fallen nest 
Ruini'd and full of rain ; and o\er me 
Beheld tlie uiu/ouiplaining hii'ds already 
Busy in building a new luibitation. 

PANDOltA. 

Ausjjieious omen ! 

lopntiiTUKus. 

May the Enmenides 
Put out their torelles ;ind licliold us not. 
And tling away theii' whips of senrpions 
And toueh us not. 



I'AXnoR \. 

Me let th(,']n punish. 
Only through ])ujushnient of our evil deeds. 
Only through suft'eriug, are we reconciled 
To the immortal Gods ;ind to ourselves. 

CIl(_)nL'.S or- TIIK EUMENIDES. 

Never shall snuls like these. 

Escape the Eumenides, 
The daughters dark of Acheron and Night! 

Unquenched our torches glare, 

Our scourges in the air 
Send foith proj)hetic sounds before they smite. 

Never by lapse rif time 

The soul defaced l)y crime 
Into its former self returns again ; 

For every guilty deed 

Holds in itself the seed 
Of retribution and undying pain. 

Never shall be tlie loss 

Restored, till Helios 
Hath piu-ilied theui ^vitll Ids heavenly fires ; 

Tlien what was lost is won, 

.And the new life begiui, 
Kindled with nobler passions and desires. 



mi\ ~^-i 
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The lights are out, and gone are all the 

guests 
That thronging eame with merriment and 

jests 



To eelel>rate the Hanging of the Crane 
In the new house, — into the night are 

gone ; 
But still th(? fii'e upon the hearth burns on, 
And I alone remain. 
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O fortunate, happy day, 
When a new household finds its place 
Among the myriad homes of earth, 
l^ike a new star just sprung to birth, 
And rolled on its harmonious way 
Into the boundless realms of space ! 

So said the guests in speech and song, 
As in the chimney, burning bright, 
We hung the iron crane to-night, 
jVnd merry was the feast and long. 

II. 
And now I sit and muse on what may be, 
And in my vision see, or seem to see. 

Through floating vapors interfused with 
light, 
Shapes indeterminate, that gleam and fade. 
As shadows passing into deeper shade 
Sink and elude the sight. 

For two alone, there in the hall. 

Is spread the table round and small ; 

Upon the polished silver shine 

The evening lamps, but, more divine, 

Tlie light of love shines over all; 

Of love, that says not mine and thine, 

But ours, for ours is thine and mine. 

They want no guests, to come between 

Their tender glances like a screen, 

And tell them tales of land and sea, 

And whatsoev.er may betide 

The great, forgotten world outside; 

They want no guests ; they needs must be 

Each other's own best company. 

III. 
The pictui'e fades ; as at a village fair 
A showman's views, dissolving into air, 

Again appear transfigured on the screen. 
So in my fancy this ; and now once more. 
In part transfigured, through the open door 
Appears the selfsame scene. 

Seated, I see the two again. 

But not alone; they entertain 

A little angel unaAvare, 

With face as round as is the moon, 

A royal guest with flaxen hair. 



Who, throned upon his lofty chair. 
Drums on the table with his spoon. 
Then drops it careless on the floor, 
To grasp at things unseen before. 

Are these celestial manners '! these 

The ways that win, the arts that please ? 

Ah yes ; consider well the guest, 

And whatsoe'er he does seems best; 

He ruleth by the right divine 

Of helplessness, so lately born 

In purple chambers of the morn, 

As sovereign over thee and thine. 

He speaketh not; and yet there lies 

A conversation in his eyes ; 

The golden silence of the Greek, 

The gravest wisdom of the wise. 

Not spokeji in language, but in looks 

More legible than printed books, 

As if he could but would not speak. 

And now, O monarch absolute, 

Thy power is put to proof ; for, lo ! 

Resistless, fathomless, and slow. 

The nurse comes rustling like the sea. 

And pushes back thy chair and thee, 

And so good night to King Canute. 

IV. 

As one who walking in a forest sees 
A lovely landscape through the parted trees, 
Then sees it not, for boughs that intervene ; 
Or as we see the moon sometimes revealed 
Through drifting clouds, and then again con- 
cealed. 
So I behold the scene. 

There are two guests at table now ; 
The king, deposed and older grown. 
No longer occupies the throne, — 
The cro%vn is on his sister's brow; 
A Princess fi-om the Fairy Isles, 
The very pattern girl of girls. 
All covered and embowered in curls. 
Rose-tinted from the Isle of Flowers, 
And sailing with soft, silken sails 
From far-off Dreamland into ours. 
Above their bowls with rims of blue 
Four azure eyes of deeper hue 
Are looking, dreamy with delight ; 
Limpid as planets that emerge 
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Above the ocean's i-oundcil verij;e. 
Soft-shining- through the suninier night. 
Steadfast they gaze, yet nothing see 
Beyond tlie horizon of tlieir Imwls; 
Nov cave they fov tlie Morld that rolls 
With all its fveight of tvouhled sotds 
Into the (lays tliat ave to Ije. 

V. 

Again the tossing boughs shut out the scene. 
Again the drifting va]iovs intevvene, 

And tlie moon s pallid disk is hidden quite ; 
And now I see the table widev grown. 
As vound a piebble into watev thrown 
Dilates a ring of light. 

I see the table widev grown, 
I see it garlanded with guests, 
As if fair Ariadne's Crown 
Out of the sk\ liad falh'n down: 



Maidens witliiii w liose lender fjveasts 

A tliousand restless hopes and fears, 

Fortli reaching to the coming years, 

Fluttev awhile, then quiet lie. 

Like timid birds tliat fain Hnuld lly. 

But do not dave to ]ea\(' theiv nests; — 

And youths, who in their stn-jigth elate 

C'halleiige tlie van ajid fiont of fate. 

Eager as cliain])inns to be 

In tlie divine knight-errantry 

Of youth, that travels sea and land 

Seeking adventures, or pursues. 

Through cities, and througli solitudes 

Frequented l>y the lyi-ic JNIuse, 

The phantom with tlie l.)eekoning hand. 

That stills allures and still (dudes. 

O sweet illusions of the livain I 

O sudden thrills (jf fire and frost ! 

The world is bright while ye I'emain. 

And dark and dead when ye are lost! 




■^i^v, ^^ 
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vr. 
Tlic nieadow-bi'ook, tliat seumeth to stand .still, 
<^aiek(Mis its cunvnt as it neai's the mill ; 

And so the stream of Time that linyercth 
In level places, and so dull a^jpears, 
]{uns with a, swiftei current as it nears 
The gloomy mills of Death. 

And now, like the magician's sei'oll. 

That in the o\vnei''s kee])ing shrinks 

AVith every wish he speaks or tjiinks. 

Till the last wish consumes the whole, 

The table dwindles, and again 

I see the two alone remain. 

The crown of stars is broken in parts; 

Its jewels, brighter than the day. 

Have one by one lieen stolen away 

To shine in other homes and hearts. 

( )nc is a wanderer now afar 

In ( 'eylun or in Zanzibar, 

( )r sunny regions of Cathay ; 

And one is in the boisterous cainji 

iMid clink of anus and horses tramp. 

And battle's terribU- array. 

I see the patient mother read. 

With aching lieart, of wrecks that float 

Disabled on those seas remote, 

( )r of some great heroic deed 

( )n battle-fields, where tlmusands l)leed 

To lift one hero into fame. 

Anxious she bends her graeefid head 

Above these chronicles of pain, 

And trembles with a secret dread 

Lest there among the drowned or slain 

She find the one beloveil name. 

vn. 

After a day of cloml and wind and rain 
Sometimes the settinii- sun breaks out aijain, 



And, touching all the darksome woods A\'ith 
liglit, 
Smiles on the helds, until they laugh and 

sing. 
Then like a ruf)y from the iiorizon's ring 
Drops down into the night. 

What see I now? The night is fair. 
The storm of grief, the clouds of care, 
The wind, the rain, have passed away ; 
The lamps are lit, the fires burn bright, 
The house is full of life and light ; 
It is the Golden Wedding day. 
The guests come thronging in (jnce 

more. 
Quick footsteps sound along the floor, 
The troojung cliildren crowd tlie stair, 
And in and out and everywhere 
Flashes along the C(jri-idor 
Tlie sun.shine of their golden hair. 
On the round table in the hall 
Another Ariadne's Crown 
(.)ut of the sky hath fallen down ; 
More than one ^Monarch of the ^loon 
Is drumming with his silver sjjoon ; 
The light of love shines over all. 

O fortunate, ( ) happy day ! 
The people sing, the people say. 
The ancient bridegroom and the bride. 
Smiling contented and serene 
Ui^n the blithe, bewildering scene, 
Behold, well pleased, on every side 
Their forms and features multiplied. 
As the reflection of a light 
Between two burnished mirrors gleams. 
Or lamps upon a bridge at night 
Stretch on and on before the sight. 
Till the lone; vista endless seems. 




Q. 



hp 



j\jQ,i^ 




MORITYRI SflLYTMYS 




POE^r FOR THE FIETrETII AXNIVERSARY (»F THE CLASS OK 1 xir, IN 

liowuoiN colle(;e. 

'IV'iii|i(ir;i hiliiiiiliir, taL-iti5((Uu >ti)i.'jciimi^ iiiiiiis, 
Kt l'iii;iuiil t'lTiiii lion renioraiik' die-. 

0\"ili, i'uslfiniiii, Lil). \i. 




" O C^ESAE, \VH who art' alidut to ilie 
Salute yon!" was the ghidiatovs ci'V 
In the arena, standino' face to face 
With (leatli and witli tlie Roman popn- 
lace. 



() ve iamiliai' scenes, — ye L;'ro\'es ot iiiiie. 
That onee were mine and are no lony-er 

mine. — 
Then river, wddenint'- through tlie meadows 
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To the vast sea, so near and yet unseen, — 
Ye halls, in whose seclusion and repose 
Phantoms of fame, like exhalations, rose 
And vanished, — we who are about to die, 
Salute you ; earth and air and sea and sky. 
And the Imperial Sun that scatters down 
His sovereign splendors upon grove and 
town. 

\'& do not answer us ! ye do not hear ! 
We are forgotten ; and in your austere 
And calm indifference, ye little care 
Whether we come or go, or whence or 

Avhere. 
What passing generations fill these halls, 
What passing voices echo from these walls, 
Ye heed not ; we are only as the blast, 
A moment heard, and then forever past. 

Not so the teachers who in earlier days 
Led our bewildered feet through learning's 

maze ; 
They answer us — alas ! what have I said ? 
What greetings come there from the voice- 
less deady 
What salutation, welcome, or reply ? 
What pressure from the hands that lifeless 

lie? 
They are no longer here ; they all are gone 
Into the land of shadows, — all save one. 
Honor and reverence, and the good repute 
That follows faithful service as its fruit. 
Be unto him, whom living we salute. 

The great Italian poet, Avhen he made 
His dreadful journey to the realms of shade. 
Met there the old instructor of his youth. 
And cried in tones of pity and of ruth : 
" (^h, never from the memory of my heart 
Your dear, paternal image shall depart. 
Who while on earth, ere yet Ijv deatli sur- 
prised, 
Taught me how mortals are immortalized ; 
How grateful am I for that patient care 
All my life long my language shall de- 
clare." 

To-day we make the poet's words our own, 
And utter them in plaintive undertone; 
Nor to the living only be they said, 



But to the other living called the dead. 

Whose dear, paternal images appear 

Not wrapped in gloom, but robed in sun- 

•shine here ; 
Whose simple lives, complete and without 

flaw, 
Were part and parcel of great Nature's \sk\\ : 
Who said not to their Lord, as if afraid, 

" Here is thy talent in a napkin laid," 
But labored in their sphere, as men who live 
In the delight that work alone can give. 
Peace be to them ; eternal peace and rest. 
And the fulfilment of the great behest: 

" Ye have been faithful over a few things, 
Over ten cities shall ye reign as kings." 

And ye who fill the places we once filled, 
And follow in the furrows that we tilled. 
Young men, Avhose generous heart.s are beat- 
ing high, 
We who are old, and are about to die. 
Salute you ; hail you; take your hands in ours. 
And crown you with our welcome as with 
flowers ! 

How beautiful is youth I how bright it 

gleams 
With its illusions, aspirations, dreams I 
Book of Beginnings, Story without End, 
Each maid a heroine, and each man a 

friend ! 
Aladdin's Lamp, and Fortunatus' Purse, 
That holds the treasures of the universe I 
All possibilities are in its hands. 
No danger daunts it, and no foe with- 
stands ; 
In its sublime audacity of faith, 
" Be thou removed ! '' it to the mountain 
saith, 
And with ambitious feet, secure and proud, 
Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud ! 

As ancient Priam at the Scsean gate 
Sat on the walls of Troy in regal state 
With the old men, too old and weak to fight. 
Chirping like grasshoppers in their delight 
To see the embattled hosts, with spear and 

shield, 
Of Trojans and Achaians in the field ; 
So from the snowy summits of our years 
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We see you in tin- plain, as eacli a})pears. 
Ami question of y(.iii ; asking, " Who is lie 
That towevs above the others? Which may 

l)e 
Atreides, Menelaus, ( )(lYsseus, 
Ajax the great, or bold Idomeneus?" 

Ivet him not boast ■\\lio puts his aniioi- on 
As he who j^uts it oft, tlu' battle done. 
Studjr yonrselves ; and most of all note well 
Wherein kind Nature meant \'on to excel. 
Not e\'ery blossom ri])ens into fruit; 
iVIinerva, the inventress of the flute, 
F'lung it aside, when she her face survxned 
Distorted in a, fountain as she played ; 
The unlucky Marsyas found it, and liis fate 
Was one to make tlie bravest hesitate. 

Write on youi' doors the saying wise and old. 
"Be bold! lie bold!" and everywhere — 
" Be bold : 



15c not too bold! \'et liettci' tlic excess 
Than the defect; better the more than less: 
Better like Hector in the hehl to die. 
Than like a jiei'fumed Baris turn and tl\'. 

And now, my classmates : ye remaining few 
riiat number not the half of those wa 

knew. 
Ye, against whose familiar names not yet 
The fatal asterisk of death is .set. 
Ye 1 salute ! The horologe of Time 
Strik(.'s the hair -century Avith a. solemn 

chime. 
And summons us together once again. 
The joy of meeting not unmixed with pain. 

\Vhere are the others ? Voices from the 

deep 
Caverns of darkness answer me : " They 

sleep ! ■■ 
I name n(_) names : instinctively I feel 
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Each at some well-remembered grave will 

kneel, 
And from the inscription wijoe the weeds 

and moss, 
For every heart best knoweth its own loss. 
I see their scattered gravestones gleaming 

white 
Through the pale dusk of the impending 

night ; 
O'er all alike the impartial sunset throws 
Its golden lilies mingled with the rose ; 
We give to each a tender thought, and 

pass 
Out of the graveyards Avith their tangled 

grass, 
Unto these scenes frequented by our feet 
When we Avere young, and life was fresh 

and sweet. 

What shall I say to you ? What can I 

say 
Better than silence is ? When I survey 
This throng of faces turned to meet my 

own, 
Friendly and fair, and yet to me unknown. 
Transformed the very landscape seems to be; 
It is the same, yet not the same to me. 
So many memories crowd upon my brain, 
So many ghosts are in the wooded plain, 
I fain Avould steal away, Avith noiseless 

tread. 
As from a house where some one lieth 

dead. 
I cannot go : — I pause ; — I hesitate ; 
My feet reluctant linger at the gate ; 
As one Avho struggles in a troubled dream 
To speak and cannot, to myself I seem. 

Vanish the dream ! N^anish the idle fears I 
Vanish the rolling mists of fifty years ! 
Whatever time or space may inter\'ene, 
I Avill not be a stranger in this scene. 
Here every doubt, all indecision, ends ; 
Hail, my companions, comrades, classmates, 
friends ! 

Ah me ! the fifty years since last ^^•e met 
Seem to me fifty folios bound and set 
By Time, the great transcriber, on his 
shelves, 



Wherein are Avritten the histories of our- 
selves. 
What tragedies, Avhat comedies, are there ; 
What joy and grief, what j'apture and de- 
spair I 
What chronicles of triumpli and defeat, 
Of struggle, and temptation, and retreat ! 
What records of regrets, and doubts, and 

fears I 
What pages blotted, blistered by our tears ! 
What lovely landscapes on the margin shine, 
What sweet, angelic faces, Avhat divine 
And lioly images of love and trust, 
Undimmed by age, unsoiled by damj:) <ir 
dust ! 

Whose liand shall dare to open and explore 
These volumes, closed and clasjDed forevei- 

more ? 
Not mine, ^^^ith reverential feet I pass ; 
I hear a, A-oiee that cries, " Alas ! alas ! 
Whatever hath been written shall remain, 
Noi- be erased nor Avritten o'er again ; 
Tiie uuAvritten only still belongs to thee : 
Take heed, and ponder AA^ell AAdiat that 

shall be. " 

As children frightened by a thundercloud 
Are reassured if some one reads aloud 
A tale of Avonder, Avith enchantment fraught, 
C)r Avild adventure, that diverts their thought. 
Let me endeavor Avitli a tale to chase 
The gathering shadoAvs of the time and 

place. 
And banish wliat Ave all too deei)ly feel 
Wholly to say, or wholly to conceal. 

In media'Aal Rome, I know not Avliere, 
There stood an image Avith its arm in air, 
And on its lifted finger, sliinmg clear, 
A golden ring Avith the device, " Strike 

here ! " 
(ireatly the people Avondered, though none 

guessed 
The meaning that these Avords but half ex- 
pressed. 
Until a learned clerk, Avho at noonday 
With doAvncast eyes was passing on his Avay, 
Paused, and observed the spot, and marked 
it Avell, 
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Whereon the shadow of the finger fell ; 
And, coming back at midnight, delved, and 

found 
A secret stairway leadmg under ground. 
Down this he passed into a spacious hall, 
Lit by a flaming jewel on the wall ; 
And opposite, in threatening attitude. 
With bow and shaft a brazen statue stood. 
Upon its forehead, like a coronet, 
Were these mysterious words of menace set : 
" That which I am, I am ; my fatal aim 
None can escape, not even yon luminous 
flame ! " 

Midway the hall was a fair table placed. 
With cloth of gold, and golden cups en- 
chased 
With rubies, and the plates and knives 

were gold. 
And gold the bread and viands manifold. 
Around it, silent, motionless, and sad. 
Were seated gallant knights in armor clad. 
And ladies beautiful with plume and zone. 
But they were stone, their hearts within 

were stone ; 
And the vast hall was filled in every part 
With silent crowds, stony in face and heart. 

Long at the scene, bewildered and amazed 
The trembling clerk in speechless wonder 

gazed ; 
Then from the table, by his greed made 

bold, 
He seized a goblet and a knife of gold. 
And suddenly from their seats the guests 

upsprang. 
The vaulted ceiling with loud clamors rang. 
The archer sped his arrow, at their call. 
Shattering the lambent jewel on the wall, 
And all was dark around and overhead ; — 
Stark on the floor the luckless clerk lay 

dead ! 

The writer of this legend then records 
Its ghostly application in these words: 
The image is the Adversary old. 
Whose beckoning finger points to realms of 

gold; 
Our lusts and passions are the downward 

stair 

103 



That leads the soul from a diviner air ; 
The archer, Death ; the flaming jewel, Life ; 
Terrestrial goods, the goblet and the knife ; 
The knights and ladies, all whose flesh and 

bone 
By avarice have been hardened into stone ; 
The clerk, the scholar whom the love of 

pelf 
Tempts from his books and from his nobler 

self. 

The scholar and the world ! The endless 

strife. 
The discord in the harmonies of life ! 
The love of learning, the sequestered nooks, 
And all the sweet serenity of books ; 
The market-place, the eager love of gain, 
Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is 

pain ! 

But why, you ask me, should this tale be 

told 
To men grown old, or who are growing 

old? 
It is too late ! Ah, nothing is too late 
Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate. 
Cato learned Greek at eighty ; Sophocles 
Wrote his grand (Edipus, and Simonides 
Bore off the prize of verse from his com- 
peers, 
When each had numbered more than four- 
score years, 
And Theophrastus, at fourscore and ten, 
Had but begun his " Characters of iNIen." 
Chaucer, at Woodstock with the night- 
ingales. 
At sixty wrote the Canterbury Tales ; 
Goethe at Weimar, toiling to the last. 
Completed Faust when eighty years were 

past. 
These are indeed exceptions ; but they 

show 
How far the gulf-stream of our youth may 

flow 
Into the arctic regions of our lives. 
Where little else than life itself survives. 

As the barometer foretells the storm 
While still the skies are clear, the weather 
warm. 
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So sonietliiiig in us, iis old age draws near, 
Betraj's the pressure of the atmosphere. 
The nunble mercury, ere we are aware, 
Descends the ehistic kidder of the air ; 
The telltale blood in artery and vein 
Siuks from its higher levels in the brain ; 
Whatever poet, orator, or sage 
May say of it, old age is still old age. 
It is the waning, not the crescent moon ; 
The dusk of evening, not the blaze of noon ; 
It is not strength, but weakness ; not desire, 
But its surcease ; not the fierce heat of fire. 
The burning and consuming element, 
But that of ashes and of embers spent, 
In which some living sparks we still dis- 
cern. 
Enough to warm, but not enough to biu'n. 



What then? Shall we sit idly down and 

say 
The night hath come ; it is no longer day ? 
The night hath not yet come ; we are not 

quite 
Cut off from labor by the failing light ; 
Something remains for us to do or dare ; 
Even the oldest tree some fruit may bear; 
Not CEdipus Colonens, or Greek Ode, 
()v tales of pilgrims that one morning rode 
r)ut of the gateway of the Tabard Inn, 
But other something, would wo but begin ; 
Eor age is opportunity no less 
Than youth itself, though in another diess, 
And as the evening twilight fades away 
The sky is filled with stars, invisible by 

day. 







w>n 






^ BOOK OF sonaEuis 










THREE FRIENDS OF MINE. 



When I remember them, those friends of 

mine, 
Who are no longer here, tlie noble three, 
Who half my life were more than friends 

to me, 
And whose discourse was like a generous 

wine, 
I most of all remember the divine 

Something, that shone in them, and made 

us see 



II. 



Iisr Attica thy birthplace should have been. 
Or the Ionian Isles, or where the seas 
Encircle in their arms the Cyclades, 
So wholly Greek wast thou in thy serene 

And childlike joy of life, Philhellene ! 
Around thee would have swarmed the Attic 

bees ; 
Homer had been thy friend, or Socrates, 



The archetypal man, and what might be 
Tlie amplitude of Nature's first design. 

In vain I stretch my hands to clasp their 
hands ; 
I cannot find them. Nothing now is left 
But a majestic memory. They meanwhile 

Wander together in Elysian lands. 

Perchance remembering me, who am bereft 
Of their dear presence, and, remembering, 
smile. 



And Plato welcomed thee to his demesne. 

For thee old legends breathed historic breath ; 
Thou sawest Poseidon in the purple sea. 
And in the sunset Jason's fleece of gold ! 

Oh, what hadst thou to do with cruel Death, 
Who wast so full of hfe, or Death with thee, 
That thou shouldst die before thou hadst 
grown old ! 



III. 



I STAND again on the familiar shore, 

And hear the waves of the distracted sea 
Piteously calling and lamenting thee. 
And waiting restless at thy cottage door. 

The rocks, the sea-weed on the ocean floor, 
The willows in the meadow, and the free 
Wild winds of the Atlantic welcome me ; 
Then why shouldst thou be dead, and come 
no more? 



Ah, why shouldst thou be dead, when com- 
mon men 
Are busy with their trivial affairs, 
Having and holding? Why, when thou 
hadst read 
Nature's mysterious manuscript, and then 
Wast ready to reveal the truth it bears. 
Why art thou silent? Why shouldst thou 
be dead? 



IV. 



RlVEB, that stealest with such silent pace 
Around the City of the Dead, where lies 



A friend who bore thy name, and whom 
these eyes 
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Shall see no more in his ;ieeustoined place, 
Linger and fold him in thy soft embrace 
And say good night, for now the Avestern 

skies 
Are red \vith sunset, and gi'ay mists arise 
Like damps that gather on a dead man's face. 



Good night! good niglit! as we so oft have said 
Beneath this voof at midnight, in the days 
That are no more, and shall no more return. 

Thou hast but taken thy lamp and gone to bed; 
I stay a little longer, as one stays 
To cover up the embers that still burn. 



V. 



The doors are all wide open ; at the gate 
The blossomed lilacs counterfeit a blaze, 
And seejn to warm the air ; a dreamy haze 
Hangs o'er the Brighton meadows like a 
fate. 

And on their margin, witli sea-tides elate. 
The flooded Charles, as in the happier days. 
Writes the last letter of his name, and stays 
His restless steps, as if compelled to wait. 



I also wait ; but they will come no more, 
Those friends of mine, whose presence sat- 
isfied 
The thirst and hunger of my heart. All 
me : 
They have forgotten the pathway to my door ! 
Something is gone from nature since they 

died. 
And summer is not summer, nor can be. 
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CHAUCEIl. 



An old man in a, lodge within a, park : 
The chainLcL' walls depicted all aronnd 
With portraitures of hnntsinau, hawk, ami 

honnil. 
And the huL't deer, lie listeneth to the 

lark. 
Whose song euiucs with tlie snnshine thruugli 

the dark 
Of painted glass in leaden lattice hfJiind ; 
He listeneth and he laugheth at the 

sound, 
Then writetli in <i liook like any elerk. 
He is the pnet of the dawn, who wrote 
The Canterliiiry Tales, and his old ago 
jMade beantiful with song ; and as I 

read 
I hear the crowing cock, 1 hear the 

note 
Of lark and linnet, and from every 

page 
Rise odors of ploughed held or flowery 

mead. 



JWrfrrfl^lVTlprTf"^^ "n'T^llP''irnii'iT^nfIP'^'m'pnrii'""fm jir \\ 





SHAKESPEARE. 




A VISION as of crowded city streets. 
With human life in endless overflow : 
Thunder of thoroughfares ; trump)ets that 

hlow 
To battle ; clamor, in obscure retreats, 
Of sailors landed from their anchored fleets ; 
Tolling of Ijells in turrets, and Inflow 
Voices of children, and bright flowers that 

throw 
O'er garden- walls their intermingled sweets I 
This vision conies to me when I untVild 
The volume of the Poet paranuiunt. 
Whom all the Muses loved, not one 
alone ; — 
Into his liands they put the lyre of gold, 
And, crowned with sacred laurel at their 

fount. 
Placed him as Musagetes on their throne. 
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THE POETICAL WOliKS OF 



MILTON. 




I PACE the souinliiig sea-beacli and behold 
How tlie voluininouH bidows rod and run, 
Upheaving and siiljsiding, while the sun 
Shines through their sheeted emerald far 

unrolled, 
And the ninth wave, slow gathei'ing fold l)j' 

fold 
All its loose-flowing garments into one, 
Plunges upon the shore, and floods the 

dun 
Pale reach of sands, and changes them to 



gohl. 



So in majestic cadence rise and fall 
The mighty undulations of tliy song, 
O sightless bard, England's Ma^onides ! 

And ever and anon, high over all 

Uplifted, a ninth wave superb and strong, 
P^loods all the soul with its melodious 



KEATS. 



Th15 young Endymion sleeps Endymion's 

sleep : 
The sheplierd-ljoy whose tale was left half 

told ! 
The solemn grove uplifts its shield of gold 
To the red rising moon, and loud and 

deep 
The nightingale is singing from the steep ; 
It is midsummer, but the air is cold ; 
Can it be death? Alas, beside the fold 
A shepherd's pipe lies shattered near his 

sheep. 
Lo ! in the moonlight gleams a marble white, 
On which I read : " Here lieth one M-hose 

name 
Was writ in water." And was this the 

meed 
Of his sweet singing ? Rather let me write : 
" The smoking flax before it burst to flame 
Was quenched by death, and broken the 

bruised reed." 
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TFIE (ULAXY. 



ToKRENT of light and river of the air. 

Along whose bed the gliiniueriiig stars are 

seen 
Like gold and sihx'r sands in some ravine 
Where mountain streams have left their 

channels bare ! 
The Spaniard sees in thee the pathway, wdiere 
His patron sauit descended in the sheen 
Of his celestial armor, on serene 
And quiet nights, when all tlie heavens 

were fair. 



Not this I see, nor yet the ancient fable 
Of I'liaeton's wild course, that scorched the 

skies 
Where'er the hoofs of his hot coursers 

trod ; 
Eut the white drift of worlds o'er chasms of 

sable. 
The star-dust, that is whirled aloft and 

flies 
From the invisible chariot-wheels of God. 



THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 



The sea awoke at midnight from its sleep. 
And round the pebbly beaches far and 

wide 
I heard the first wave of the rising tide 
Rush onward with uninterrupted sweep ; 

A voice out of the silence of the deep, 
A sound mysterioirsly multiplied 
As of a cataract from the nrountain's side, 



Or roar of winds upon a wooded steep. 
So comes to us at times, from the unknown 

And inaccessible solitudes of being. 

The rushing of the sea-tides of the soul ; 
xVnd inspirations, that we deem our own. 

Are some divine foreshadowing and fore- 
seeing 
Of things beyond our reason or control. 
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A SUMMER DAY BY THE SEA. 



The sun is set ; and in his latest l^eams 
Y^on little cloud of aslien gray and gold, 
Slowly upon the amber air unrolled, 
The falling mantle of the Prophet seems. 

From the dim headlands many a light-liouse 
gleams. 
The street-lamps of the ocean ; and liehold, 
O'erhead the banners of the night unfold ; 



The day hath passed into the land of 
dreams. 

O summer day beside the joyous sea ! 
O summer day so wonderful and white. 
So full of gladness and so full of pain ? 

Forever and forever shalt thou be 

To some the gravestone of a dead delight, 
To sonre the landmark of a new domain. 



THE TIDES. 



I SAW the long line of the vacant shore. 
The sea-weed and the sliells upon the sand, 
And tlie brown rocks left bare on every hand. 
As if tlie ebbing tide would flow no more. 

Then heard I, more distinctl}^ than before. 
The ocean breathe and its great breast ex- 
pand. 
And hurrying came on the defenceless land 



The insurgent waters with tumultuous roar, 
All thought and feeling and desire, I said. 
Love, laugliter, and the exultant joy of song 
Have ebbed from me forever ! Suddenly 
o'er me 
They swept again from their deep ocean bed, 
And in a tumult of deliglit, and strong 
As youth, and beautiful as youth, upbore me. 
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A SHADOW. 



I SAID unto myself, if I were dead, 

What would befall these children? What 

would be 
Their fate, who now are looking up to me 
For help and furtherance ? Their lives, I 
said, 
Would be a volume wherein I have read 
But the first chapters, and no longer see 
To read the rest of their dear history. 



So full of beauty and so full of dread. 
Be comforted ; the world is very old, 

And generations pass, as they have passed, 

A troop of shadows moving with the sun ; 

Thousands of times has the old tale been told ; 

The world belongs to those who come the 

last. 
They will find hojoe and strength as we 
have done. 



A NAMELESS GRAVE. 



" A SOLDIER of the Union mustered out, " 
Is the inscription on an unknown grave 
At Newport News, beside the salt -sea 

wave, 
Nameless and dateless ; sentinel or scout 

Shot down in skirmish, or disastrous rout 
Of battle, when the loud artillery drave 
Its iron wedges through the ranks of brave 



And doomed battalions, storming the re- 
doubt. 

Thou unknown hero sleeping by the sea 
In thy forgotten grave ! witli secret shame 
I feel my pulses beat, my forehead burn. 

When I remember thou hast given for me 
All that thou hadst, thy life, thy very name. 
And I can give thee nothing in return. 
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THE POETICAL WOIiA'S OF 



SLEEP. 



Lull me to sleep, ye winds, whose fitful sound 
Seems from some faint iEolian liarpstiing 

caught ; 
Seal up the hundred wakeful e_yes of tliouglit 
As Hermes with liis lyre in sleep) profound 
The hundred wakefid eyes of Argus bound ; 
For I am weary, and am overwrouglit 
With too much toil, with too much care 
distraught. 



And with tlie iron crown of anguish crowned. 
Lay thy soft luuid ujDon my brow and 
cheek, 

peaceful Sleep I until from pain released 

1 breathe again uninteri'upted breath ! 
All, with what subtile meaning did the 

Greek 
Call thee the lesser mystery at the feast 
Whereof the greater mystery is death ! 



THE OLD BRIDGE AT FLORENCE. 



Taddeo Gaddi built me. I am old, 

Five centuries old. I plant my foot of 

stone 
UiJon the Arno, as St. Michael's own 
Was planted on the dragon. Fold hy fold 
Beneath me as it struggles, I behold 

Its glisten iirg scales. Twice hath it over- 
thrown 



My kindred and companions. Me alone 
It moveth not, but is b}' me controlled. 

I can remember when the JMedici 

Were driven from Florence ; longer still ago 
The final wai's of Ghibelline and Guelf. 

Florence adorns me with her jewelry ; 
And when I think that Michael Angelo 
Hath leaned on me, I glory in myself. 



IL PONTE VECCHIO DI FIRENZE. 



Gaddi mi fece ; il Ponte Vecchio sono; 
Cinqueuent' anni gia sull' Arno pianto 
II piede, come il suo iNIicliele Santo 
Piantd sul draco. Mentre ch' io ragiono 

Lo vedo toreere con flebil suono 

Le rilucenti scaglie. Ha cpiesti affranto 
Due volte i miei maggior. Me solo intanto 



Nepj^ure niuove, ed io non V abbandono. 

Io mi rammento quando fur cacciati 
I Medici ; inw quando Gbibellino 
E Guelfo fecer pace mi rammento. 

Fiorenza i suoi giojelli m' ha prestati ; 
E quando penso ch' Agnolo il divino 
Su me posava, insuperbir mi sento. 
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NATURE. 



As a fond mother, when tlie claj^ is o'er, 
Leads by the hand her little cliild to bed, 
Half willing, half reluctant to he led. 
And leave his broken playthings on the floor. 

Still gazing at them through the open door. 
Nor wholl}' reassured and comforted 
By promises of others in their stead. 
Which, though more splendid, may not 
please him more ; 



So Nature deals with us, and takes away 
Our phiytliings one by one, and b}' the 

hand 
Leads us to rest so gently, tliat we go 
Scarce knowing if we -wish to go or stay. 
Being too full of sleep to understand 
How fai the unknown transcends the what 
we know. 



IN THE CHURCHYARD AT TARRYTOWN. 



Here lies the gentle humorist, who died 
In the bright Indian Summer of his fame I 
A simple stone, with but a date and name, 
Marks his secluded resting-place beside 

The river that he loved and glorified. 

Here in the autumn of his days he came, 
But the dry leaves of life were all aflame 
With tints that brightened and were mul- 
tiplied. 



How sweet a life was his ; how sweet a 
death ! 
Living, to wing with mirth the weary hours. 
Or with romantic tales the heart to cheer ; 
Dying, to leave a memory like the breath 
Of summers full of sunshine and of sliow- 

ei's. 
A grief and gladness in the atmosphere. 
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ELIOT'S OAK. 



TiiOTJ ancient oak ! whose myriad leaves are 
loud 
With sounds of unintelligible speech, 
Sounds as of surges on a shingly beach, 
Or multitudinous murmurs of a crowd ; 
With some mysterious gift of tongues en- 
dowed. 
Thou speakest a different dialect to each ; 



To me a language that no man can teach. 
Of a lost race, long vanished like a cloud. 

For underneath thy shade, in days remote. 
Seated like Abraham at eventide 
Beneath the oaks of Mamre, the unknown 

Apostle of the Indians, Eliot, wrote 
His Bible in a language that hath died 
And is forgotten, save by thee alone. 



THE DESCENT OF THE MUSES. 



Nine sisters, beautiful in form and face, 
Came from their convent on the shining 

heights 
Of Pierus, the mountain of delights, 
To dwell among the peoj^le at its base. 
Then seemed the world to change. All time 

and space, 
Splendor of cloudless days and starry nights. 
And men and manners, and all sounds and 

sights. 



Had a new meaning, a diviner grace. 
Proud were these sisters, but were not too 

proud 
To teach in schools of little country towns 
Science and song, and all the arts that j^lease ; 
So that while housewives span, and farmers 

ploughed. 
Their comely daughters, clad in homespun 

go-\vns. 
Learned the sweet songs of the Pierides. 



VENICE. 



White swan of cities, slumbering in thy nest 
So wonderfully built amoug the I'eeds 
Of the lagoon, that fences thee and feeds. 
As sayeth thy old historian and thy guest I 

White water-lily, cradled and caressed 

By ocean streams, and from the silt and 

weeds 
Lifting thy golden filaments and seeds, 



Thy sun-illumined spires, thjr crown and 
crest ! 
White phantom city, whose untrodden streets 
Are rivers, and whose pavements are the 

shifting 
Shadows of palaces and strips of sky; 
I wait to see thee vanish like the fleets 
Seen in mirage, or towers of cloud uplifting 
In air their unsubstantial masonry. 
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THE POETS. 



O YE dead Poets, who are living still 

Immortal in your verse, though life be fled. 
And ye, O living Poets, who are dead 
Though ye are living, if neglect can kill. 

Tell me if in the darkest hours of ill. 

With drops of anguish falling fast and red 
From the sharp crown of thorns upon your 
head. 



Ye were not glad your errand to fulfil ? 

Yes ; for the gift and ministry of Song 
Have something in them so divinely sweet. 
It can assuage the bitterness of wrong ; 

Not in the clamor of the crowded street. 
Not in the shouts and plaudits of the throng, 
But in ourselves, are triumph and defeat. 



PARKER CLEAVELAND. 



WRITTEN ON EEVISITING BKXJNSWICK IN THE SUMMER OF 1875. 



Among the many lives that I have known. 
None I remember more serene and sweet, 
More rounded in itself and more complete. 
Than his, who lies beneath this fmieral 
stone. 
These pines, that murmur in low monotone, 
These walks frequented by scholastic feet. 
Were all his world ; but in this calm re- 
treat 



For him the Teacher's chair became a throne. 
With fond affection memory loves to dwell 
On the old days, when his example made 
A pastime of the toil of tongue and pen ; 
And now, amid the groves he loved so well 
That naught could lure him from their 

grateful shade, 
He sleeps, but wakes elsewhere, for God 
hath said. Amen ! 



THE HARVEST MOON. 



It is the Harvest Moon ! On gilded vanes 
And roofs of villages, on woodland crests 
And their aerial neighborhoods of nests 
Deserted, on the curtained window-panes 

Of rooms where children sleep, on country lanes 
And harvest-fields, its mystic splendor rests ! 
Gone are the birds that were our summer 
guests ; 



With the last sheaves return the laboring 



warns ! 



All things are symbols : the external shows 
Of Nature have their image in the mind. 
As flowers and fruits and falling of the leaves ; 

The song-birds leave us at the summer's close. 
Only the empty nests are left behind, 
And pipings of the quail among the sheaves. 



TO THE RIVER RHONE. 



Thou Royal River, born of sun and shower 
In chambers purple with the Alpine glow, 
Wrapped in the spotless ermine of the snow 
And rocked by tempests ! — at the appointed 
hour 

Forth, like a steel-clad horseman from a tower, 
With clang and clink of harness dost thou 

go 



To meet thy vassal torrents, that below 
Rush to receive thee and obey thy power. 

And now thou movest in triumphal march, 
A king among the rivers ! On thy way 
A hundred towns await and welcome thee ; 

Bridges uplift for thee the stately arch, 
Vineyards encircle thee with garlands gay. 
And fleets attend thy progress to the sea! 
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THE THREE SILENCES OF MOLINOS. 



TO JOHN GREENLBAF WHITTIEE. 



Three Silences there are : the first of speech, 

The second of desire, the third of thought ; 

This is the lore a Spanish monk, distraught 

With dreams and visions, was the first to 

teach. 

These Silences, commingling each with each, 

Made up the perfect Silence that he sought 

And prayed for, and wherein at times he 

caught 



Mysterious sounds from realms beyond our 
reach. 
O thou, whose daily life anticipates 

The life to come, and in whose thought 

and word 
The spiritual world preponderates. 
Hermit of Amesbury ! thou too hast heard 
Voices and melodies from beyond the gates, 
And speakest only when thy soul is stirred ! 



THE TWO RIVERS. 



I. 



Slowly the hour-hand of the clock moves 
round ; 
So slowly that no human eye hath power 
To see it move ! Slowly in shine or shower 
The painted ship above it, homeward bound. 
Sails, but seems motionless, as if aground ; 
Yet both arrive at last; and in his tower 
The slumberous watchman wakes and strikes 
the hour. 



A mellow, measured, melancholy sound. 
Midnight ! the outpost of advancing day ! 

The frontier town and citadel of night ! 

The watershed of Time, froui which the 
streams 
Of Yesterday and To-morrow take their way. 

One to the land of promise and of light. 

One to the land of darkness and of dreams ! 



II. 



River of Yesterday, with current swift 
Through chasms descending, and soon lost 

to sight, 
I do not care to follow in their flight 
The faded leaves, that on thy bosom drift ! 

O River of To-morrow, I uplift 

Mine eyes, and thee I follow, as the night 
Wanes into morning, and the dawning light 



Broadens, and all the shadows fade and 
shift ! 

I follow, follow, where thy waters run 
Tiirough unfrequented, unfamiliar fields. 
Fragrant with flowers and musical with song ; 

Still follow, follow; sure to meet the sun. 
And confident, that what the future yields 
Will be the right, unless myself be wrong. 



III. 



Yet not in vain, O River of Yesterday, 
Through chasms of darkness to the deep 

descending, 
I heard thee sobbing in the rain, and 
blending 



Thy voice with other voices far away. 
I called to thee, and yet thou wouldst not stay. 
But turbulent, and with thyself contending. 
And torrent- like thy force on pebbles spend- 
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Thou W'ouldst not listen to a port's la\. 
Tlmughts, like a loiul ami sudden rush of 
«'iiigs, 
liegrets and recollections of tilings past, 
With hints and prophecies of tilings to be, 



And inspirations, wjiicli, could they lie things. 
And stay with us, and w mid hold them 

fast. 
Were our good angels, — these 1 owe to 

thee. 




IV. 



And tliou, () River of To-morro-w, flowing 
iietween tliy naia-o\\- adamantine '\\'alls, 
Hut beautiful, and white with waterfalls. 
And wreatlis of mist, like hamls the path- 
way showing : 
I hear the trumpets of the moi-ning blowing 
I hear thy mighty -^'oice, that calls and 

calls. 
Anil see, as Ossian saw in Alorven's halls. 
Mysterious phantoms, coming, beckoning, 
going ! 
It is the mystery of the unknown 

That fascinates us : we ai'e children still. 
Wayward and wistful ; ^vith one hand we 
cling 
To the familial' things we call our own. 
And with the other, resolute rif will. 
(.Trope in the dark for wdiat the day will 
bring. 

105 
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Tin-: I'OKTirAL WOJi'KS OF 





BOSTON. 



Sr. Kotolph's Towx 1 HitliPr across tlie 
])laiiis 
And fens of Lincolnshire, in garb austere, 
'J'liere came a Saxon monk, and founded 

here 
A Priory, pillaged by marauding Danes, 
So that thereof no vestige now remains ; 
Only a mime, tliat, spoken loud and clear. 
And echoed in another hemisphere, 



Sui'vives the scnljitnred walls and painted 
panes. 
St. Rotolph's Town ! Far over leagues of land 
And leagues of sea looks forth its noble 

towei', 
And far around the chiming bells are heard ; 
So may that sacred name forever stand 
A landmark, and a syinbo! of the power. 
That lies concentred in a single word. 



ST. .TOIIN'S. OA^IIUUDGE. 



1 STAND Iwneath the tree, whose blanches 
shade 
Thy western window. Chapel of St. .lohn ! 
And hear its leaves ivpeat their benison 
On jiim, whose hand thy stones memorial 
laid ; 
'Idien I remember one i>f wliom was said 
In the world's darkest lionr. " Behold thy 

son 1 " 
And see him living still, and wandering on 



And waiting for the advent long delayed. 
Not only tongues of the apostles teach 

Lessons of love and light, but these ex- 
panding 
And sheltering boughs w-ith all their leaves 
imjilore. 
And snv in langmrge clear as human siieecli. 
" The peace of God. that passeth under- 
standing. 
Be and abide with vou iorevermore ! 
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MOODS 



On that a Song would sing itself to inc. 
Out of the lu-art of Natuiv, or the Iicart 
Of luau, till' eliiiil of Nature, not of Aii, 
Fresli as tlie morning, salt as the salt sea, 

With just enough of liitterness to be 

A nieilieine to this sluggish mood, and 

star( 
Till' life-l)lood in my \cins, and sn impart 
Healing and help in this dull lethargy I 



Ahis .' nut always doth the breath of song 
Bi-eathe on us. It is like the wind that 

hloweth 
At its own will, not ours, u(jr tarrietli long; 
Wii lieai- the soinid theieof, but no man 
know etii 
From wlienre it eomes, so sudd(.'n and sw"ift 

and sti'(jng. 
Nor wlilther in its waywai'd couise it goelh. 



WOODSTOtlv PARK. 



Hkkk in a little rustic hermitage 

^Vlfred the Saxon King, Alfred tlie Cireat, 
Tostponed the cares of king-craft to trans- 

hde 
The ( 'onsolations of the Roman sage. 
Here (ieotTre\' C'haucei', in his ripe old age 
^Vrllte the unrivalle<l Tales, which s(.ioii (ir 

late 
The \-entur(.ius hand that strives to imitate 



Vanquished must fall on the unhnished page. 
Two kings \vere they, who nded by right 
divine, 
And liotli suprenu' : une in the realm of 

Tiiith, 
One in the realm of Fiction and of Song. 
^Vhat prince hereilitai-y of theii' liia.', 

Ujirising in the sti'engtli and Hush of \(niUj, 
Their ^ior^• shall inherit ami prijloii"- / 
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THE FOUR PRINCESSES AT WILNA. 



A I'HoroCiKAI'H. 



Sweet faces, that from pictured casements lean 
As from a castle window, looking down 
On some gay pageant passing through a town. 
Yourselves the fairest figures in the sceue ; 

'\^"ith what a gentle grace, with what serene 
Unconsciousness ye wear the triple crown 
Of youth and beauty and the fair reno^^^l 
Of a great name, that ne'er hath tarnished 
been ! 



From your soft eyes, so innocent and sweet. 
Four spirits, sweet and innocent as they. 
Gaze on the world below, the sky above ; 
Hark ! there is some one singing in the street ; 
" Faith, HojDe, and Love I these three,"' he 
seems to say ; 
" These three ; and greatest of the three is 
Love." 



HOLIDAYS. 



The holiest of all holidays are those 
Kept by ourselves in silence and apart ; 
The secret anniversaries of the heart. 
When the full river of feeling overflows : — 

The happy days unclouded to their close ; 
The sudden joys that out of darkness start 
As flames from ashes ; swift desires that 
dart 



Like swallows singing down each wind that 
blows I 

White as the gleam of a receding sail. 

White as a cloud that floats and fades in air. 
White as the whitest lily on a stream. 

These tender memories are ; — a fairy tale 
Of some enchanted land we know not wliere. 
But lovely as a landscape in a dream. 



WAPENTAKE. 



TO ALFRED TENNYSON. 



Poet ! I come to touch thy lance with mine ; 
Not as a knight, who on the listed field 
Of tourney touched his adversary's shield 
In token of defiance, but in sign 

Of homage to the mastery, which is thine. 
In English song ; nor will I keep con- 
cealed. 
And voiceless as a rivulet frost-congealed, 



My admiration for thy verse divine. 
Not of the howling dervishes of song, 

Who craze the brain with their delirious 
dance. 

Art thou, O sweet historian of the heart ! 
Therefore to thee the laurel-leaves belong. 

To thee our love and our allegiance, 

For thy allegiance to the poet's art. 



THE BROKEN OAR. 



Once upon Iceland's solitary strand 

A poet wandered with his book and pen. 
Seeking some final word, some sweet Amen, 
Wherewith to close the volume in his hand. 

The billows rolled and plunged upon the sand. 
The circling sea-gulls swept beyond his ken. 
And from the parting cloud-rack now and then 



Flashed the red sunset over sea and land. 
Then by the billows at his feet was tossed 

A broken oar ; and carved thereon he read ; 

" Oft was I weary, when I toiled at thee'" ; 
And like a man, who findeth what was lost, 

He wrote the words, then lifted u^p his head, 

And flung his useless pen into the sea. 




THE POTTER AT HIS WHEEL, 




Tl'ltv, tiii'ii. my wheel ! Tiirii roiiiid :iii<l ninnd 
^VithlUlt a puii^e. witlnni* ,i soiiimI : 

So spins the flviiii; world awav ! 
This clav. well mixed with iii:n'l iniil sand. 
Follows tlie limtioii nt' my hand ; 
For some must fullnw. ami sume coinmaiid. 

Thoiioh all are made of clay I 



The union wall wax, tlic union will warn-, 
The udsf ami ehmd will tmai to rain, 
The i-aiu lo uiist and chiud aL;-aiii, 
To-moiM'OW 111' to-day. 



'I'liiis .sano- the I'ottei- at Iiis task 

lieiieatli tlie lilns.soniiiio liawtleuii-ti-op, 

U'liilo o'er Ills tVattii'es. like a iiiaslc. 

'I'lio quilted sniisliiiip and leaf-sliade 

Moved, as tlie lioii!_;'lis ali(i\e liiiil swayed. 

And clotlied liiiii. till lie seenipd to lie 

A figure woven in tapestry. 

So siiiiijituoiisly was lie arrayed 

In tliat magniliceiit attire 

( )f salile tissue flaked \vitli fire. 

l.ike a magician lie apjieai-ed, 

A eoniurer witlnnit limik or beard : 

And wliile he plieil his inagie art — 

For it was niagiral to me — 

I stood in silence and ajiart. 

And wondered more and more to see 

'Iditit shapeless, lifeless mass of ilay 

Ivise up to meet the master's hand. 

And now contract and now exjiand. 

And even his sliglitest tuiich oliey : 

Wliile ever in :i tlnniglil I'lil iiinnil 

lie sang his dilty, and at times 

Whistled a tune lietween the rhymes, 

As a melodious interlude. 

Turn, turn, my wheel I All thiniis must chauo-e 
To somethinji new. to soniefliiini strange: 
Nofhins that is can pause or stay : 



Thus still the Potter sang, timl still, 
1)V siiine nnconseious act of \\\\]. 
The inelodv tind even the wnrds 
Were inteianiugled with my tlnuight. 
As hits of colored thread ttie caught 
And Avoven into nests ot liirds. 
And thus to regions far remote, 
l-)e\'onil the ocetin's vast ex])aiise. 
This wizard in the motley coat 
Trans] lorted me on wino's of son"-, 

I o o 

And liv the northern shores of France 
liore me \yitli restless speed along. 

What land is this that feems to he 

A mingling of the land and sen '.' 

This hind of sluices, dikes, and dunes;' 

This \yater-net. that tessellates 

The landsi/apc '.' this unending maze 

Of gardeirs, tlii'otigh \\hose latticed gates 

The iin|>i'isoneil pinks and tulips gaze : 

Wliei-e in long summer td'ternoons 

The sunshine, sufteiied liy the haze. 

Comes streaming dnwii ;is through a sia'eeii 

^Vhere over fiidds and ]3astnrcs green 

The painled ships lloat high in nir. 

And oxer all and everywhere 

The sails (if xvindiniUs sink and soai' 

Like win^s of sea-gulls on (he shore'? 
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Wliat ];inil is tliis "! Yon pretty town 
Is Delft, witli all its waves displayed : 
The jjride, the market-place, tlie erowii 
And centre of the l^jtter s ti'ade. 
See ! every house and room is hrioht 
With glimmers of reflected li<;-lit 
From plates that on the dresser shine ; 
Flagons to foam MdtL Flemish beei-, 
<.)r sparkle with the Rhenish wine. 
And pilgrim tlasks with fleurs-de-lis, 
And ships upon a, rolling sea, 
And tankards pewter topped, and 

queei' 
With comic mask and musketeer I 
Each hospitable (diimney smiles 



A welcome fi'om its painted tiles : 
The parloi- walls, the chamber floors, 
The stairways and the corridors. 
The liorders of the garden walks, 
Are beautiful witli fadeless flowei's. 
That never di-oop in winds or showers, 
And never wither on tlieir stalks. 



Turn, tuni, my wheel ! All life is brief : 
'What now is buil will soon be leaf, 

What now is leaf will soon decav ; 
The wind blows east, the wind blows west ; 
The blue eggs in the robin's nest 
^\'ill soon have wings and beak and bieast. 

And tluttei' and Hy away. 



-I'Xi 
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Now southward tlivougli tlir air 1 s^liilt 
The song my only pursuivant. 
And see across the hiudseape wide 
The blue Charente, upon whose tide 
The belfries and the spires of Saintes 
Ripple and roek from side to side, 
As, when an eartlnpiake rends its 

walls. 
^V ernmbling eity reels and falls. 

Who is it in the suburbs here. 
This Potter, working with such cheer, 
In this mean house, this mean attire. 
His manly features bronzed witli fire. 
Whose figulines and rustic wares 



Scarce find him ln'cad frdui ilay to day'/ 
This madman, as the people sa}', 
Wlio breaks his tables and his chaii's 
To feed his furnace fires, nor cares 
Who goes unfed if they are fed. 
Nor who niay live if tliey are dead'/ 
This alchemist with liollow cheeks 
And sunken, searching eyes, who seeks. 
By mingled earths ami ores condiiiied 
With potency of fire, to find 
Some new enamel, hard and luiglit. 
His dream, his passion, his delight / 

O Palissv ! witliin tiiy bieast 
Burned tlie hot fever of unrest ; 










Thine was the prophet's vision, thine 
The exultation, the divine 
Insanity of nolde minds. 
That never falters nor abates, 
But labors and endures and waits. 
Till all that it foresees it finds. 
Or what it cannot find creates ! 

100 



Turn, turn, uiy wheel I This eartlieni jar 
A touch can make, a toucli can mar ; 

And shall it to the Potter say. 
What makest thou':' Tliuu hast no lianiVr 
As men who think to understand 
A world by their Creator planned, 

Who wisrr is than they. 
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Still ;^ai(kMl liy the dieauiv Sony, 

As ill a trance I float along 

Above the ryreneaii chain, 

Above the fields and farms of Spain, 

Above the bright Majorcan isle, 

That lends its softened name to art, — 

A spot, a dot upon the chart, 

Whose little t(j\vns, red-roofed with tile, 

Are ruby-lustred with the light 

Of blazing furnaces by nigiit. 

And crowned by day vc\i\\ wreaths of smoke. 

Tlieii eastward, wafted in my fiight 

Oil my enchanters magic cloak, 

] sail across the Tyrrhene Sea 

Into the land of Italv, 

And o'er the windy Apennines, 

Mantled and musical with pines. 

The palaces, the princely halls. 

The doors of houses and the walls 

Of cluirches and of belfry towers. 

Cloister and castle, street and mart. 

Are garlanded and gay with llowers 

That blossom in the fields of art. 

Here Gubbio's workshops gleam and ^iow 

With brilliant, iridescent dyes. 

The dazzling -whiteness of the snow. 

The cobalt blue of sunimei- skies : 

And vase and scutcheon, cup and plate. 

In perfect liiiish emulate 

Faenza, Florence, I'esaro. 



Forth from Urbino's gate there came 
A youth with the angelic name 
< )f Kaphael. in form and face 
Himself angelic, and divine 
In arts of color and design. 
From him Francesco Xanto caught 
Something of his transcendent grace. 
And into fictile fabrics wrought 
Snggestious of the master's thonght. 
Xoi' less Maestro (liorn'io shines 
With madre-perl and golden lines 
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(.)t' araliesque.s, ami iiiter\\ eaves 
His Itii'ils and Iniits and Hfiwei's antl leaves 
About some landscape, shaded L)r(i\vn. 
With olive tints un loek and town. 

Behold tijis cup within whose bowK 
Upon a ground of deepest l.ilue 
With yellow-lusti'ed stars o'eilaid. 
Colors of every tint and line 



.Alingle in one harmonious whole I 

With laigc blue eves anil steadfast ya/e. 

Her yellow hair in ni't- and brai<l, 

Necklace and eai--rings all ablaze 

With g'ohjen lustre (i"er the glaze. 

A woman's portrait : on the scroll, 

('ana. the Heautiful ! A name 

FiirgolliMi save for such brief fame 

As I his jnemorial can Ijestow, — 

.V "itt some lover loner no'd 

(ia\c with his heart to this fair dame. 

iV noble]' title to renown 
Is thine, O pleasant Tuscan town, 
Seated beside the Ai'no's stream ; 
For Luca delhi itijbbia tliej-e 
Created forms sd wondrous fair. 
They made th^' sovereignty supieme- 
These choristei's with lips of stone, 
Whose music is not heard, but seen. 
Still chant, as from their organ-screen, 
Theii' Maki'i's praise : nor these alone, 
lint till' more fragile fuims of clay, 
Hai'dly less bt'autifiil than they. 
These saints and angels that adorn 
The walls of hospitals, and tell 
The story of good deeds so well 
That poverty seems less forlorn. 
And life niore like a holidaw 
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Here in this old neglected eluLieli, 
Tluit long' eludes the traveller's search. 
Lies the dead bishop on his touilj ; 
Earth upon earth he slumbering lies, 
Life-like and death-like in the gloom; 
r,arlands of fruit and liowers in 

Llooni 
And foliage deck his resting-place ; 
A shadow in the sigjitless eyes, 
A pallor on the ])atieut face, 
Made perfect Ijy the furnace lieat ; 
jVU earthly passions and desires 
Burnt out by purgatorial fires ; 
Seeming to say, " Our years are fleet, 
And to the weary death is sweet."' 

But the most wonderful of all 
The oniamejits on tomb or wall 
Tliat grace tlie fair Ausonian shores 
Are those the faithful earth restores. 
Near some Apulian town concealed, 
Li vineyaril or in liai'vest field, — 
\'ases and urns and bas-reliefs. 
Memorials of forgotten griefs, 



< ))• records of heroic deeds 

Of demigods and mighty chiefs: 

Figures that almost move and speak. 

And, burietl anrid mould and weeds. 

Still in their attitudes attest 

'J"he presence of the gi'acetul Greek, — 

Achilles in his armor di'essed. 

All-ides with the Cretan bull, 

An<l Aphrodite with her boy, 

( )]■ lovely Helena of Troy, 

Still living and still beautiful. 

Turii, Unu, uiy wheel ! 'T is nature's jihiii 
The child should grow into the man. 

The miin gi-ow wrinkled, old, and gray ; 
111 youth the heart exults and sings, 
The ptdses leap, the feet ha\'e wings ; 
ill age the cricket chirps, and brings 

The harvest-home of day. 

And now the winds that southward blov,- 

And cool the hot Sicilian isle. 

Bear me away. I see bidow 

The long line of the Libyan Nile, 
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Fli)0(linn' ami feeding tlie pai'elii'd lands 
With annual ebli and overflow, 
A fallen palm whose l)i-anches lie 
Ijeneath the Ahyssinian sky. 
Whose roots are in Egyptian sands. 
()\\ either bank huge water-wheels, 
Belted with jars and dripping weeds, 
Send forth their melancholy moans. 
As if, in their gray mantles hid, 
Dead anchorites of the Thebaid 
Knelt on the shore and told their lieads, 
]5(Mting their breasts with loud ap- 

])eals 
And penitential tears and groans. 

This city, walled and thickly set 
With glittering mosqne and minaret. 
Is Cairo, in whose gay bazaars 
The dreaming traveller first inhales 
The perfume of Arabian gales, 
And sees the faliulous earthen jars, 
Huffe as were those wherein the maid 
IMorgiana found the Forty Thieves 
Concealed in midnight ambuscade : 
And seeing, more than half believes 
The fascinating tales that run 



Tlirough all tlie Tliousand Nights -,ind One. 
'JVild liy the fair Sdieherezade. 

More strange and wonderful than these 

Are the Egyptian deities, 

Amnion, and Emoth, and the grand 

Osiris, holding in liis hand 

The lotus ; Isis, cro\\'ned and veiled : 

The sacred Ibis, and the Sphinx : 

Bracelets with bine enamelled links ; 

The Scarabee in emerald mailed, 

())■ spreading wide his funeral wings: 

Lamps that perchance their night-watch kept 

O'e)' Cleoiiatra wliile she sle[)t, — 

^\ll ]ilundei'ed from tlie tombs of kings. 

Tuni, tuiu, niv wheel ! The liiuuau race, 
( )f every tongue, of every place, 

Caucasian, Coptic, or Mala}-. 
i\ll tliat iiiliabit this g)-eat eartli, 
Whatever be their rank or wortli, 
Are kindred and allied by birtli. 

And made of the same clay. 

( )"er desert sands, o'er gulf and bav, 
e'er (ianges and o'er Himalay, 
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P)ircl-like I fly. and tiYing .sing, 
Ti) flowery kingdoms of Catliay, 
^Vnd liird-lilvt' poise on balaneed wing 
Above file town of King-te-tching, 
A burning town, or seeming so, — 
Three thousand furnaces that glow 
Incessantly, and HU the air 
With smoke u|irising, gyre on gyre, 
.\nd painted liy tlic lurid glare. 
Of jets and Hashes of red hi-e. 

As leaves that in tlie uutunin fall, 

Spotted and veined with various hues. 

Are swept aloiig the avenues. 

And lie in heaps by hedge and wall. 

So from this gro\e of chimneys whirled 

To all the markets of the world. 

These porcelain leaves are wafted on, 

Light yellow leaves witli spots and stains 

Of violet and of criinson dye, 

(_)r tender azure of a sky 

Just washed by gentle April rains. 

And beautifid witli celadon. 

Nor less the coarser liouseh(.)ld wares. 
The willow pattern, that we knew 
In childhood, with its bridge of blue 
Leading to unknown thoroughfares ; 
The solitary man who stares 
At the white river flowing through 
Its arches, the fantastic trees 
And wild perspi'ctive of the view : 
And intermingled among these 
The tiles tliat in our nurseries 
Filled us with Axonder and delight, 
( )r haunted us in dreams at night. 

And yonder by Nankin, behold I 

The Tower of Porcelain, strange and 

old, 
LTplifting to the astonished skies 
Its ninefold painted balconies. 
With balustrades of twining leaves. 
And roofs of tile, beneath whose eaves 
Hang porcelain bells that all tlie time 
Iting witli a soft, melodious chime ; 
W^hile the whoh^ fabric is ablaze 
With varied tints, all fused in one 
Great mass of color, like a maze 
( )f tlowei-s illumined l)y the sun. 
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Turn, turn, uiy, wheel ! AVliat is lieguii 
At daybreak must at dark lie done, 

To-morrow will be auotlier day ; 
To-iiioi-row the hot furnace flame 
Will search the heart and try the frame. 
And stamp with honor or with shame 

These vessels made of clay. 

Cradled and roeked in I'^asteni ,seas. 
The islands of the Japanese 
Beneath nie lie; o"er lake and jdaiii 
The stork, the heron, and the crane 
Tlu'ong'h the clear realms of azure drift, 
And on the hillside I can see 
The villag-es of Imtiri, 

Wliose thronged and flaming workshops lift 
Their twisted columns of smoke on higli, 
C'loud cloisters that in ruins lie. 



With sunshine streaming tlirongh each I'ift, 
And broken arches of blue sky. 

All the bright Howcrs that iill the land, 
Kipple of waves on rock or sand. 
The snow on I'lisivama's cone. 
The midniglit heasen so thickly sown 
\\'ith constellations of bright stars, 
'Hie leaves that i-ustle, the reeds tliat 

make 
A whisper liy each stream and lake, 
The saffron dawn, the sunset red, 
Are painted on these lovely jars; 
Again the skylark sings, again 
The stork, the hei'on. and tlie crane 
Float through tlie azui'e overhead, 
The counterfeit and counterpart 
( )f Nature i-cjiroduced in Art. 
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Art is tlip child ol' Nature: yes, 

Her darling- child, in whom « e trace 

The features ol' the mother's face. 

Her aspect and her attitude ; 

All her majestic loveliness 

Chastened and softened and subdued 

Into a more attractive grace, 

And with a human sense imbued. 

He is the greatest artist, then. 

Whether of j^encil oi' of pen, 

A\^lio follows Natui-e. Never man, 

jVs artist or as artisan. 

Pursuing his own fantasies, 

Ca,n touch the human heart, or please, 

(^r satisfy our nobler ]ieeds, 

As he who sets his willing feet 

In Nature's footprints, light and tieet. 

And follows fearless wdiere she leads. 



Whose eyes behold not what is near, 

Hut only what is far away. 

When, suddenly sounding peal on jjeal, 

Tlie church-bell from the neighljoring town 

Proclaimed the welcome liour of noon. 

The Potter heard, and stopped his wlieel. 

His apron on the grass threw doAvn, 

Whistleil his ([uiet little tune, 

Not overloud nor overlong. 

And ended thus his simple song : 

Stop, stop, my wliecl '. Too soon, too soon 
Tlie noon will lie the afternoon, 

Too soon to-day be yesterday ; 
Beliind us in our patli we cast 
The broken potsherds of the past. 
And all are ground to dust at last. 

And trodden into clay ! 



Thus mused I on that moni in May, 
Wrapped in my visions like the Seer, 






THE HERONS OF ELMWOOD. 



Warm and still is the summer night. 
As here hy the river's brink I wander : 

White overliead are the stars, and white 
The glimmering lamps on the hillside yon- 
der. 



Silent are all the sounds of day ; 

Nothing I hear Imt the chirp of crickets. 
And the cry of the herons winging their way 

O'er the ]ioet"s house in the Elmwood 
thickets, 



852 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF 



Call to him, herons, as slowly you pass 
To your roosts in the haunts of the exiled 
thrushes. 

Sing him the song of the green morass, 
And the tides that water the reeds and rushes. 

Sing him the mystical Song of the Hern, 
And the secret that baffles our utmost seek- 
ing ; 
For only a sound of lament we discern. 
And cannot interpret the words you are 
speaking. 

Sing of the air, and the wild delight 

Of wings that uplift and winds that up- 
hold you, 
The joy of freedom, the rapture of flight 
Through the drift of the floating mists that 
infold you ; 

Of the landscape lying so far below, 

With its towns and rivers and desert places ; 



And the splendor of light above, and the 
glow 
Of the limitless, blue, ethereal spaces. 

Ask him if songs of the Troubadours, 
Or of Minnesingers in old black-letter, 

Sound in his ears more sweet than yours. 
And if yours are not sweeter and wilder 
and better. 

Sing to him, say to him, here at his gate, 
Where the boughs of the stately elms are 
meeting, 
Some one hath lingered to meditate. 

And send him unseen this fi'iendly greet- 
ing; 

That many another hath done the same. 
Though not by a sound was the silence 
broken ; 

The surest pledge of a deathless name 

Is the silent homage of thoughts unspoken. 



A DUTCH PICTURE. 



Simon Danz has come home again. 

From cruising about with his buccaneers ; 
He has singed the beard of the King of Spain, 
And carried away the Dean of Jaen 
And sold him in Algiers. 

In his house by the Maese, with its roof of 
tiles. 

And weathercocks flying aloft in air, 
There are silver tankards of antique styles. 
Plunder of convent and castle, and piles 

Of carpets rich and rare. 

In his tulip-garden there by the town. 

Overlooking the sluggish stream. 
With his Moorish cap and dressing-gown. 
The old sea-captain, hale and brown. 
Walks in a waking dream. 

A smile in his gray mustachio lurks 

Whenever he thinks of the King of Spain, 
And the listed tulips look like Turks, 
And the silent gardener as he works 
Is changed to the Dean of Jaen. 



The windmills on the outermost 

Verge of the landscape in the haze. 
To him are towers on the Spanish coast, 
With whiskered sentinels at their post. 
Though this is the river Maese. 

But when the winter rains begin, 

He sits and smokes by the blazing brands. 
And old seafaring men come in. 
Goat-bearded, gray, and with double chin, 

And rings upon their hands. 

They sit there in the shadow and shine 
Of the flickering fire of the winter night ; 

Figures in color and design 

Like those by Rembrandt of the Rhine, 
Half darkness and half light. 

And they talk of ventures lost or won. 
And their talk is ever and ever the same. 

While they drink the red wine of Tarra- 
gon, 

From the cellars of some Spanish Don, 
Or convent set on flame. 
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Restless at times with heavy strides 

He paces Iiis parlor to and fro ; 
He is like a ship that at anchor rides. 
And swings with the rising and falling tides. 

And tugs at her anchor-tow. 

Voices mysterious far and near, 

Sound of the wind and sound of the sea. 
Are calling and whispering in his ear. 



" Simon Danz ! Why stayest thou here ? 
Come forth au<l follow nie ! " 

So he thinks he shall take to the sea again 
For one more cruise with his Lncca- 
neers. 
To singe the beard of the King of Spain, 
And capture another Dean of Jaen 
And sell him in Algiers. 



CASTLES IN SPAIN. 



How much of my young heart, O Spain, 
Went out to thee in days of yore! 

What dreams romantic filled my brain, 

And summoned hack to life again 

The Paladins of Charlemagne 
The Cid Campeador ! 

And shapes more shadowy than these, 

In the dim twilight half revealed ; 
Phosnician galleys on the seas, 



The Roman camps like hives of bees, 
The Goth uplifting from his knees 
Pelayo on his shield. 

It was these memories perchance, 
From annals of remotest eld. 

That lent the colors of romance 

To every trivial circumstance. 

And changed the form and countenance 
Of all that I beheld. 
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Old towns, whose history lies hid 
In monkish chronicle or rhyme, — 

Burgos, the birthplace of the Cid, 

Zamora and Valladolid, 

Toledo, built and walled amid 
Tlie wars of Wamba's time; 

The long, straight line of the highway, 
The distant town that seems so near, 
The peasants in the fields, that stay 
Their toil to cross themselves and pray. 
When from the belfry at midday 
The Angelus they hear ; 

White crosses in the mountain pass. 

Mules gay with tassels, the loud din 
Of muleteers, the tethered ass 
That crops the dusty wayside grass, 
And cavaliers with spurs of brass 
Alighting at the inn ; 

White hamlets hidden in fields of wheat. 

White cities slumbering by the sea, 
White sunshine flooding square and street. 
Dark mountain ranges, at whose feet 
The river beds are dry with heat, — 
All was a dream to me. 

Yet something sombre and severe 

O'er the enchanted landscape reigned ; 

A terror in the atmosphere 

As if King Philip listened near. 

Or Torquemada, the austere. 
His ghostly sway maintained. 

The softer Andalusian skies 

Dispelled the sadness and the gloom ; 
There Cadiz by the seaside lies. 
And Seville's orange-orchards rise, 
Making the land a paradise 

Of beauty and of bloom. 



There Cordova is hidden among 

The palm, the olive, and the vine ; 
Gem of the South, by poets sung. 
And in whose Mosque Almanzor hung 
As lamps the bells that once had rung 
At Compostella's shrine. 

But over all the rest supreme. 
The star of stars, the cynosure. 

The artist's and the poet's theme. 

The young man's vision, the old man's dream, — 

Granada by its winding stream. 
The city of the Moor ! 

And there the Alhambra still recalls 

Aladdin's palace of delight: 
Allah il Allah ! through its halls 
Whispers the fountain as it falls, 
The Darro darts beneath its walls. 

The hills with snow are white. 

Ah yes, the hills are white with snow, 

And cold with blasts that bite and freeze ; 

But in the happy vale below 

The orange and pomegranate grow. 

And wafts of air toss to and fro 
The blossoming almond trees. 

The Vega cleft by the Xenil, 

The fascination and allure 
Of the sweet landscape chains the will ; 
The traveller lingers on the hill. 
His parted lips are breathing still 

The last sigh of the Moor. 

How like a ruin overgrown 

With flowers that hide the rents of time, 
Stands now the Past that I have kno-wn,- 
Castles in Spain, not built of stone 
But of white summer clouds, and blown 

Into this little mist of rhyme ! 
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VITTORIA COLONNA. 



ViTTORiA CoLONNA, Oil the death of her husband, the Marchese di Peseara, retired to her eastle at Ischia (Iiiavime'), 
and there wrote the Ode upon his death, whieh gained lier the title of Divine. 



Once more, once nioi-e, Inarimo 

I see thy purple bills ! — once more 

I hear the billows of the bay 

Wash the white pebbles on thy shore. 

High o'er the sea-surge and the sands, 
Like a great galleon wrecked and cast 

Ashore by storms, thy castle stands, 
A mouldering landmark of the Past. 

Upon its terrace-walk I see 

A phantom gliding to and fro ; 
-It is Colonna, — it is she 

Who lived and loved so long ago. 

Pescara's beautiful young wife. 
The type of perfect womanhood, 

Whose life was love, the life of life. 

That time and change and death withstood. 



For death, that breaks the marriage band 

In others, only closer pressed 
The wc'diling-ring upon her hand 

And closer locked and liarred her breast. 

She knew the life-long martyrdom. 
The weariness, the endless pain 

Of waiting for some one to come 
Who nevermore would come again. 

The shadows of the chestnut trees, 
The odor of the orange blooms. 

The song of birds, and, more than these, 
The silence of deserted rooms ; 

The respiration of the sea. 

The soft caresses of the air. 
All things in nature seemed to be 

But ministers of her despair ; 
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Till the o'ei-burdened heart, so long 
Impiisoned in itself, found \'ent 

And voice in one impassioned song 
Of inconsolable lament. 

Then as the sun, though hidden from sight, 
Transmutes to gold the leaden mist, 



Her life was interfused with light, 

Fi-om realms that, though unseen, exist. 

InarinK- ! Inarimd ! 

Thy castle on the crags above 
In dust shall crumble and decay, 

But not the memory of her love. 



THE REVENGE OF RAIN-IN-THE-FACE. 



In that desolate land and lone. 
Where the Big Horn and Yellowstone 

Roar down their mountain path. 
By their fires the Sioux Chiefs 
Muttered their woes and griefs 

And the menace of their wrath. 



" Reveno'e ! " cried Rain-in-the-Face, 

a 

" Revenge upon all the race 

Of the White Chief Avith A-ellow hair 
And the mountains dark and high 
From their crags reechoed the cry 
Of his anger and despair. 
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In the meadow, spreading wide 
By woodland and riverside 

The Indian village stood ; 
All was silent as a dream, 
Save the rushing of the stream 

And the blue-jay in the wood. 

In his war paint and his beads, 
Like a bison among the reeds, 

In ambush the Sitting Bull 
Lay with three thousand braves 
Crouched in the clefts and caves, 

Savage, unmerciful ! 

Into the fatal snare 

The White Chief with yellow hair 

And his three hundred men 
Dashed headlong, sword in hand ; 
But of that gallant band 

Not one returned again. 



The sudden darkness of death 
Overwhelmed them like the breath 

And smoke of a furnace fire : 
By the river's bank, and between 
The rocks of the ravine. 

They lay in their bloody attire. 

But the foemen fled in the night, 
And Rain-in-the-Face, in his flight. 

Uplifted high in air 
As a ghastly trophy, bore 
The brave heart, that beat no more. 

Of the White Chief with yellow hair. 

Whose was the right and the wrong? 
Sing it, O funeral song. 

With a voice that is full of tears. 
And say that our broken faith 
Wrought all this ruin and scathe, 

In the Year of a Hundred Years. 



TO THE RIVER YVETTE. 



O LOVELY river of Yvette ! 

O darling river ! like a bride, 
Some dimpled, bashful, fair Lisette, 

Thou goest to wed the Orge's tide. 

Maincourt, and lordly Dampierre, 
See and salute thee on thy way, 

And, with a blessing and a prayer. 
Ring the sweet beUs of St. Forget. 

The valley of Chevreuse in vain 

Would hold thee in its fond embrace ; 



Thou glidest from its arms again 
And hurriest on with swifter pace. 

Thou wilt not stay ; with restless feet 
Pursuing still thine onward flight. 

Thou goest as one in haste to meet 
Her sole desire, her heart's dehght. 

O lovely river of Yvette ! 

O darling stream ! on balanced wings 
The wood-birds sang the chansonnette 

That here a wandering poet sings. 



THE EMPEROR'S GLOVE. 



" CoMBiEN faudrait-il de peaux d'Espagne pour faire un gant de cette grandeur ? ' 
a glove, and Gand, the French for Ghent. 



A play upon the words gant. 



On St. Bavon's tower, commanding 

Half of Flanders, his domain, 
Charles the Emperor once was standing, 
While beneath him on the landing 
Stood Duke Alva and his train. 

108 



Like a print in books of fables, 

Or a model made for show. 
With its pointed roofs and gables, 
Dormer windows, scrolls and labels. 
Lay the city far below. 
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Through its 



squares and streets and al- 



leys 



Poured the populace of Ghent ; 
As a routed army rallies, 
Or as rivers run through valleys, 

Hurrying to their homes they went. 

' Nest of Lutheran misbelievers ! " 
Cried Duke Alva as be gazed ; 



" Haunt of traitors and deceivers, 
Stronghold of insurgent weavers, 
Let it to the ground be razed!" 

On the Emperor's cap the feather 
Nods, as laughing he replies : 
" How many skins of Spanish leather. 

Think you, would, if stitched together 
Make a glove of such a size?" 



A BALLAD OF THE FEENCH FLEET. 



OCTOBEE, 1746. 



Mr. Thomas Pkince lorjuiiur. 



A FLEET with flags arrayed 

Sailed from the port of Brest, 
And the Admiral's ship displayed 

The signal : " Steer southwest." 
For this Admiral D'Anville 

Had sworn by cross and crown 
To ravage with fire and steel 

Our helpless Boston To«ai. 

There were rumors in the street, 
In the houses there was fear 

Of the coming of the fleet. 

And the danger hovering near. 

And while from mouth to mouth 
Spread the tidings of dismay, 

I stood in the Old South, 
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" O Lord ! we would not advise ; 

But if in thy Providence 
A tempest should arise 

To drive the French Fleet hence, 
And scatter it far and wide, 

Or sink it in the sea. 
We should be satisfied, 

And thine the glory be." 

This was the prayer I made, 

For my soul was all on flame. 
And even as I prayed 

The answering tempest came ; 
It came with a mighty power. 

Shaking the windows and walls, 
And tolling the bell in the tower, 

As it tolls at funerals. 

The lightning suddenly 

Unsheathed its flaming sword, 

And I cried : " Stand still, and see 
The salvation of the Lord ! " 



The heavens were black with cloud, 
The sea was white with hail. 

And ever more fierce and loud 
Blew the October gale. 

The fleet it overtook. 

And the broad sails in the van 
Like the tents of Cushan shook, 

Or the curtains of Midian. 
Down on the reeling decks 

Crashed the o'erwhelming seas ; 
Ah, never were there wrecks 

So pitiful as these ! 

Like a potter's vessel broke 

The great ships of the line ; 
They were carried away as a smoke, 

Or sank like lead in the brine. 
O Lord ! before thy path 

They vanished and ceased to be, 
When thou didst walk in wrath 

With thine horses through the sea ! 



THE LEAP OF ROUSHAN BEG. 



Mounted on Kyrat strong and fleet, 
His chestnut steed with four white feet, 

Roushan Beg, called Kurroglou, 
Son of the road and bandit chief. 
Seeking refuge and relief. 

Up the mountain pathway flew. 

Such was Kyrat's wondrous speed, 
Never yet could any steed 

Reach the dust-cloud in his course. 
More than maiden, more than wife. 
More than gold and next to life 

Roushan the Robber loved his horse. 

In the land that lies beyond 
Erzeroum and Trebizond, 

Garden-girt his fortress stood ; 
Plundered khan, or caravan 
Journeying north from Koordistan, 

Gave him wealth and wine and food. 

Seven hundred and fourscore 
Men at arms his livery wore. 
Did his bidding night and day; 



Now, through regions all unknown. 
He was wandering, lost, alone. 
Seeking without guide his way. 

Suddenly the pathway ends. 
Sheer the precipice descends, 

Loud the torrent roars unseen ; 
Thirty feet from side to side 
Yawns the chasm ; on air must ride 

He who crosses this ravine. 

Following close in his pursuit, 
At the precipice's foot 

Reyhan the Arab of Orfah 
Halted with his hundred men. 
Shouting upward from the glen, 

" La IlMh ilia AMh ! " 

Gently Roushan Beg caressed 
Kyrat's forehead, neck, and breast ; 

Kissed him upon both his eyes. 
Sang to him in his wild way. 
As upon the topmost spray 

Sings a bird before it flies. 
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" my Kyrat, my steed, 
Round and slender as a reed, 

Carry me this peril through ! 
Satin housings shall be thine. 
Shoes of gold, O Kyrat mine, 

O thou soul of Kurroglou ! 

" Soft thy skin as silken skein, 
Soft as woman's hair tliy mane, 

Tender are thine eyes and true ; 
All thy hoofs like ivory shine. 
Polished bright ; O life of mine. 

Leap, and rescue Kurroglou ! " 

Kyrat, then, the strong and fleet, 
Drew together his four white feet, 

Paused a moment on the verge. 
Measured with his eye the space. 
And into the air's embrace 

Leaped as leaps the ocean surge. 

As the ocean surge o'er sand 

Bears a swimmer safe to land, 

Kyrat safe his rider bore ; 



Rattling down the deep abyss 
Fragments of the precipice 

Rolled like pebbles on a shore. 

Roushan's tasselled cap of red 
Trembled not ujjon his head. 

Careless sat he and upright ; 
Neither hand nor bridle shook. 
Nor his head he turned to look. 

As he galloped out of sight. 

Flash of harness in the air, 
Seen a moment like the glare 

Of a sword drawn from its sheath ; 
Thus tJie pliantom horseman passed. 
And the shadow that he cast 

Leaped the catai-act underneath. 

Reyhan the Arab held his breath 
While this vision of life and death 

Passed above him. " Allahu 1 " 
Cried he. " Li all Koordistan 
Lives there not so brave a man 

As this Robber Kurroglou ! " 
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HAROUN AL RASCHID. 



One day, Haroun Al Raschid read 
A book wherein the poet said : — 

" Where are the kings, and where the rest 
Of those who once the world possessed ? 

" They 're gone with all their pomp and show, 
They 're gone the way that thou sbalt go. 



" thou who choosest for thy share 
The world, and what the world calls fair, 

" Take all that it can give or lend. 
But know that death is at the end ! " 

Haroun Al Raschid bowed his head : 
Tears fell upon the page he read. 



KING TRISANKU. 



VisWAMiTBA the Magician, 
By his spells and incantations, 

Up to Indra's realms elysian 

Raised Trisanku, king of nations. 

Indra and the gods offended 

Hurled him downward, and descending 



In the air he hung suspended, 

With these equal powers contending. 

Thus by aspirations lifted. 

By misgivings downward driven. 

Human hearts are tossed and drifted 
Midway between earth and heaven. 



A WRAITH IN THE MIST. 



" Sir, I should build me a fortification, if I came to live here." — Boswell's Johnson. 



On the green little isle of Inchkenneth, 
Who is it that walks by the shore, 

So gay with his Highland blue bonnet. 
So brave with his targe and claymore? 

His form is the form of a giant, 

But his face wears an aspect of pain ; 



Can this be the Laird of Inchkenneth? 
Can this be Sir Allan McLean? 

Ah no ! It is only the Rambler, 
The Idler, who lives in Bolt Court, 

And who says, were he Laird of Inchkenneth, 
He would wall himself round with a fort. 



THE THREE KINGS. 



Three Kings came riding from far away, 

Melchior and Caspar and Baltasar ; 
Three Wise Men out of the East were they. 
And they travelled by night and they slept 
by day. 
For their guide was a beautiful, wonderful 
star. 

The star was so beautiful, large, and clear, 

That all the other stars of the sky 
Became a white mist in the atmosphere. 



And by this they knew that the coming was 
near 
Of the Prince foretold in the prophecy. 

Three caskets they bore on their saddle- 
bows. 
Three caskets of gold with golden keys ; 
Their robes were of crimson silk with rows 
Of bells and pomegranates and furbelows. 
Their turbans like blossoming almond- 
trees. 



862 



THE POETICAL WORKS OF 



And so the Three Kings rode into the West, 
Through the dusk of night, over hill and 
delh 
And sometimes tliey nodded witli beard on 

breast, 
And sometimes talked, as they paused to rest, 
Witli tlie people they met at some wayside 
well. 



' Of the child that is born," said Baltasar, 
" Good people, I pray you, tell us the 
news ; 
For we in the East have seen his star. 
And liave ridden fast, and have ridden 
far, 
To find and worship the King of the 
Jews." 




And the people answered, " You ask in 
vain ; 
We know of no king but Herod the 
Great ! " 
They thought the Wise Men were men in- 
sane. 
As they spurred their horses across the plain, 
Ijike riders in haste, :ind who cannot wait. 

And when they came to Jerusalem, 

Herod the Great, Avho had heard this 
thing. 

Sent for the Wise Men and questioned them ; 

And said, " Go down unto Bethlehem, 
And bring me tidino-s of this new kins'." 



JSo tliey rode away ; and the star stood still. 
The only one in the gray of morn ; 

Yes, it stopped, — it stood still of its own 
free will. 

Right over Bethlehem on the hill. 

The city of David where Christ was born. 

And the Three Kings rode through the gate 
and the guard, 
Through the silent street, till their horses 
turned 
And neiglied as they entered the great inn-yard ; 
But tlie windows were closed, and the doors 
were barred. 
And only a light in the stable burned. 
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And cradled there in the scented hay, 

In the air made sweet by the l.)reath of liine, 
The little child hi the manger lay, 
The child, that would he king one day 
Of a kingdom not human Lut divine. 

His mother Mary of Nazareth 

Sat watching beside his place of rest, 
Watching the even flow of his breath, 
For the joy of life and the terror of death 
Were mingled together in her breast. 

They laid their offerings at his feet : 

The gold was their tribute to a King, 
The frankincense, with its odor sweet, 



Was for the Priest, the Paraclete, 
The myrrh for the body's burying. 

And tlii_^ mother wondered and bowed her 
head, 

And sat as still as a statue of stone ; 
Pier heart was troubled yet comforted. 
Remembering what the Angel had said 

Of an endless reign and of David's throne. 

Then the Kings rode out of the city gate, 
With a clatter of hoofs in proud array ; 
But they went not back to Herod the Great, 
For they knew his malice and feared his hate, 
And returned to their homes by another way. 



SONG. 



Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest ; 
Home-keeping hearts are happiest. 
For tliose that wander they know not where 
Are full of trouble and full of care ; 
To stay at home is best. 

Weary and homesick and distressed. 
They wander east, they wander west. 
And are baffled and beaten and blown about 
By the winds of the wilderness of doubt ; 
To stay at home is best. 

Then stay at home, my lieart, and rest ; 
The bird is safest in its nest ; 
O'er all that flutter their wings and fly 
A hawk is hovering in the sky ; 
To stay at home is best. 




THE WPIITE CZAR. 

The AVhite Czar is Peter the Great. Batyuslika, Follifr ilear, and Gosiidar, Souereif}ii, are titles tlie Russian people 
are fond of giving to tlie Czar in their popular songs. 



Dost thou see on the rampart's height 
That wreath of mist, in the light 
Of the midnight moon ? Oh, hist ! 
It is not a wreath of mist ; 
It is the Czar, the White Czar, 
Baty^ushka ! Gosudar ! 



He has heard, timong the dead. 
The artillery roll o'erliead : 
The drums and the tfamp of feet 
Of his soldiery in the street ; 
He is awake! the White Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 
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He has heard in the grave the cries 
Of his people : " Awake ! arise ! " 
He has rent the gold brocade 
Whereof his shrond was made ; 
He is risen ! the White Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 

From the Volga and the Don 
He has led his armies on, 
Over river and morass, 
Over desert and monntain pass ; 
The Czar, the Orthodox Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 

He looks from the mountain-chain 
Toward the seas, that cleave in twain 
The continents ; his hand 
Points southward o'er the land 
Of Roumili! O Czar, 

Batyushka I Gosudar ! 



And the words break from his lips: 
" I am the builder of ships. 
And my ships shall sail these seas 
To the Pillars of Hercules ! 
I say it ; the White Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 

" The Bosphorus shall be free ; 
It shall make room for me ; 
And the gates of its water-streets 
Be unbarred before my fleets. 
I say it ; the White Czar, 
Batyushka ! Gosudar ! 

" And the Christian shall no more 
Be crushed, as heretofore, 
Beneath thine iron rule, 

sultan of Istamboul ! 

1 swear it ! I the Czar, 

Batyushka ! Gosudar ! " 



■^r t^ 



1 j.> ^~?r>; 




Sweet as the tender fragrance that survives. 
When martyred flowers breathe out their little 

lives. 
Sweet as a song that once consoled our pain, 
But never will be sung to us again. 
Is thy remembrance. Now tlie hour of rest 
Hath come to thee. Sleep, darling ; it is best. 






i 




Fortunate old man ' Here among familiar riveis, 

And these sacred founts, shalt thou take the shadowy coolness. 




VIROIIi'S 

* FIRST * 




S^€*»:^ 







mi:lih(KUs 

TiTYUUS, thou ill tlic sh;ide of a spreadiiii;' lieccli tree reclining, 
Meditatest, witli slender pil)e, the ]\Iuse of tin; woodlands. 
We our country's hounds and pleasant pastures reliiKjuish, 
We onr cf)untrY fly : thou, Tityrus, sti-etehed in tlic shad(.l^v. 
Teachest tlie woods to resound with the name of the fair Amar\l 



O Melibix'us, a god for us this leisnre created. 
For he will Ite nnto me a god forever ; his altar 
Oftentimes shall imbue a tender lamb from our sheepfolds. 
He, mv lieifers to wander at large, and myself, as thou seest, 
On mv rustic reed to play what I will, liath [)erniitte<l. 
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JlK.LIltffiUS. 

Truly 1 eiivv not, I iiiar\'cl latlier ; on all sides 

In ;ill the fields is sacli ti'ouble. Behold, my goats 1 am driving, 

Heartsick, further away ; this one scarce, Tityvus, lead I ; 

For having here yeaned twins just now among the dense hazels, 

Hojje of the Hock, all inc ! on the naked Hint she hath left them. 

Often this evil to me, if my mind had not been insensate, 

Oak trees stricken by heaven predicted, as now I remember; 

Often tile sinister crow from the liollow ilex predicted. 

Nevertheless, who this god may be, O Tityrus, tell me. 




TITYIU'S. 

O Melib(eus, the city that they call Konie. I imagined. 

Foolish I! til lie like this of ours, wliere often we shepherds 

Wonted are to drive down of our ewes the delicate offspring. 

Thus whel2)s like unto dogs had I known, and kids to their mothers, 

Thus to compare great things witli small had I been accustomed. 

But this among other cities its head as far liath exalted 

As the cypresses do among the lis.some viburnums. 

JIF.LIBIKCS. 

And what so great occasion of seeing Rome hath jiossessed thee ? 



Tjiberty. wliich, tliougli late, looked upon mc in niv inertness 

After the time when my beard fell whiter from me in shavino-, 

Vet slie Linked upon me, and came to me after a lono- ^vlnl^., 
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Since Ainui'yllis j^OHseswes and (ialalcu, liatli left nic 
For I will uvea eoufess t]]at wliilr (iaiatca possessed nie 
Neither rave of iiiy floek imi' Ikjjic of liberty was there 
Though from my wattled folds theie went fortli many a \ietiui, 
And the unctuous cheese was pressed for the eit\' ungrateful, 
Never did \\i\ ri"ht hand return lidnu; licaNV with iii(iiic\-. 



Mi; LIB (JO us. 



I have wondered \\hy sad thou in\okiMlst the gods, i\jnar\llis, 
And for whom tiiou didst suffer tlie apples to hang on tlie l)ranelies ! 
Tityrus lienee wa.s absent ! Tliee, Tityrus, even the pine trees, 
Thee, the very fountains, the very copses w'ere calling. 



What could 1 do? No power had I to escape from my bondage. 

Nor liad I power elsewhere to recognize gods so propitious. 

Here 1 beheld that youth, to whom each year, IMeliljojus, 

During twice six days ascends the smoke <:)f niir altars. 

Here first gave lie res2:)onse to me soliciting favor : 

Feed as before your heifers, ye boys, and yoke iip your bullocks." 
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MELIIiCEUS. 



Fortunate old man ! So tlien tby fields will be left tliee, 

And large enough for thee, though naked stone and the marish 

All thy pasture-lands with the dreggy rush may encompass. 

No unaccustomed food thy gravid ewes shall endanger, 

Nor of the neighboring flock the dire contagion infect them. 

Fortunate old man ! Here among familiar rivers, 

And these sacred founts, shalt thou take the shadow}- coolness. 

On this side, a hedge along the neighboring cross-road. 

Where Hyblsean bees ever feed on the flower of the willow, 

Often with gentle susurrus to fall asleep shall persuade tliee. 

Yonder, beneath the high rock, the -jDruner shall sing to the breezes. 

Nor meanAvhiJe shall thy heart's d-elight, the hoarse wood-pigeons, 

Nor the turtle-dove cease to mourn from aerial elm trees. 



Therefore the agile stags shall sooner feed in the ether. 
And the billows leave the fishes bare on the sea-shore, 
Sooner, the border-lands of both overpassed, shall the exiled 
Parthian drink of the Saone, or the German drink of the Tigris, 
Than the face of liim shall glide away from my bosom! 

MELIBfEl'S. 

But we hence shall go, a part to the thirsty Af'rics, 

Part to Scythia come, and the rapid C'retau Oaxes, 

And to the Britons from all the universe utterly sundered. 

Ah, shall I ever, a long time hence, the bounds of jny country 

And the roof of my lowly cottage covered with greensward 

Seeing, with wonder behold, — my kingdoms, a handful of wheat-ears ! 

Shall an impious soldier possess these lands newly cultured, 

And these fields of corn a barbarian ? I^o, whitlier discord 

Us wretched people hath brought ! for whom our fields we have planted ! 

Graft, Meliboeus, thy pear trees, now, put in order thy vineyards. 

Go, my goats, go hence, my flocks so happy aforetime. 

Never again henceforth outstretched in my verdurous cavern 

Shall I behold you afar from the bushy precipice hanging. 

Songs no more shall I sing ; not with me, ye goats, as your shepherd, 

Shall ye browse on the bitter willow or blooming laburnum. 



Nevertheless, this night together with me canst thou rest thee 
Here on the verdant leaves; for us there are mellowing apples, 
Chestnuts soft to the touch, and clouted cream in abundance ; 
And the high roofs now of the villages smoke in the distance, 
And from the lofty mountains are falling larger the shadows. 
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AT TOMIS, IN BESSARAIUA, NEAR THK ]M(_)UTHS OF THE DAXl'HE. 

Tins II A, Hook III., Elui;y X. 

Should any one tliere in Koine remember Ovid tlie exile. 
And, without me, my name still in the cit\ siiia ive ; 

Tell him that under stars which ne\ei- set in tlio ueean 
I am existing still, hen; in a liarhaious laml. 

Fierce Sarmatians eneom[)ass me I'ound, and the IScssi and (iet;e ; 
Names how unworthy to lie sung by ,i genius like mine! 

Yet when tlie air is warm, ijitervening Ister defends us : 
He, as he flows, repels inroads of wax \\\\\\ his \\iives. 

15ut when the dismal winter reveals its hideous aspect. 

When all the earth becomes white with a marble-like frost ; 

And when IJoreas is loosed, and the snow hurled undei- Arcturus, 
Then these nations, in sooth, shuddi'r and shiver with cold. 

Deep lies the snow, and neithei' the sun noi- the lain can dissolve it ; 
Boreas hardens it still, makes it foi-ever remain. 

Hence, ere the first has melted away, another succeeds it, 
And two years it is wont, in many places, to lie. 

And so great is the power of tlii^ Noi'th-wiiid awidcened. it level^ 
Lofty towers with the ground, roofs uplifted bears oH. 

Wrapped in skins, and with trousers sewed, they contend with the weather, 
And their faces alone of the wdiole body ai-e seen. 



Often their tresses, when shaken, wdtli pendent icicles tinkle. 
And their whitened lieai'ds shine \\\\\v the gathering fi-ost. 
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Wines consolidate stand, ])i'eserYing' tlie foi-ni of tlie vessels ; 
jSt) more drauglits of wine, — jiieees presented tliey di'ink. 

Why slioid<l I tell you how all the rivers are frozen and solid, 
And from out of the lake frangible water is dug ? 




Ister, — no narrower stream tlian the river that bears the papyrus, — 
Which through its many mouths mingles its waves with the deej) 

Ister, Avith hardening winds, congeals its cerulean waters, 
Under a roof of ice winding its way to tlie sea. 

There where ships have sailed, jnen go on foot; and the billows. 
Solid made bv the frosK hoof-beats of horses indent. 




Over unwonted liridges, with water gliding beneath them, 
llie Samiatian steei-s drag their barliarian carts. 



Scarcely sliaJl I lie believed; yet when naught is gained by a falsehood, 
Absolute credence tlien should to a witness l)e piven. 
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I have beheld the vast Black Sea of ice all compacted, 
And a slippery crust pressing its motionless tides. 

'T is not enough to have seen, I have trodden this indurate ocean ; 
Dry shod passed my foot over its uppermost wave. 

If thou hadst had of old such a sea as this is, Leander ! 

Then thy death had not been charged as a crime to the Strait. 

Nor can the curved dolphins uplift themselves from the water ; 
All their struggles to rise merciless winter prevents ; 

And though Boreas sound with roar of wings in commotion. 
In the blockaded gulf never a wave will there be ; 

And the ships will stand hemmed in by the frost, as in marble. 
Nor will the oar have power through the stiff waters to cleave. 

Fast-bound in the ice have I seen the fishes adhering, 
Yet notwithstanding this some of them still were alive. 

Hence, if the savage strength of omnipotent Boreas freezes 
Whether the salt-sea wave, whether the refluent stream, — 

Straightway, — the Ister made level by arid blasts of the North-wind, — 
Conies the barbaric foe borne on his swiftfooted steed ; 

Foe, that powerful made by his steed and his far-flyiug arrows. 
All the neighboring land void of inhabitants makes. 

Some take flight, and none being left to defend their possessions, 
Unprotected, their goods pillage and plunder become ; 

Cattle and creaking carts, the little wealth of the country. 
And what riches beside indigent peasants possess. 

Some as captives are driven along, their hands bound behind them. 
Looking backward in vain toward their Lares and lands. 

Others, transfixed with barbed arrows, in agony perish, 
For the swift arrow-heads all have in poison been dipped. 

What they cannot carry or lead away they demolish. 
And the hostile flames burn up the innocent cots. 

Even when there is peace, the fear of war is impending ; 

None, with the ploughshare pressed, furrows the soil any more. 

Either this region sees, or fears a foe that it sees not, 
And the sluggish land slumbers in utter neglect. 
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No sweft gr;ipL' lies hidden lieic in tin- shade of its vine-leaves, 
No t'ei-mentiDg Jiuist Jills and overflows the deep vats. 

Apples the region denies ; nor WDuld Acontius Jiave found liere 
Aught upon A\hich to wi'ite ^^ ords for his mistress U> read. 

Naked and barren plains without leaves or trees we liehold Ijere, — 
Places, alas ! unto wliieh no liappy man would repair. 

Since then this mighty orh lies open so wide upon all sides. 
Has this region been found only my pi'ison to be '! 



TRl.STJA, liooK in,, Ei.ixiY XII. 

Now the zephyi-s diminish the cold, and the year being ended, 
Winter Majotian seems longer tlian ever ))efore ; 

And tlie Ram tliat boi'c unsafely the l.iui'den of Helle, 

Now makes the liours of tlie dav e([nal with those of the night. 

Now the boys and the laughing girls the violet gather, 
Wliicli tlie fields brino- fortli, nfibodv so-\A'ing the seed. 
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Now the. iiiea<lo\vH are blooming witli liowei's of vaj-ious coloi'w, 
And with untaught tluoats carol tho garrulous liirds. 

Now tlie swallow, to slum the crime oF her jucrciless motlici-, 
Under- the rafters builds cradles and dear little homes ; 

And the blade that lay hid, covei-ed up in the furrows of Ceres, 
Now froui the tepid ground raises its didicate head. 

Where there is ever a, vine, the bud shoots forth from the tendrils. 
But from the Getiu shore distant afar is the vin(; ! 
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Where there is ever .. tree, on the tree the l)ranches are swelling, 
But from the Getic land distant afar is the tree! 

Now it is holiday there in Rome, and to games in due order 
Give place the windy wars of the ^ociferous l)ar. 

Now they are riding the horses; with light arms now they are playing 
Now with the ball, and now round idls the swiftdlying hoop : 

Now, when the young athlete with flowing oil is anointed, 
He in the Virgin's Fount V)athes, overwearied, his lindis. 

Thrives the stage ; a.nd applause, with ^oices at variance, thunders. 
And the Theatres three for the three Forums resound. 

Four times happy i^ lie, and times without nujnber is happy. 
Who the city of Rome, uninterdicted, enjoys. 
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But all I see is the snow in the vernal sunshine dissolving, 
And the waters no more delved from the indurate lake. 

Nor is the sea now frozen, nor as before o'er the Ister 
Comes the Sarmatian boor driving his stridulous cart. 

Hitherward, nevertheless, some keels already are steering, 
And on this Pontic shore alien vessels will be. 

Eagerly shall I run to the sailor, and, having saluted. 

Who he may be, I shall ask : wherefore and whence he hath come. 

Strange indeed will it be, if he come not from regions adjacent, 
And incautious unless ploughing the neighboring sea. 

Rarely a mariner over the deep from Italy passes. 

Rarely he comes to these shores, wholly of harbors devoid. 

Whether he knoweth Greek, or whether in Latin he speaketh. 
Surely on this account he the more welcome will be. 

Also perchance from the mouth of the Strait and the waters Propontic, 
Unto the steady South-wind, some one is spreading his sails. 

Whosoever he is, the news he can faithfully tell me. 

Which may become a part and an approach to the truth. 

He, I pray, may be able to tell me the triumphs of Caesar, 
Which he has heard of, and vows paid to the Latian Jove ; 

And that thy sorrowful head, Grermania, thou, the rebellious, 
Under the feet, at last, of the Great Captain hast laid. 

Whoso shall tell me these things, that not to have seen will afflict me. 
Forthwith unto my house welcomed as guest shall he be. 

Woe is me ! Is the house of Ovid in Scythian lands now ? 
And doth punishment now give me its place for a home? 

Grant, ye gods, that Caesar make this not my house and my homestead, 
But decree it to be only the inn of my pain. 
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ON THE TERRACE OF THE AIOALADES. 



FROM THE P'RENCH OF MER\'. 




From this high portal, where ups^ji'ings 
Tlie rose to touch our liands in play, 
We at a glance lieholrl three things, — 
'J'he Sea, the Town, and the Highway. 

And the Sea says : My shipwrecks fear ; 
I drown my best friends in the deep ; 
And those who braved my tempests, here 
Among my sea-weeds lie asleep ! 

The Town says : I am tilled and fi-aught 
With tumult and with smoke and care ; 
My days with toil are overwrought. 
And in my nights I gasp for air. 

The Highway says : My wheel-tracks guide' 
To the pale climates of the Nortli ; 



Where my last milestone stan<ls, abide 
The people to their death gon(^ forth. 

Here, in the shade, tliis lif(> of ours, 
P^ull of delicious air, glides by 
Amid a multitude of flowers 
As countless as the stars on high ; 

These red-tiled roofs, this fruitfid soil, 
P)athed with an azure all divine, 
Wliere springs the tree that gives us oil, 
Tlie grnpe that giveth us the wine ; 

Beneath these mountains stripped of trees. 
Whose tops with flowers are covered o'er, 
Where springtime of the Hesperides 
Begins, but endeth nevermore ; 
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Uiulei- these leafy vaults and walls, 
That uuto gentle slee^j persuade ; 
This rainbow of I he watei'talls. 
Of mingled mist and sunshine made; 

Upon these shores, where all invites, 
We live our langaid life apart : 



This air is that of life's dehghts, 
The festival of sense and heart ; 

This limpid space of time prolong, 
Forget to-mori-ow in to-day. 
And leave unto the passing throng 
The Sea, the Town, and the Highway. 



TO xMY JillOOKLKT. 



Fi;r).M THK L'^KKXCH nV Iir<'IS. 



Thou brooklet, all unknown to song. 
Hid in the eovert of the wood ! 

Ah, yes, like thee I fear the throng. 
Like thee I love the solitude. 

O brooklet, let my sorrows past 
Lie all forgotten in their graves. 

Till in my thoughts remain at last 

Only thy peace, thy flowers, thy waves 

The lily by thy margin waits; — 
The nightingale, tiie mai-giierite : 



In shadow liere lie meditates 

His nest, his love, his music sweet. 

Near thee the self-collected soul 

Knows naught of error or of crime ; 

Thy waters, murmuring as they roll. 
Transform his musings into rhyme. 

Ah, when, on 1iright autumnal eves. 
Pursuing still thy course, sliall I 

List the soft shuddei- of the leaves. 

And hear the lapwing's plaintive cry ? 
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BARREGES. 



FHOM THE FRKNCll OF LKFRANd DK I'OMI'IGNAN. 



I LKAVE yon, ye cold mountain eliains, 
Dwelling of wavriois wtavlc and IVoi-c ! 
"*! ovi, may tliese eyes beliold no moic. 

Save on (lie liorizoii of our plains. 

A'aiiisli, At' frin-litlul, gloomy views ! 

Ye rocks that mount up to the clouds ! 

Of skies, enwrapped in misty slii-ouds. 
Impracticable avenues ! 

Ye torrents, that A\ith luight and main 
Break ])atliways tlu-ough the rocky walls. 
With your terrific waterfalls 

Fatigue no niori^ im- wearv bi'ain ! 

Arise, ye landscapes full of charms. 
Arise, ve iiictures of delight ! 




Vou I perceive, ye meadi.iws gi'een. 

Where the fiaronne the lowland fills, 
Not far from tliat lung chain of hills. 

With iiitermijigled Nales between. 

Yon wreath of smoke, that mounts so liigh, 
^[ethinks fi-om my own hearth must come: 
With speed, t" that beloved home. 

Fly, ye too lazy cours<M-s, fly ! 

And Ijear iii(_' thitlier, wdiere the soul 

In quiet may itself possess, 

Where all tlnngs siuithe the mind's distress. 
Where all things teach me and console. 



880 



THE POETICAL WOIiKS OF HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 



FORSAKEN. 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



SoMETHiKG the lieavt must Lave to cberisli, 
INIust love and joy and sorrow learn, 

Something with passion clasp, or perish. 
And in itself to ashes burn. 

So to tliis ciiild my heart is clinging. 
And its frank eyes, with look intense, 

Me from a ii^'orld of sin are bringing 
Back to a world of innocence. 



Disdain must thou endure forever ; 

Strong may thy lieart in danger be ! 
Thou shalt not fail ! but ah, be never 

False as thy father was to me. 

Never will I forsake tlieo, faithless. 
And thou thy mother ne'er forsake, 

Until her lips are white and breathless. 
Until in death her eyes shall break. 



ALLAH. 



FROM THE GEItMAX OF IMAHLMANN. 



Allah gives light in darkness, 

Allah gives rest in pain, 
Cheeks that are white with weeping 

Allah paints red again. 

The flowers and the blossoms wither, 
Years vanish with flying feet ; 



But my heart will live on forever. 
That here in sadness beat. 

Gladly to Allah's dwelling 
Yonder would I take flight ; 

There will the darkness vanish. 
There will my eyes have sight. 




[The following translations are from the poems of iMiehael Angelo 
as revised by his nephew Michael Angelo the Younger, and were made 
before the pnblication of the original text by Guasti.] 
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QmmnE 



THE AETIST. 

Nothing the greatest artist can conceive 
Tliat every marble block cloth not confine 
Within itself ; and only its design 
The hand that follows intellect can achieve. 

The ill I tlee, the good that I believe, 
In thee, fair lad}', lofty and divine. 
Thus hidden lie ; and so that death be mine 
Art, of desired success, doth me bereave. 

Love is not guilty, then, nor th}' fair face, 
Xor fortune, cruelty, nor great disdain. 
Of my disgrace, nor chance nor destiny, 

If in thy heart both death and love tiad ])lace 
At the same time, and if my humble brain. 
Burning, can nothing draw but death from thee. 



II. 



FIRE. 

Not without fire can any workman mould 
The iron to his preconceived design. 
Nor can the artist without fire refine 
And purify from all its dross the gold ; 

Nor can re\'ive the phcenix, we are told, 
Exce^jt bjrfire. Hence if such death be mine 
I hope to I'ise again with the divine. 
Whom death augments, and time cannot 
make old. 

O sweet, sweet death ! O fortunate fire that bum^ 
Within me still to renovate my days. 
Though I am almost numbered with the dead ' 

If by its nature unto heaven returns 
This element, me, kindled in its blaze, 
Will it bear upward when my life is fled. 
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III. 



YOUTH AND AGE. 



On give me back the lUiys wlien loose and free 
To my liliinl pa.ssioii were the curb and 

rein, 
Oh give me back tlie angelic face again, 
With which all virtue buried seems to be ! 
Oh give my panting footstejJs liack to me, 
That are in age so slow and fi-aught witli 

pain, 
And fire and moistui'e in the heart and brain, 
If tliou wouldst have me liurn and weep for 
thee ! 
If it be true thou livest alone. Amor, 

(.)n the sweet-hitter tears of jjuman hearts. 
In an old man thou canst not wake desire; 
Souls that have almost reached the other 
si lore 
<_)f a diviner love should feel the darts, 
And be as tindei' to a holier fire. 



IV. 



OLD AGE. 

The course of my long life hath readied at 

last 
In fragile bark o'er a tempestuous sea, 
The common harbor, where must rendered 

be 
Account of all the actions of the past. 
The im])assioned phantasy, that, vague and 

vast. 
Made art an idol and a king to me. 
Was an illusion, and but vanity 
Were the desires that lured me and har- 
assed. 
The dreams of love, that were so sweet of 

yore, 
What are they now, when two deaths may 

be mine, — 
One sure, and one forecasting its alarms '! 
Painting and sculpture satisfy no more 

The soul now turning to the Love Divine, 
That oped, to embrace us, on the cross its 

arms. 
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V. 



TO VlTTUiUA COI.ONNA. 

Lady, liow can it flianee — yet this wc Kee 
111 long experience — that will lunger last 
A living image carved IVdin quarries vast 
Than its own maker, who dies presently V 
Cause yieldeth to effect if tliis so be, 
And even Nature is by Art surpassed ; 
Tliis know I, who to Art ha\e given the 

past, 
l]ut see that Time is breaking faith with 
ine. 
Perhaps on botli of us long life can I 
Either in color or in stone liesto^v, 
By now portraying each in look and mien : 
So that a thousand years after we die. 

How fair thou wast, and I how full of 

woe, 
And wherefore I so loved thee, hiay be 
seen. 



VI. 



TO VITTORIA COLONNA. 

When the prime mover of my many^ sighs 
Heaven took through death from out her 

earthly place. 
Nature, that never made so fair a face. 
Remained ashamed, and tears were in all 

eyes. 
O fate, unheeding my impassioned cries ! 
O hopes fallacious ! O thou spirit of grace. 
Where art tliou now ? Earth holds in its 

embrace 
Thy- lovely limbs, thy holy thouglits tlie 

skies. 
Vainly did cruel death attempt to .stay 
The rumor of thy virtuous renown. 
That Lethe"s waters could not wasli away ! 
A thousand leaves, since he hath stricken thee 

down. 
Speak of thee, nor to thee could Heaven 

convey, 
Except through death, a refuge and a 

crown . 
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VII. 



'! "DASTr/"^''-W'E5lC 



1 




DANTE. 

What hIiouM Ije said of him cannot be said ; 
I5y too great splendoi- is his name attended ; 
To blame is easier tliose who him offended, 
Than reacli the faintest glory round him 

shed. 
Tills mail descended to the doomed and dead 
For our instruction ; then to God ascended ; 
Heaven opened wide to hina its portals 

splendid. 
Who from his country's, closed against him, 

fled. 
Ungrateful land ! To its own jjrejudice 
Nurse of his fortunes ; and this showeth 

well. 
That the most perfect most of grief shall 

see. 
^Vmong a thousand proofs let cure sutSce, 
That as his exile hath no parallel, 
Ne'er wallied the earth a greater man, than 

he. 



VIII. 



CANZONE. 



^Vh me I ah me ! when thinking of the yeai's, 
The vanished years, alas, I do not iind 
iVmong them all one day that \^'a,s my own ! 

Fallacious hopes, desires of the unknown, 
Lamenting, loving, burning, and in tears, 
(For human j^'issions all have stirred my 
mind), 



Have held me, now I feel and know, con- 
fined 

Both from the true and good still far away. 

I perish day by day ; 

The sunshine fails, the shadows grow more 
drear}'. 

And I am near to fall, infirm and weary. 
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Il^ei^ll 



■V'l i-.t 



BAYARD TAYLOR. 



Dead he lav among his liooks I 
The peace of God was in liis loolis. 

As the statues in the gloom 
Watch o'er Maximilian's tomb/ 

So those volumes from their shelves 
Watched him, silent as tliemselves. 

Ah I his hand will nevermore 
Turn their storied pages o'er ; 

Nevermore his lips repeat 
Songs of theirs, however sweet. 

Let the lifeless body rest ! 

He is gone, who was its guest ; 

Gone, as travellers haste to leave 
An inn, nor tavr^' until eve. 

Traveller ! in what realms afar, 
In what planet, in what star. 



Li what vast, aerial space, 
Shines the light upon thy face ? 

In what gardens of deli'dit 
Rest thy weary feet to-night ".'' 

Poet ! thou, whose latest verse 
Was a garland on thy hearse ; 

Thou hast sung, with organ tone, 
In Deukalion's life, thine own ; 

On the ruins of the Past 
Blooms the peii'ect flower at last. 

Friend I but yesterday the bells 
Rang for thee their loud farewells ; 

And to-da)' they toll for thee, 
Lying dead heyoml the sea ; 

Lj'ing dead among thy books, 
Tiie peace of (4()d in all thy looks 



THE CHAMBER OVER THE GATE. 



Is it so far from thee 
Thou canst no longer see. 
In tlie Chamber over the Gate, 
That old man desolate. 
Weeping and wailing sore 
For his son, who is no more ''. 
Absalom, m^- son ! 



Is it so long ago 
That cry of human woe 
From the walled city came, 
(.'ailing (111 liis dear name. 
That it has died away 
In the distance of to-day ? 
O Absalom, my son ! 



1 In tlic Hot'kii'chc. at Imislivuck. 
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There is no far or near. 
There is neither there nor here, 
There is neitiier soon nor hite, 
In that Chamber over tlie (xate, 
Nor any long ago 
To that crv ol human woe, 
O Absalom, my son ! 

From the ages that are past 
The voice sonmls like a blast, 
(.)ver seas that wreck and drown, 
Over tnnndt of trattic and town ; 
And from ages yet to be 
Come the echoes back to nie, 
C) Alisalom, my son ! 

.Somewhere at every hour 
The watchman on the tower 
Looks forth, and sees the fleet 
Approach of the hurraing feet 



(Jf messengers, that bear 
'J1ie tidings of desjaair. 
( ) ^Absahjin, my son ! 

He troes forth from the door. 
Who shiill i-etui'ii no more. 
With him our joy departs; 
^i1ie light goes ont in onr hearts 
In the Chamber over the Gate 
We sit disconsolate. 
(.) Absalom, my son ! 



That "tis a common grief 
Briurreth biit sliirlit relief ; 
Onrs is the bitterest loss. 
Ours is the hea^'iest cross ; 
And forever the cry will be 
■ Would God I had dieil for tiiee, 
< > Al)salom, u\\ son ! "' 



FROM .AIY Aini-CHAIR. 



TO THE CHILDItEX (IF ( ■A>[TiIMn(;E. 



\Vlio ])rc'sente(l to iiic, on my Sevciity-si-ciniil Bii'lliday. Filiiuurv '11, lS7:i. this C'liaii' iiiailc fioiii tlii- Wnud of the 

Villam.' BhickMiiiih's Cljcslmit Tree. 



Aji I a king, that I shoidd call my own 
This splendid ebon throne ? 

Or by what reason, or what right divine, 
Can I proclaim it mine? 

Only, perhaps, by right divine of song 

It may to me belong ; 
Only because the spreading chestnut tree 

Of old was sung by me. 

Well I reiirember it in all its prime. 
When in the snmmer-time 

The affluent foliage of its branches made 
A cavern of cool shade. 

Tiiere, by the blacksmith's forge, beside 
the street, 

Its blossoms white and sweet 
Enticed the bees, until it seemed iilive. 

And murmured like a hive. 
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And when the winds of autumn, with a 
shout, 
Tossed its great arms about, 
The shining chestnuts, bursting from the 
sheath, 
Dropped to the ground beneath. 

And now some fragments of its branches bare, 

Shaped as a stately chair, 
Have by my hearthstone found a home at 
last. 

And whisper of the past. 

The Danish king could not in all his pride 

Repel the ocean tide, 
But seated in this chair, I can in rhyme 

Roll back the tide of Time. 

I see again, as one in vision sees, 
The blossoms and the bees, 

And hear the children's voices shout and call, 
And the bi'own chestnuts fall. 



I see the smithy with its fires aglow, 

I hear the bellows blow. 
And the shrill liammers on the anvil beat 

The iron white with heat ! 

And thus, dear children, have ye made for me 

This day a jubilee. 
And to my more than three-score years and 
ten 

Brought back my j'outh again. 

The heart hath its own memory, like the 
mind, 

And in it are enshrined 
The precious keepsakes, into which is wrought 

The giver's loving thought. 

Only your love and your remembrance could 
Give life to this dead wood. 

And make these bi-anches, leafless now so 
long. 
Blossom again in song. 



JUGURTHA. 



How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 

Cried the African monarch, the splendid, 

As down to his death in the hollow 
Dark dungeons of Rome he descended, 
Uncrowned, unthroned, unattended ; 

How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 



How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 

Cried the Poet, unknown, unbefriended, 

As the vision, that lured him to follow. 
With the mist and the darkness blended. 
And the dream of his life was ended ; 

How cold are thy baths, Apollo ! 



THE IRON PEN. 

Made from a fetter of Bonnivard, the Prisoner of Chillon; the handle of wood from the Frigate Constitution, and 
hound with a cirelet of goUl, inset witli three precious stones from Siberia, Ceylon, and Maine. 



I THOUGHT this Pen would arise 
From the casket where it lies — 
Of itself would arise and write 
My thanks and my surprise. 

When you gave it me under the pines, 
I dreamed these gems from the mines 

Of Siberia, Ceylon, and Maine 
Would glimmer as thoughts in the lines ; 



That this iron link from the chain 
Of Bonnivard might retain 

Some verse of the Poet who sang 
Of the prisoner and his pain ; 

That this wood from the frigate's mast 
Might write me a rhyme at last. 
As it used to write on the sky 
The song of the sea and the blast. 
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Hiit motionless as T wait, 
Jjike a Bisliop lyiiiy in state 

Lies the Pen, witii its mitre of odl,], 
And its jewels inviolate. 



Tiien must I speak, and say 

Tliat the light of that summer day 

In the garden inider the pines 
Shall not fade ami pass away. 




I shall see you standing there, 
Caressed by the fragrant air, 

With the shadow on your face. 
And the sunshine on your hair. 

I shall hear the sweet low tone 
Of a voice before ludinown, 

Saying, '• This is from me to you ■ 
From me, and to you alone." 



And in words not idle and vain 

I shall answer and thank you again 

For the gift, and the grace of the gift, 
O beautiful Helen of Elaine ! 



And forever this gift will be 
As a blessing from you to me. 

As a drop of the dew of your youth 
( )n the leaves of an ay-ed tree. 



ROBERT BURNS. 



I SEE amid the fields of Ayr 

A ploughman, who, in foul and fair. 

Sings at his task 
So clear, we know not if it is 
The laverock's song we hear, or liis, 

Nor care to ask. 

For him the jjloughing of those fields 
A more ethereal harvest yields 

Than sheaves of grain ; 
Songs flush with purple liloom the rye, 
The plover's call, the curlew's cry, 

Sing in his brain. 

Touched by his hand, the wayside weed 
Becomes a flower ; the lowliest reed 
Beside the stream 



Is clothed with beauty : gorse and grass 
And heather, wliere his footsteps pass, 
Th(" lirightei' seem. 

He sings of love, whose flame illumes 
The darkness of lone cottage roojus ; 

He feels the force, 
Tlie treacherous undertow and sti'ess 
( )f wavward passions, and no less 

d'lie keen remorse. 

At moments, wrestling with his fate, 
His voice is harsh, but not with hate ; 

The brush-wood, hung 
Above the tavern door, lets fall 
Its bitter leaf, its drop of gall 

Upon his tongue. 
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lUit still the music of his song 
Rises o'er all, elute ;ind stvoiig ; 

Its mastei'-chords 
Are Manhood, FreiMlom, lirothcrluiod, 
Its discords luit an interlude 

between the words. 



For now he linunts ]iis native land 
As an immortal vontli : his hand 

(Tuides everv ])lougli ; 
He sits beside eacli ingle-nook, 
His voice is in each rushing hrook 

Each rustliuir boush. 



And then to die so young and leave 
Unfinislied what lu' might achieve I 

Yet better sure 
Is this, tlian waiiilcring up and down 
An old man in a country town. 

Infirm and poor. 



His presence haunts this I'oom to-night, 
A form of mingled mist and light 

From that far coast. 
Welcome beneath this roof of mine! 
Widcome I this vacant chair is thine, 

Dear oaest and (diost ! 



HELEN OF TYRE. 



What phantom is this that appears 
Through the purple mists of the years. 

Itself but a nnst like these ? 
A woman of cloud and of fire ; 
It is she : it is Helen of Tj're, 

The town in the midst of the seas. 



<) Tyre! in thy crowded streets 
The phantom appears and retreats 

And the Isra(dites that sell 
Thy lilies and lions of brass, 
Look up as they tee her pass. 

And murmur '' Jezeliel ! " 
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Then aiiotlier [iliiiiitinii is seen 
.Vt liei- side, ill a yray g-aliardine, 

Witli beard that Hoats to liis waist; 
It is Simon Ma_t;-ns, the Seer ; 
He speaks, and slie pauses to liear 

Tlie Avords he utters in liastii, 

He says : " Fidin this v\\\ raine, 
From tliis lite of sorrow and shame, 

I will lilt thee and make thee mine : 
Tliou hast liecii (jjiiei'ii (.'andaee. 
And Helen of Troy, and shalt lie 

The Intelligenee Uivine I "" 

(.)h, sweet as the breath of morn. 
To the fallen and forlorn 

Are whisjjered worths of praise ; 



For tile famished heart ludicA'i^'s 
The talsidiood that tempts and deceives, 
And the promise that bi.'trays. 

So she follows fj'om land to kind 
The wizard's bi'c]<oniiiLj; hand. 

As a leaf is blown \\\ tlie gust, 
Till she vanishes into night. 
<.) reader, stoop do^Mi and write 

With thy finger in the dust. 

() town in the midst of the seas. 
With thy rafts of cedar trees, 

Thy merchandise and thy ships. 
Thou, too, art become as naught, 
A phanti.im, a shadow, a thought, 

A ]uime upon men s lips. 



ELFGLVC, 



Dark is tlie morning with mist : in the nar- 
row mouth of the Iiarbor 
Motionless lies tlie sea, under its cuitaiu of 
cloud : 
Dreamily glimmer tlie sails of ships on the 
distant horizon. 
Like to the towers of a town, luiilt on tin- 
vertre of the sea. 



Now tlie\' have Aanished awa\'. have disaji- 
jieareil in the ocean : 
Sunk are the towel's of the town into the 
depths (.)f the s(_'a ! 
All have vanished Imt those that, moored in 
the neighboring roadstead, 
Sailless at anchor ride, loomiiiii' so larffe in 
the mist. 



Slowly and stat(dy and still, thev sail forth 
into the ocean : 
With them sail my thoughts over the lim- 
itless deep, 
Farther and farther away, borne on liv un- 
satisfied longings, 
Unto Hesperian isles, nnto Ausonian shores. 



Vanished, too. are tin' thoughts, the dim, un- 
satisfied longings : 
Sunk are the tun-ets of cloud into the 
ocean of dreams ; 
While in a haven of rest my heart is riding 
at aiirhor. 
Held liy till' chains of love, held liy the 
anchors of trust ! 
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OLD ST. DAVID'S AT RADNOR. 



What an image of peace and rest 

Is this little church among its graves I 
All is so cjuiet ; tlie trouhled breast, 
The wounded spirit, the heart oppressed. 
Here may find the repose it i/raves. 



See, liow the ivy climbs and expands 

Over this humlde hermitage, 
And seems to caress witli its little hands 
The rough, gray stones, as a child that stands 

Caressing the wrinkled cheeks of age ! 

You cross the threshold ; and dim and small 
Is the space that serves for the Shepherd's 
Fold ; 
The narrow aisle, the bare, white wall, 
Tlie pews, and the pulpit quaint and tall. 
Whisper and say : " Alas ! we are old." 

Herbert's chapel at Bemei-ton 

Hardly more spacious is tlian this ; 



liut jjoet and pastor, blent in one, 
Clothed with a splendor, as of the sun. 
That lowly and holy edifice. 

It is not the wall of stone without 

That makes the building small or great, 
But the soul's light sliining round about. 
And the faith that overcometh doubt. 
And the love that sti'onger is than hate. 

Were I a pilgrim in search of jjeace. 
Were I a pastor of Holy Church, 

More than a Bishop's diocese 

Should I prize this place of rest and release 
From farther longing and furthei' search. 

Here would I stay, and let the world 

With its distant thunder roar and roll ; 
Storms do not rend the sail that is furled : 
Nor like a dead leaf, tossed and whirled 
In an eddy of wind, is the anchored soul. 
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THE SIFTING OF PETER. 



In St. Luke's (iospel we ave told 
How Peter in the day.s of old 

Was sifted ; 
And now. thouii'li ages intervene, 
Sin is the same, while time and scene 

Are shifted. 

Satan desires us, great and small, 
As wheat to sift us, and we all 

Are tempted ; 
Not one, however rich or great, 
Is by his station or estate 

Exempted. 

No house so safel_y guarded is 
But he, by some device of his. 

Can enter : 
No heart hath armor so complete 
But he can pierce with arrows fleet 

Its centre. 

For all at last the cock will crow. 
Who hear the warning voice, but go 
Unheeding, 



Till thrice and more they have denied 
The ^lan of Sorrows, crucified 
And bleeding. 

One look of that pale suffering face 
Will make us feel the deep disgrace 

( )f weakness ; 
We shall be sifted till the strength 
Of self-conceit be changed at length 

To meekness. 

Wounds of the soul, though healed, Avill ache ; 
The reddening scars remain, and make 

Confession ; 
Lost innocence returns no more ; 
We are not what we were before 

Transgression. 

But noble souls, through dust and heat. 
Rise from disaster and defeat 

The stronger; 
And conscious still of the divine 
Within them, lie on earth supine 

No lontrer. 



MAIDEN AND WEATHERCOCK. 



I\IAIDf:X. 

O Weatherco<;k on the village spire. 
With your golden feathers all on lire. 
Tell me, what can you see from your perch 
Above there over the tower of the church? 
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WKATIIEKCOCK. 

I can see the roofs and the streets below. 
And the people moving to and fro, 
And beyond, without either roof or street. 
The ffreat salt sea, and the fishermen's fleet. 
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I can see a ship come sailing in 
Beyond the headlands and hai'boi- oi: Jjjnn, 
And a young man standing on the deck, 
Witli a silken kercliief ronnd his neck. 

No^\■ he is pressing it to his lips, 
And now he is kissing his hngei'-tips. 
And now he is lifting and waving his hand, 
And lilowing the kisses toward the laud. 

MAIDEN. 

All, that is the ship from over the sea. 
That is bringing my lover back to me. 
Bringing my lover so fond and true, 
Who does not change with the wind like 
you. 

\Vl':ATHEIiCOCK. 

If I change with all the winds that blow. 
It is only because they made me so, 
And people would think it wondrous strange. 
If I, a Weathercock, should not change. 

pretty Maiden, so fine and fair, 

With yonr dreamy eyes and your golden hair. 

When you and your lover meet (o-day 

You will tliank me for looking some othci' way. 
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THE WINDMILL. 



Behold ! a giant am I ! 

Aloft here in my tower, 

Witli my granite jaws I devonr 

The maize, and tlie wheat, anil the rye, 
And grind them into flour. 



I stand lieri; in my place, 

With my foot on the rock below. 
And whichever way it may Mow 

I meet it face to face. 

As a brave man meets his foe. 



I look down over the farms ; 
In the fields of grain I see 
The harvest that is to be, 

And I fling tn the air my arms. 
For I know it is all for me. 



jVnd while we wrestle and strive 
My master, the miller, stands 
And feeds me with his liands; 

For he knows who makes jiim tlirive, 
Who makes him lord of lands. 



I hear the sound of flails 

Far off, from the threshing-floors 
In barns, Mntli their open doors. 

And the wind, the wind in mv sails. 
Louder and louder roars. 



f)n Sundays I take my rest ; 
( 'hurch-going bells begin 
Their low, melodious din ; 

I cross my arms on my breast, 
iVnd all is peace witjiin. 



THE TIDE RISES, THE TIDE FALLS. 



The tide rises, the tide falls. 
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls : 
Along the sea-sands damp and brown 
The traveller hastens toward the town. 
And the tide rises, tlie tide falls. 



Darkness settles on roofs and walls. 

But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls ; 

The little waves, with their soft, wdiite hands. 



Eft'aee the footprints in the sands. 

And th(' tide rises, the tide falls. 

The morning breaks : the steeds in their 

stalls 
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls ; 
The day returns, but nevermore 
Returns the traveller to the shore. 

And the tide rises, the tide falls. 
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MY CATHEDRAL. 



Like two oatliedral towers these stately pines 
Uplift their fretted summits tipped with 

cones : 
The arch beneath them is not liuilt with 

stones, 
Not Ai't but Nature traced these loveh' lines, 
And carved this graceful arabesque of vines; 
No organ but the wind here sighs and 
moans, 



No sepulchre conceals a martyr's l)ones, 
No marble bishoj) on his tomb reclines. 

Enter ' the pavement, carpeted witli leaves. 
Gives back a softened echo to th}^ tread I 
Listen I the rlioir is singing: all the birds, 

In leafy galleries beneath the eaves. 

Are singing I listen, ere the sound be fled. 
And learn there may be worship without 
words. 



THE BURIAL OF THE POET. 



KirHARI) HENKY DAN.V. 



In the old churchyard of his native town. 
And in the ancestral tomb beside the wall. 
We laid him in the sleep that comes to all. 
And left him to his rest and his renown. 
The snow was falling, as if Heaven dropped 
down 
White flowers of Paradise to strew his 

pall : — 
The dead around him seemed to wake, and 

call 
His name, as worthy of so white a crown. 
And now the moon is shining on the scene. 
And the broad sheet of snow is written o"ei- 
With shadows cruciform of leafless trees, 
As once the winding-sheet of Saladin 

With chapto's of the Koran ; but, ah 1 

more 
Mysterious and triumphant signs are these. 
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NIGHT. 



Into the darkness and the hush of night 
Slowly the landscape sinks, and fades away, 
And with it fade the phantoms of the day, 
The ghosts of men and things, that haunt 
the light. 

The crowd, the clamor, the pursuit, the flight. 
The unprofitable splendor and display. 
The agitations, and the cares that prey 



Upon our hearts, all vanish out of sight. 

The better life begins ; the world no more 
Molests us ; all its records we erase 
From the dull common-place book of our 
lives. 

That like a palimpsest is written o'er 
With trivial incidents of time and place, 
A.nd lo I the ideal, hidden beneath, revives. 
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THE POET AND HIS SOXCIS. 



As the birds come in the Spring, 
We know not from where ; 

As the stars come at evening 
From depths of the air ; 

As the rain comes from the cloud, 
And the brook from the ground ; 

As suddenly, low or loud. 
Out of silence a sound : 

As the grape comes to the vine. 

The fruit to the tree ; 
As the wind comes to the pine. 

And the tide to the sea ; 

As come the white sails of ships 
O'er the ocean's verge ; 



As comes the smile to the lips, 
The foam to the surge ; 

So come to the Poet his songs. 

All hitherward blown 
From the misty realm, that belongs 

To the vast Unknown. 

His, and not his. are the lays 

He sings ; and their fame 
Is his, and not his ; and the praise 

And the pride of a name. 

For voices pursue him by daj'. 

And haunt him hj night. 
And he listens, and needs must obey. 

When the Angel says: "Write!"' 




ON THE ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Ix the Lists of Illustrations giving the subjects treated 
and the names of artists and engravers, the attentive 
reader will have observed that the designs are, as far 
as possible, notes to the poems. Wherever a poem has 
been suggested by objects or scenes of which a faitli- 
fiil picture could be given, the artist most familiar with 
the original suggestion of the poem has reproduced It, 
and the designs thus do not merely repeat in line what 
the poet has already said in verse, but throw light upon 
the poem and serve to interpret it. The faithfulness 
with which this has been done will be apparent to those 
acquainted like the artists with the subjects treated, and 
in many instances the reader will require, no other hint 
than the picture itself gives, but there are a few cases 
where it seems desirable to add information. 

Frontispiece. The portrait is from a photograph taken 
in 1869, in the poet's sixty-third year. 

Page 10. The view is of the bridge over the Jloldau, 
at Prague. 

Page 14. Bethlehem and Nazareth in Pennsylvania 
were formerly, more than now, occupied by Moravians; 
the buildings seen in the sketch are the ancient houses 
belonging to the Moravian sisterhood in Bethlehem. The 
central one contains the chapel. 

Page 31. The portrait of King Christian is from a 
painting in the Royal Museum of Copenhagen. 

Page 32. In the same gallery is a painting of King 
Christian's ship, and it has furnished accurate details for 
the picture here given of the contest. 

Page 41. The view of the old tower at Xewport is 
given in accordance with the author's note to the poem. 

Page 45. A sketch from nature of Xorman's ^Voe, as 
seen off the Essex coast, Massachusetts, midway between 
Gloucester and Jlagnolia. 

Page 58. From a water-color painting, in Mr. Long- 
fellow's possession, of the blacksmith shop and chestnut 
tree, which stood for many years on Brattle Street, in 
Cambridge, not far from the poet's house. The smithy 
was subsequently removed to make place for a dwelling- 
house, and the tree has since been cut down upon the 
plea that its low-hanging branches rendered passage 
dangerous. 

Page 62. Upon the opposite side of Brattle Street, 



where Mr. Longfellow lives, there is an open field be- 
longing to him which gives him an unobstructed view 
of the river Charles and of the country bevond.' The 
view here given is taken from the front of the poet's 
house. 

Pages 77-116. The rich dress represented in the fig- 
ure subjeuts illustrative of " The Spanish Student " is 
from actual .Spanish costumes of the period covered by 
the poem. The landscapes are from studies made at the 
places indicated. 

Page 121. Mr. Longfellow pointed out to the artist 
the place which suggested tlie poem, and the illustration 
is a xiew taken from the point where the poet might have 
let his horse rest. 

Page 128. The staircase with tlie clock is from a 
drawing made in Mr. Longfellow's house. As he has 
intimated in the poem, the house was the headquarters 
of Washington when in camp at Cambridge, and the fea- 
tures of the house are much the same now as then. The 
staircase is that leading from the main hall, which one 
sees on entering. The tiled fire-place skctelied in the 
corner of the picture is from that in the nursery of the 
poet's children. 

Page 129. A glimpse of one of the walks in the poet's 
garden ; — 

" Along the yjirden walks, 
The tracks of thy small carringe-wheels I trace." 

Page 137. The antique pitcher represented is in Mr. 
Longfellow's possession. 

Page 138. A view of the old Gold house, known now 
as the Plunkett mansion, in Pittsfield, Mass. 

Piigii 14 8. From a painting belonging to Mr. Long- 
fellow; the village of Grand Pre is seen, in the distance, 
with Blomidon rising in the north. In the Nova Scotia 
of the present, the features of the landscape remain as 
in the old Acadia ; it is the village scenes which have 
changed. 

Page 1 70. As in other cases, the sketch on this page 
is taken from nature, the scene being the lakes of the 
Atchafalaya in Louisiana. 

Page 177. This also is from a study on the spot by 
Thomas Moran. 
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NOTES. 



Page 200. The sketch at the left is of the farm-house 
of the Devereux family, where the scene of tlio poem is 
hiid. In filling tlie interior the artist restored the old 
furniture which once stood there but now is found in the 
city home of one of the descendants of General Dev- 
ereux. 

Page 223. From studies by the painter among tlie 
Rocky Mountains. 

Facing page 232. From the prairie looking toward the 
Rocky Mountains, drawn from studies made there by 
the artist. 

Facing page 253. The landscapes illustrating Hia- 
watha are from sketches made in the localities by the 
several artists. In this instance the subject has been 
idealized by the painter from the actual scene. 

Page 307. TliQ engraving of Standish Hall is from a 
sketch taken in 1879. The exterior of the hall, in Dux- 
bury, England, remains as originally built ; the interior 
was burned about ten years before, but has since been 
restored exactly in accordance with the original plan. 

Page 328. This sketch of the old Standish spring is 
from a drawing made thirty years ago, when the spring 
was still to be seen. It has since been destroyed. 

Page 343. From a recent photographic view taken in 
Deering's Oaks, near Portland, Maine. 

Page 347. A sketch of a vineyard on the Ohio River. 

Page 353. A view of Mr. Longfellow's study, where 
a great part of his work has been done. On the table is 
seen his writing-desk, and near the window his standing 
desk. The carved chair at the left is made from the 
chestnut tree of which he sang in ' ' The Village Black- 
smith." The wood of the tree, after it was cut down, 
was preserved, and the school-children of Cambridge had 
the chair made from it and gave it to Mr. Longfellow on 
his birthday. His answer to the gift will be found on 
page 891. 

Page 355. The artist sketched the Cumberland as she 
lay in Hampton Roads just before her engagement with 
the Merrimac, and it was from the sketch that he made 
this picture. 

Facing page 373. The old Wayside Inn of Sudbury, 
Mass., generally known as Howe's Tavern. It is still 
standing, but is no longer used as a tavern. 

Page 379. The North or Christ Church, still standing 
in Salem Street, Boston. The authorities of Boston have 
placed a tablet upon the face of the tower, commem- 
orating Revere's signal service. There has been a con- 
troversy among antiquarians as to the locality, whether 
the church where the lanterns were hung, was Christ 
Church, familiarly known as the North, or the Old 
North (Congregational) with its low tower, torn down 
for firewood during the siege of Boston. 

Page 426. Sketched from nature in 1879; the over- 
hanging second stories are rarely seen now except in the 
oldest New England houses. Killingworth in Connecti- 
cut, the scene of the poem, was one of the earliest settle- 
ments of the New Haven colony. 

Page 428. The details of this interior are from the 
old town hall of Killintrworth. 



Page 445. From a view on the coast of Denmark. 
The rocks in the foreground indicate graves. 

Page 476. A recent view of the town of Haddonsfield. 

Page 500. The sea from Nahant Head. For many 
years Mr. Longfellow spent his summers in his cottage 
at Nahant. 

Page 503. The upper picture gives a sketch of Haw- 
thorne's home, the Old Manse, still standing in Concord, 
Mass., and the lower shows his grave beneath the pines 
on the hill-side in the Concord grave-yard. 

Page 506. Another view of Nahant with the Spouting 
Horn, and Egg Rock with its light-house. 

Page 519. From a photograph taken in 1878. 

Pages 585-670. The costumes in the illustrations of 
" The Golden Legend " were studied in the localities of 
the drama by Mr. Dielman, as were also architectural 
details, with special reference to designs in connection 
with " The Golden Legend," so that the pictures serve 
as authentic and valuable notes to the poem. 

Facing page 609. The intei-ior of the monk's cell is 
a careful study in all its details of a cell in a monastery 
of the period of the drama. 

Page 678. The face of Governor Endicott here and 
in other pictures is from an authentic portrait. 

Page 683. The house at the left is from the old build- 
ing recently standing in Dock Square. 

Facing page 737. From a sketch taken by the artist 
in 1879. 

Page 891. The chair is the same which was intro- 
duced into the picture of Mr. Longfellow's study, on page 
353. 

Page 893. From the pen given by a lady to Mr. Long- 
fellow. 

Page 896. A recent sketch made of the old church at 
Radnor, near Philadelphia. 

Page 822. View of the Charles near Mr. Lowell's 
house, not far from Mr. Longfellow's. The accompany- 
ing picture shows Mount Auburn cemetery, with its 
tower. 

Page 827. From a sketch made during the war, at 
Newport News. 

Page 829. The churchyard at Tarrytown commands 
a wide view of the Hudson River. Here is the grave of 
Washington Irving, designated by a larger stone. 

Page 851. James Russell Lowell's house on Elmwood 
Avenue, Cambriilge. The house was known as the Oli- 
ver house in pre-revolutionary days. From a. painting 
by Harry Fenn, in the possession of James R. Osgood. 

Page 898. The weathercock upon the steeple of the 
Shepard Church, Cambridge, Dr. Alexander McKenzie, 
pastor, formerly stood on a church in Hanover Street, 
Boston, where it long served as a landmark, being one 
of the first points sighted by sailors on entering Boston 
harbor. When the church was taken down, the bird was 
removed to Cambridge. 

Page 900. Mr. Dana's grave is in the old burial 
ground in Cambridge, lying between the First Church 
and Christ Church. Here also in the same place was 
buried AUston, Dana's friend and relative. 



NOTES. 
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ON THE TEXT. 



Page l^i. Coplas de Manrique. 
This poem of Manrique is a great favorite in 
S[.)ain. No less than four poetic Glosses, or running 
commentaries, upon it have been published, no one of 
which, however, possesses great poetic merit. That 
of the Carthusian monk, Rodrigo de Valdepenas, is 
the best. It is known as the " Glosa del Cartujo." 
There is also a prose Commentary by Luis de 
Aranda. 

The following stanzas of the poem were found in 
the author's pocket, after his death on the field of 
battle. 

" O AVorld ! so few the years we live, 
^yonld that the life which thou dost give 
AVere life indeed ! 
Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast, 
Our happiest hour is when at last 
The soul is freed. 

" ur days ai'e covered o'er with grief, 
And sorrows neither few nor brief 
Veil all in gloom ; 
Left desolate of real good, 
Within this cheerless solitude 
No pleasures bloom. 

" Thy pilgrimage begins in tears. 
And ends iu bitter doubts and fears, 
Or dark despair ; 
Midway so many toils appear, 
That he who lingers longest here 
Knows most of care. 

" Thy goods are bought with many a groan, 
By the hot sweat of toil alone, 
And weary hearts ; 
Fleet-footed is the approach of woe, 
But with a lingering step and slow 
Its form departs." 

Page 31. King Christian. 

Nils Juel was a celebrated Danish Admiral, and 
Peder Wessel, a Vice-Admiral, who for his great 
prowess received the popular title of Tordenskiold, 
or Thundershield. In childhood he was a tailor's ap- 
prentice, and rose to his high rank before the age of 
twenty-eight, when he was killed in a duel. 

Page 41. The Skeleton in Armor. 

This ballad was suggested to me while riding on 
the sea-shore at Newport. A year or two previous 
a skeleton had been dug up at Fall River, clad in 
broken and corroded armor ; and the idea occurred to 
me of connecting it with the Round Tower at New- 
port, generally known hitherto as the Old AVindmill, 
114 



though now claimed by the Danes as a work of their 
early ancestors. Professor Rafn, in the " Memoires 
de la Societe Royale des Antiquaires du Nord," for 
1838-1839, says: — 

" There is no mistaking in this instance the style 
in which the more ancient stone edifices of the North 
were constructed, — the style which belongs to the 
Roman or Ante-Gothic architecture, and which, es- 
pecially after the time of Charlemagne, diffused itself 
from Italy over the whole of the West and North of 
Europe, where it continued to predominate until the 
close of the twelfth century, — that style which some 
authors have, from one of its most striking charac- 
teristics, called the round arch style, the same which 
in England is denominated Saxon and sometimes 
Norman architecture. 

" On the ancient structure in Newport there are 
no ornaments remaining, which might possibly have 
served to guide us in assigning the probable date of 
its erection. That no vestige whatever is found of 
the pointed arch, nor any approximation to it, is in- 
dicative of an earlier rather than of a later period. 
From such characteristics as remain, however, we 
can scarcely form any other inference than one, in 
which I am persuaded that all who are familiar with 
Old-Northern architecture will concur, that this 

BUILDIXG ^VAS ERECTED AT A PERIOD DECIDEDLY 
NOT LATER THAN THE TWELFTH CENTURY. This 

remark applies, of course, to the original building 
only, and not to the alterations that it subsequently 
received ; for there are several such alterations in the 
upper part of the building, which cannot be mistaken, 
and which were most likely occasioned by its being 
adapted in modern times to various uses; for exam- 
ple, as the substructure of a windmill, and latterly as 
a hay magazine. To the same times may be referred 
the windows, the fireplace, and the apertures made 
above the columns. That this building could not 
have been erected for a windmill is what an archi- 
tect will easily discern." 

I will not enter into a discussion of the point. It 
is sufficiently well established for the purpose of a 
ballad ; though doubtless many a citizen of Newport 
who has passed his days within sight of the Round 
Tower will be ready to exclaim, with Sancho : " God 
bless me ! did I not warn you to have a care of what 
you were doing, for that it was nothing but a wind- 
mill ; and nobody could mistake it, but one who had 
the like in his head." 
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Page 44. Skoal! 

In Scandinavia, this is the customary salutation 
when drinking a health. I have slightly changed the 
orthography of the word, in order to preserve the cor- 
rect pronunciation. 

Page 46. The Luck of Edenhall. 

The tradition upon which this ballad is founded, 
and the " shards of the Luck of Edenhall," still exist 
in England. The goblet is in the possession of Sir 
Christopher Musgrave, Bart., of Eden Hall, Cumber- 
land ; and is not so entirely shattered as the ballad 
leaves it. 

Page 46. The Elected Knight. 

This strange and somewhat mystical ballad is from 
Nyerup and Rahbek's " Danske Viser " of the Mid- 
dle Ages. It seems to refer to the first preaching 
of Christianity in the North, and to the institution 
of Knight-Errantry. The three maidens I suppose to 
be Faith, Hope, and Charity. The irregularities of 
the original have been carefully preserved in the 
translation. 

Page 48. The Ohildren of the Lord's Supper. 

There is something patriarchal still lingering about 
rural life in Sweden, which renders it a fit theme for 
song. Almost primeval simplicity reigns over that 
Northern land, — almost primeval solitude and still- 
ness. You pass out from the gate of the city, and 
as if by magic the scene changes to a wild, woodland 
landscape. Around you are forests of fir. Over- 
head hang the long, fan-like branches, trailing with 
moss, and heavy with red and blue cones. Under 
foot is a carpet of yellow leaves ; and the air is wai-m 
and balmy. On a wooden bridge you cross a little 
silver stream ; and anon come forth into a pleasant 
and sunny land of farms. Wooden fences divide the 
adjoining fields. Across the road are gates, which 
are opened by troops of children. The peasants 
take off their hats as you pass ; you sneeze, and they 
cry, " God bless you ! " The houses in the villages 
and smaller towns are all built of hewn timber, and 
for the most part painted red. The floors of the 
taverns are strewn with the fragrant tips of fir 
boughs. In many villages there are no taverns, and 
the peasants take turns in receiving travellers. The 
thrifty housewife shows you into the best chamber, 
the walls of which are hung round with rude pictures 
from the Bible ; and brings you her heavy silver 
spoons, — an heirloom, — to dip the curdled milk 
from the pan. You have oaten cakes baked some 
months before, or bread with anise-seed and coriander 
in it, or perhaps a little pine bark. 

Meanwhile the sturdy husband has brought his 
hoi'ses from the plough, and harnessed them to your 
carriage. Solitary travellers come and go in un- 



couth one-horse chaises. Most of them have pipes in 
their mouths, and, hanging around their necks in 
front, a leather wallet, in which they carry tobacco, 
and the great banknotes of the country, as large as 
your two hands. You meet, also, groups of Dalekar- 
lian peasant-women, travelling homeward or town- 
ward in pursuit of work. They walk barefoot, 
carrying in their hands their shoes, which have high 
heels under the hollow of the foot, and soles of birch 
bark. 

Frequent, too, are the village churches, standing 
by the roadside, each in its own little Garden of 
Gethsemane. In the parish register great events 
are doubtless recorded. Some old king was christ- 
ened or buried in that church ; and a little sexton, 
with a rusty key, shows you the baptismal font, or 
the coffin. In the churchyard are a few flowers, and 
much green grass ; and daily the shadow of the 
church spire, with its long, tapering finger, counts 
the tombs, representing a dial-plate of human life, on 
which the hours and minutes are the graves of men. 
The stones are flat, and large, and low, and perhaps 
sunken, like the roofs of old houses. On some are 
armorial bearings ; on others only the initials of the 
poor tenants, with a date, as on the roofs of Dutch 
cottages. They all sleep with their heads to the 
westward. Each held a lighted taper in his hand 
when he died ; and in his coffin were placed his little 
heart-treasures, and a piece of money for his last 
journey. Babes that came lifeless into the world 
were carried in the arms of gray-haired old men to 
the only cradle they ever slept in ; and in the shroud 
of the dead mother were laid (he little garments of 
the child that lived and died in her bosom. And 
over this scene the village pastor looks from his 
window in the stillness of midnight, and says in his 
heart, " How quietly they rest, all the departed ! " 

Near the churchyard gate stands a poorbox, fast- 
ened to a post by iron bands, and secured by a pad- 
lock, with a sloping wooden roof to keep off the rain. 
If it be Sunday, the peasants sit on the church steps 
and con their psalm-books. Others are coming down 
the road with their beloved pastor, who talks to them 
of holy things from beneath his broad-brimmed hat. 
He speaks of fields and harvests, and of the parable 
of the sower that went forth to sow. He leads them 
to the Good Shepherd, and to the pleasant pastures of 
the spirit-land. He is their patriarch, and, like Mel- 
chizedek, both priest and king, though he has no 
other throne than the church pulpit. The women 
carry psalm-books in their hands, wrapped in silk 
handkerchiefs, and listen devoutly to the good man's 
words. But the young men, like Gallio, care for 
none of these things. They are busy counting the 
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plaits in the kii'tles of the peasant-girls, their num- 
ber being an indication of the wearer's wealth. It 
may end in a wedding. 

I will endeavor to describe a village wedding in 
S\\ eden. It shall be in summer-time, that there may 
be flowers, and in a southern province, that the bride 
may be fair. The early song of the lark and of chan- 
ticleer are mingling in the clear morning air, and the 
sun, the heavenly bridegroom with golden locks, arises 
in the east, just as our earthly bridegroom with yel- 
low hair arises in the south. In the yard there is a 
sound of voices and trampling of hoofs, and hoises 
are led forth and saddled. The steed that is to bear 
the bridegroom has a bunch of flowers upon his fore- 
head, and a garland of corn-flowers around his neck. 
Friends from the neighboring farms come riding in, 
their blue cloaks streaming to the wind ; and finally 
the happy bridegroom, with a whip in his hand, and 
a monstrous nosegay in the breast of his black jacket, 
comes forth from his chamber ; and then to horse and 
away, towards the village where the bride already sits 
and waits. 

Foremost rides the spokesman, followed by some 
half-dozen village musicians. Next comes the bride- 
groom between his two groomsmen, and then forty or 
fifty friends and wedding guests, half of them per- 
haps with pistols and guns in their hands. A kind 
of baggage-wagon brings up the rear, laden with food 
and drink for these merry pilgrims. At the entrance 
of every village stands a triumphal arch, adorned with 
flowers and ribbons and evergreens ; and as they pass 
beneath it the wedding guests fire a salute, and the 
whole procession stops. And straight from every 
pocket flies a black-jack, filled with punch or brandy. 
It is passed from hand to hand among the crowd ; 
provisions are brought from the wagon, and after eat- 
ing and drinking and hurrahing the procession moves 
forward again, and at length draws near the house of 
the bride. Four heralds ride forward to announce 
that a knight and his attendants are in the neighbor- 
ing forest, and pray for hospitality. " How many 
are you ? " asks the bride's father. " At least three 
hundred," is the answer ; and to this the host replies, 
" Yes ; were you seven times as many, you should 
all be welcome ; and in token thereof receive this 
cup." Whereupon each herald receives a can of ale ; 
and soon after the whole jovial company comes storm- 
ing into the farmer's yard, and, riding round the IMay- 
pole, which stands in the centre, alights amid a grand 
salute and flourish of music. 

In the hall sits the bride, with a crown upon her 
head and a tear in her eye, like the Virgin Mary in 
old church paintings. She is dressed in a red bodice 
and kirtle with loose linen sleeves. There is a gilded 



belt around her waist ; and around her neck strings 
of golden beads, and a golden chain. On the crowji 
rests a wreath of wild roses, and below it another of 
cypress. Loose over her shoulders falls her flaxen 
hair ; and her blue innocent eyes are fixed upon the 
ground. thou good soul ! thou hast hard hands, 
but a soft heart ! Thou art poor. The very orna- 
ments thou wearest are not thine. They have been 
hired for this great day. Yet art thou rich ; rich in 
health, rich in hope, rich in thy first, young, fervent 
love. The blessing of Heaven be upon thee! So 
thinks the parish priest, as he joins together the 
hands of bride and bridegroom, saying in deep, sol- 
emn tones, " I give thee in marriage this damsel, to 
be thy wedded wife in all honor, and to share the 
half of thy bed, thy lock and key, and every third 
penny which you two may possess, or may inherit, 
and all the rights which Upland's laws provide, and 
the holy King Erik gave.'' 

The dinner is now served, and the bride sits be- 
tween the bridegroom and the priest. The spokes- 
man delivers an oration after the ancient custom of 
his fathers. He interlards it well with quotations 
from the Bible ; and invites the Saviour to be pres- 
ent at this marriage feast, as he was at the marriage 
feast in Cana of Galilee. The table is not sparingly 
set forth. Each makes a long arm and the feast goes 
cheerly on. Punch and brandy pass round between 
the courses, and here and there a pipe is smoked 
while waiting for the next dish. They sit long at 
table ; but, as all things must have an end, so must a 
Swedish dinner. Then the dance begins. It is led 
off by the bride and the priest, who perform a solemn 
minuet together. Not till after midnight comes the 
last dance. The girls form a ring around the bride, 
to keep her from the hands of the married women, 
who endeavor to break through the magic circle, and 
seize their new sister. After long struggling they 
succeed ; and the crown is taken from her head and 
the jewels from her neck, and her bodice is unlaced 
and her kirtle taken off ; and like a vestal virgin clad 
all in white she goes, but it is to her marriage cham- 
ber, not to her grave ; and the wedding guests follow 
her with lighted candles in their hands. And this is 
a village bridal. 

Nor must I forget the suddenly changing seasons 
of the Northern clime. There is no long and linger- 
ing spring, unfolding leaf and blossom one by one ; 
no long and lingering autumn, pompous with many- 
colored leaves and the glow of Indian summers. But 
winter and summer are wonderful, and pass into each 
other. The quail has hardly ceased piping in the 
corn, when winter from the folds of trailing clouds 
sows broadcast over the land snow, icicles, and rat- 
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tling hail. The days wane apace. Erelong the sun 
hardly rises above the horizon, or does not rise at all. 
The moon and the stars shine through the day ; only, 
at noon, they are pale and wan, and in the southern 
sky a red, fiery glow, as of sunset, burns along the 
horizon, and then goes out. And pleasantly under 
the silver moon, and under the silent, solemn stars, 
ring the steel-shoes of the skaters on the frozen sea, 
and voices, and the sound of bells. 

And now the Northern Lights begin to burn, 
faintly at first, like sunbeams playing in the waters 
of the blue sea. Then a soft crimson glow tinges the 
heavens. There is a blush on the cheek of night. 
The colors come and go, and change from crim- 
son to gold, from gold to crimson. The snow is 
stained with rosy light. Two-fold from the zenith, 
east and west, flames a fiery sword ; and a broad 
band passes athwart the heavens like a summer sun- 
set. Soft purple clouds come sailing over the sky, 
and through their vapory folds the winking stars 
shine white as silver. With such pomp as this is 
Merry Christmas ushered in, though only a single 
star heralded the first Christmas. And in memory of 
that day the Swedish peasants dance on straw ; and 
the peasant-girls throw straws at the timbered roof 
of the hall, and for every one that sticks in a crack 
shall a groomsman come to their wedding. Men-y 
Christmas indeed ! B'or pious souls there shall be 
church songs and sermons, but for Swedish peasants, 
brandy and nut-brown ale in wooden bowls ; and the 
great Yule-cake crowned with a cheese, and garlanded 
with apples, and upholding a three-armed candlestick 
over the Christmas feast. They may tell tales, too, 
of Jons Lundsbracka, and Lunkenfus, and the great 
Eiddar Finke of Pingsdaga.^ 

And now the glad, leafy midsummer, full of blos- 
soms and the song of nightingales, is come ! Saint 
John has taken the flowers and festival of heathen 
Balder ; and in every village there is a May-pole 
fifty feet high, with wreaths and roses and ribbons 
streaming in the wind, and a noisy weather-cook on 
top, to tell the village whence the wind cometh and 
whither it goeth. The sun does not set till ten o'clock 
at night ; and the children are at play in the streets 
an hour later. The windows and doors are all open, 
and you may sit and read till midnight without a can- 
dle. Oh, how beautiful is the summer night, which 
is not night, but a sunless yet unclouded day, descend- 
ing upon earth with dews and shadows and refreshing 
coolness! How beautiful the long, mild twilight, 
which like a silver clasp unites to-day with yester- 
day! How beautiful the silent hour, when Morning 
and Evening thus sit together, hand in hand, beneath 

1 Titles of Swedish popular tales. 



the starless sky of midnight! From the church- 
tower in the public square the bell tolls the hour, 
with a soft, musical chime ; and the watchman, whose 
watch-tower is the belfry, blows a blast in his horn, 
for each stroke of the hammer, and four times, to the 
four corners of the heavens, in a sonorous voice he 

chants, — 

" Ho ! watchman, ho ! 
Twelve is the clock ! 
God keep our town 
From fire and brand 
And hostile hand ! 
Twelve is the clock ! " 

From his swallow's nest in the belfry he can see the 
sun all night long ; and further north the priest stands 
at his door in the warm midnight, and lights his pipe 
with a common burning-glass. 

Page 49. The Feast of the Leafy Pavilions. 

In Swedish, Lofhyddohogtiden, the Leafhuts'-high- 
tide. 

Page 49. Horherg. 

The peasant-painter of Sweden. He is known 
chiefly by his altar-pieces in the village churches. 

Page 49. Wallin. 

A distinguished pulpit-orator and poet. He is 
particularly remarkable for the beaut}' and sublimity 
of his psalms. 

Page 77. As Lope says. 

" La colera 
De nn Espaiiol sentado no se templa, 
Sino le representan en dos horas 
Hasta el final juicio desde el Genesis." 

Lope de T't-jra. 
Page 79. Abrenuneio Satanas ! 

" Digo, Sefiora, respondi6 Sancho, lo que tengo 
dicho, que de los azotes abernuncio. Abrenuneio, 
habeis de decir, Sancho, y no como decis, dijo el Du- 
que." — Don Quixote, Part II., ch. 35. 
Page 85. Fray Carrillo. 
The allusion here is to a Spanish Epigram. 

" Siempre Fray Carrillo estas 
Cansandonos aca fuera ; 
Quien en tu celda estnviera 
Para no verte jamas ! " 

Bold de Faber. Floresta, No. 611. 

Page 85. Padre Francisco. 

This is from an Italian popular song. 

" ' Padre Francesco, 
Padre Francesco ! ' 
— Co"!a volete del Padre Francesco ? — 
' Vh nna bella ragazzina 
Che si vuole confessar ! ' 
Fatte r entrare, fatte 1' entrare! 
Che la voglio confessare.'' 
Kopiach. Volkafhilmlichp. Poefifen mts alien Mundarien 
Italiens nnd seiner Inseln, p. 194. 
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Page 86. Ave ! cujus calcem dare. 

From a monkish hymn of the twelfth century, in 
Sir Alexander Croke's '' Essay on the Origin, Prog- 
ress, and Decline of Rhyming Latin Verse," {). 109. 

Page 89. The gold of the Busne. 

Busne is the name given by the Gypsies to all 
who are not of their race. 

Page 90. Count of the Coles. 

The Gypsies call themselves Calrs. See Borrow's 
valuable and extremely interesting work, " The Zin- 
cali ; or an Account of the Gypsies in Spain." Lon- 
don, 184L 

Page 92. Ashs if his money-bags would rise. 

" I Y volviendome a vm lado, vi a nn Avaiiento, 
que estaba preguntando a otro, (que por haber sido 
embalsamado, j estar lexos sus tripas no hablaba, 
porque no habian llegado si habian de resucitar aquel 
dia todos los enterrados) si resucitarian unos bolsones 
suyos "i" — El Sueno de las Calaveras. 

Page 92. And amen ! snidmy fid the Gampeador. 

A line from the ancient " Poema del Cid." 

" Amen, dixo Mio Cid el Campeador." 

Line 3044. 

Page 92. The river of his thovghts. 
This expression is from Dante : — 

" Si che chiaro 
Per essa scenda della mente il fiume." 

Byron has likewise used the expression ; though I 
do not recollect in which of his poems. 

Page 92. Mari Franca. 

A common Spanish proverb, used to turn aside a 
question one does not wish to answer : — 

" Porque casd Jlari Franca 
Quatro leguas de Salamanca." 

Page 93. Ay, soft, etnerald eyes. 

The Spaniards, with good reason, consider this 
color of the eye as beautiful, and celebrate it in song ; 
as, for example, in the well-known " Villancico : " — 

" Ay ojuelos verdes, 
Ay los mis ojuelos, 
Ay hagan los cielos 
Que de mite acnerdes! 

Teng:o confianza 
De mis verdes ojos." 

Bohl de Faher. Fhresta, Xo. 25.5. 

Dante speaks of Beatrice's eyes as emeralds. 
" Purgatorio," xxxi. 116. Lami says, in his " Anno- 
tazioni," " Erano i suoi occhi d' un turchino verdic- 
cio, simile a quel del mare." 

Page 94. The Avenging Child. 

See the ancient Ballads of '-El Lifante Vengador," 
and " Calavnos." 



Page 94. All are sleeping. 

From the Spanish. Bcihl de Faber. " Floresta," 
No. 282. 

Page 100. Good night. 

From the Spanish ; as are likewise the songs im- 
mediately following, and that which commences the 
first scene of Act. III. 

Page 109. The evil eye. 

" In the Gitano language, casting the evil eye is 
called Querelar nasula, which simply means making 
sick, and which, according to the common supersti- 
tion, is accomplished by casting an evil look at peo- 
ple, especially children, who, from the tenderness of 
their constitution, are supposed to be more easily 
blighted than those of a more mature age. After re- 
ceiving the evil glance, they fall sick, and die in a 
few hours. 

" The Spaniards have very little to say respecting 
the evil eye, though the belief in it is very prevalent, 
especially in Andalusia, amongst the lower orders. 
A stag's horn is considered a good safeguard, and on 
that account a small horn, tipped with silver, is fre- 
quently attached to the children's necks by means of 
a cord braided from the hair of a black mare's tail. 
Should the evil glance be cast, it is imagined that 
the horn receives it, and instantly snaps asunder. 
Such horns may be purchased in some of the silver- 
smiths' shops at Seville." — Borrow's Zlncali. vol. 
i., ch. 9. 

Page 109. On the top of a mountain J stand. 

This and the following scraps of song are from Bor- 
row's " Zincali ; or an Account of the Gypsies in 
Spain." 

The Gypsy words in the same scene may be thus 
interpreted : — ■ 

John-Dorados, pieces of gold. 

Pigeon, a simpleton. 

In your morocco, stripped. 

Doves, sheets. 

Moon, a shirt. 

Chirelin, a thief. 

Murcigalleros, those who steal at nightfall. 

Rastilkros, footpads. 

Hermit, highway-robber. 

Planets, candles. 

Commandments, the fingers. 

Saint Martin asleep, to rob a person asleep. 

Lrinlerns, eyes. 

Goblin, police officer. 

Papagayo, a spy. 

Vineyards and Dancing John, to take flight. 

Page 114. If thou art sleeping, maiden. 

From the Spanish; as is likewise the song of the 
Contrabandista on page 115. 
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Page 120. All the Foresters of Flanders. 

The title of Foresters was given to the early 
governors of Flanders, appointed by the kings of 
France. Lyderick du Bucq, in the days of Clotaire 
the Second, was the first of them ; and Beaudoin 
Bras-de-Fer, who stole away the fair Judith, daughter 
of Charles the Bald, from the French court, and 
married her in Bruges, was the last. After him the 
title of Forester was changed to that of Count. 
Philippe d' Alsace, Guy de Dampierre, and Louis de 
Crecy, coming later in the order of time, were there- 
foi-e rather Counts than Foresters. Philippe went 
twice to the Holy Land as a Crusader, and died of 
the plague at St. Jean-d'Acre, shortly after the cap- 
ture of the city by the Christians. Guy de Dam- 
pierre died in the prison of Compiegne. Louis de 
Crecy was son and successor of Robert de Bethune, 
who strangled his wife, Yolande de Bourgogne, with 
the bridle of his horse, for having poisoned, at the 
age of eleven years, Charles, his son by his first wife, 
Blanche d'Anjou. 

Page 120. Stately dames, like queens attended. 

When Philippe-le-Bel, king of France, visited 
Flanders with his queen, she was so astonished at 
the magnificence of the dames of Bruges, that she 
exclaimed : " Je croyais etre seule reine ici, mais il 
parait que ceux de Flandre qui se trouvent dans nos 
prisons sont tous des princes, car leurs femmes sont 
habillees comme des princesses et des reines." 

When the burgomasters of Ghent, Bruges, and 
Ypres went to Paris to pay homage to King John, 
in 1.351, they were received with great pomp and 
distinction ; but, being invited to a festival, they ob- 
served that their seats at table were not furnished 
with cushions ; whereupon, to make known their dis- 
pleasure at this want of "regard to their dignity, they 
folded their richly embroidered cloaks and seated 
themselves upon them. On rising from table, they 
left their cloaks behind them, and, being informed of 
their apparent forgetful ness, Simon van Eertrycke, 
burgomaster of Bruges, replied, " We Flemings are 
not in the habit of carrying away our cushions after 
dinner." 

Page 120. Knights who bore the Fleece of Gold. 

Philippe de Bourgogne, surnamed Le Bon, es- 
poused Isabella of Portugal on the 10th of January, 
1430; and on the same day instituted the famous or- 
der of the Fleece of Gold. 

Page 121. I beheld the gentle Mary. 

Marie de Valois, Duchess of Burgundy, was left by 
the dpath of her father, Charles le Temeraire, at the 
age of twenty, the richest heiress of Europe. vShe 
came to Bruges, as Countess of Flanders, in 1477, 
and in the same year was married by proxy to the 



Archduke Maximilian. According to the custom of 
the time, the Duke of Bavaria, Maximilian's substi- 
tute, slept with the princess. They were both in 
complete dress, separated by a naked sword, and at- 
tended by four armed guards. Marie was adored by 
her subjects for her gentleness and her many other 
virtues. 

Maximilian was son of the Emperor Frederick the 
Third, and is the same person mentioned afterwards 
in the poem of " Nuremberg " as the Kaiser Maxi- 
milian, and the hero of Pflnzing's poem of " Teuer- 
dank." Having been imprisoned by the revolted 
burghers of Bruges, they refused to release him, till 
he consented to kneel in the public square, and to 
swear on the Holy Evangelists and the body of 
Saint Donatus that he would not take vengeance 
upon them for their rebellion. 

Page 121. 7'he bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold. 

This battle, the most memorable in Flemish his- 
tory, was fought under the walls of Courtray, on the 
11th of July, 1302, between the French and the 
Flemings, the former commanded by Robert, Comte 
d'Artois, and the latter by Guillaume de .Tuliers, and 
Jean, Comte de Namur. The French army was 
completely routed, with a loss of twenty thousand 
infantry and seven thousand cavalry ; among whom 
were sixty-three princes, dukes, and counts, seven 
hundred lords-banneret, and eleven hundred noble- 
men. The flower of the French nobility perished on 
that day ; to which history has given the name of the 
Journee des Eperons d' Or, from the great number of 
golden spurs found on the field of battle. Seven hun- 
dred of them were hung up as a trophy in the church 
of Notre Dame de Courtray ; and, as the cavaliers 
of that day wore but a single spur each, these vouched 
to God for the violent and bloody death of seven 
hundred of his creatures. 

Page 121. Saw the fight at Minnewater. 

Wiien the inhabitants of Bruges were digging a 
canal at Minnewater, to bring the waters of the Lys 
from Deynze to their city, they were attacked and 
routed by the citizens of Ghent, whose commerce 
would have been much injured by the canal. They 
were led by Jean Lyons, captain of a military com- 
pany at Ghent, called the Chaperons Blancs. He 
had great sway over the turbulent populace, who, in 
those prosperous times of the city, gained an easy 
livelihood by laboring two or three days in the week, 
and had the remaining four or five to devote to pub- 
lic affairs. The fight at INIinnewater was followed 
by open rebellion against Louis de Maele, the Count 
of Flanders and Protector of Bruges. His superb 
chateau of Wondelghem was pillaged and burnt; 
and the insurgents forced the gates of Bruges, and 
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entered in triumph, with Lyons mounted at theii- 
head. A few days aftei-wards he died suddenly, per- 
haps by poison. 

Meanwhile the insurgents received a check at the 
village of NevMe ; and two hundred of them perished 
in the church, which was burned by the Count's 
orders. One of the chiefs, Jean de Lannoy, took 
refuge in the belfry. From the summit of the tower 
he held forth his purse filled with gold, and begged 
for deliverance. It was in vain. His enemies cried 
to him from below to save himself as best he might ; 
and, half suffocated with smoke and flame, he threw 
himself from the tower and perished at their feet. 
Peace was soon afterwards established, and the Count 
retired to faithful Bruges. 

Page 121. The Golden Dragon's nest. 

The Golden Dragon, taken from the church of St. 
Sophia, at Constantinople, in one of the Crusades, 
and placed on the belfry of Bruges, was afterwards 
transported to Ghent by Philip van Artevelde, and 
still adorns the belfry of that city. 

The inscription on the alarm-bell at Ghent is, 
" Mynen naem is Roland ; ah ik klep is er brand, and 
als ih luy is er victorie in het land." INly name is 
Roland ; when I toll there is fire, and when I ring 
there is victory in the land. 

Page 123. That their great imperial city stretched 
its hand through every clime. 

An old popular proverb of the town runs thus : — 

" Niirnberij's Hand 
Geht (lurch alle Land." 

Nuremberg's hand 

Goes through every land. 

Page 124. Sal the poet Melchior singing Kaiser 
Maximilian's praise. 

Melchior Ptinzing was one of the most celebrated 
German poets of the sixteenth century. The hero 
of his " Teuerdank '' was the reigning emperor, Maxi- 
milian ; and the poem was to the Germans of that 
day what the " Orlando Furioso " was to the Italians. 
Maximilian is mentioned before, in the " Belfry of 
Bruges.'' See page 121. 

Page 124. In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps 
enshrined his holy dust. 

The tomb of Saint Sebald, in the church which 
bears his name, is one of the richest works of art in 
Nuremberg. It is of bronze, and was cast by Peter 
Vischer and his sons, who labored upon it tliirteen 
years. It is adorned with nearly one hundred figures, 
among which those 6f the Twelve Apostles are con- 
spicuous for size and beauty. 

Page 124. In the church of sainted Lawrence 
stands a pix of sculpture rare. 

This pix, or tabernacle for the vessels of the sacra- 



ment, is by the hand of Adam Kraft. It is an exqui.s- 
ite piece of sculpture in white stone, and rises to the 
height of sixty-four feet. It stands in the choir, whose 
richlj' painted windows cover it with varied colors. 
Page 124. Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters. 
The Twelve Wise Masters was the title of the orig- 
inal corporation of the Mastersingers. Hans Sachs, 
the cobbler of Nuremberg, though not one of the 
original Twelve, was the most renowned of the Mas- 
tersingers, as well as the most voluminous. He 
flourished in the sixteenth century ; and left behind 
him thirty-four folio volumes of manuscript, contain- 
ing two hundred and eight plays, one thousand and 
seven hundred comic tales, and between four and five 
thousand lyric poems. 

Page 125. As in Adam Puschman's song. 
Adam Puschman, in his poem on the death of 
Hans Sachs, describes him as he appeared in a vis- 
ion : — 

'• An old man. 
Gray and white, and dove-like, 
Who had, in sooth, a gre.it beard, 
And read in a fair, great book, 
Beautiful with golden clasps." 

Page 131. The Occultation of Orion. 

Astronomically speaking, this title is incorrect ; as 
I apply to a constellation what can properly be ap- 
plied to some of its stars only. But my observation 
is made from the hill of song, and not from that of 
science ; and will, I trust, be found sufficiently accu- 
rate for the present purpose. 

Page 133. Who, unharmed, on his tusks once 
caught the bolts of the thunder. 

" A delegation of warriors from the Delaware 
tribe having visited the governor of Virginia, during 
the Revolution, on matters of business, after these 
had been discussed and settled in council, the gov- 
ernor asked them some questions relative to their 
country, and among others, what they knew or had 
heard of the animal whose bones were found at the 
Saltlicks on the Ohio. Their chief speaker immedi- 
ately put himself into an attitude of oratory, and, with 
a pomp suited to what he conceived the elevation of 
his subject, informed him that it was a tradition 
handed down from their fathers, ' that in ancient 
times a herd of these tremendous animals came to 
the Big-bone licks, and began an universal destruction 
of the bear, deer, elks, buSaloes, and other animals 
which had been created for the use of the Indians ; 
that the Great Man above, looking down and seeing 
this, was so enraged that he seized his lightning, de- 
scended on the earth, seated himself on a neighbor- 
ing mountain, on a rock of which his seat and the 
print of his feet are still to be seen, and hurled his 
bolts among them till the whole were slaughtered, 
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except the big bull, who, presenting his forehead to 
the shafts, shook them oiF as they fell ; but missing 
one at length, it wounded him in the side ; whereon, 
springing round, he bounded over the Ohio, over the 
Wabash, the Illinois, and finally over the great lakes, 
where he is living at this day.' " — Jefferson's 
Notes on Virginia, Query VI. 

Page 136. Walter von der Vogelweid. 

"Walter von der Vogelweid, or Bird-Meadow, was 
one of the principal Minnesingers of the thirteenth 
century. He triumphed over Heinrich von Ofter- 
dlngen in that poetic contest at Wartburg Castle, 
known in literary history as the War of Wartburg. 

Page 140. Like imperial Charlemagne. 

Charlemagne may be called by preeminence the 
monarch of farmers. According to the German tra- 
dition, in seasons of great abundance, his spirit crosses 
the Rhine on a golden bridge at Bingen, and blesses 
the cornfields and the vineyards. During his life- 
time, he did not disdain, says Montesquieu, " to sell 
the eggs from the farmyards of his domains, and the 
superfluous vegetables of his gardens ; while he dis- 
tributed among his people the wealth of the Lombards 
and the immense treasures of the Huns." 

Page 193. 

Behold, at last, 

Each tall and tapering mast 

Is swung into its place. 

I wish to anticipate a criticism on this passage, l)y 
stating that sometimes, though not usually, vessels 
are launched fully sparred and rigged. I have 
availed myself of the exception as better suited to my 
purposes than the general rule ; but the reader will 
see that it is neither a blunder nor a poetic license. 
On this subject a friend in Portland, Maine, writes 
me thus : — 

" In this State, and also, I am told, in New Yoi'k, 
ships are sometimes rigged upon the stocks, in order 
to save time, or to make a show. There was a fine, 
large ship launched last summer at Ellsworth, fully 
sparred and rigged. Some years ago a ship was 
launched here, with her rigging, spars, sails, and 
cargo aboard, She sailed the next day and — was 
never heard of again ! I hope this will not be the 
fate of your poem ! " 

Page 198. Sir Humphrey Gilbert. 

" When the wind abated and the vessels were near 
enough, the Admiral was seen constantly sitting in 
the stern, with a book in his hand. On the 9th of 
September he was seen for the last time, and was 
heard by the people of the Hind to say, ' We are as 
near heaven by sea as by land.' In the following 
night, the lights of the ship suddenly disappeared. 
The people in the other vessel kept a good lookout 



for him during the remainder of the voyage. On the 
22d of September they arrived, through much tem- 
pest and peril, at Falmouth. But nothing more was 
seen or heard of the Admiral." — Belknap's Ameri- 
can Biography, i. 203. 

Page 211. The Blind Girl of Castel- Guille. 

Jasmin, the author of this beautiful poem, is to the 
South of France what Burns is to the South of Scot- 
land, — the representative of the heart of the people, 
— one of those happy bards who are born with their 
months full of birds (la bouco pleno d' aoiizelous). 
He has written his own biography in a poetic form, 
and the simple narrative of his poverty, his struggles, 
and his triumphs is very touching. He still lives at 
Agen, on the Garonne ; and long may he live there 
to delight his native land with native songs ! 

The following description of his person and way of 
life is taken from the graphic pages of " Beam and 
the Pyrenees," by Louisa Stuart Costello, whose 
charming pen has done so much to illustrate the 
French provinces and their literature. 

" At the entrance of the promenade, Du Gravier, 
is a row of small houses, — some cafes, others shops, 
the indication of which is a painted cloth placed 
across the way, with the owner's name in bright gold 
letters, in the manner of the arcades in the streets, 
and their announcements. One of the most glaring 
of these was, we observed, a bright blue flag, bordered 
with gold ; on which, in large gold letters, appeared 
the name of ' Jasmin, Coiffeur.' We entered, and were 
welcomed by a smiling, dark-eyed woman, who in- 
formed us that her husband was busy at that moment 
dressing a customer's hair, but he was desirous to re- 
ceive us, and begged we would "walk into his parlor 
at the back of the shop. 

" She exhibited to us a laurel crown of gold, of deli- 
cate workmanship, sent from the city of Clemence 
Isaure, Toulouse, to the poet ; who will probably 
one day take his place in the capitoul. Next came a 
golden cup, with an inscription in his honor, given by 
the citizens of Auch ; a gold watch, chain, and seals, 
sent by the king, Louis Philippe ; an emerald ring 
worn and presented by the lamented Duke of Or- 
leans; a pearl pin, by the graceful Duchess, who, on 
the poet's visit to Paris accompanied by his son, re- 
ceived him in the words he puts into the mouth of 
Henri Quatre : — 

' Brabes Gaseous ! 
A moun amou per bous aou di bes creyre : 
Benfes ! benes ! ey plaze de bous beyre : 
Aproucha bou's ! ' 

A fine service of linen, the offering of the town of 
Pau, after its citizens had given fetes in his honor, 
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and loaded him with caresses and praises ; and kniel?- 
knacks and jewels of all descriptions, offered to him 
hy lady-ambassadresses and great lords ; English 
' misses ' ; and ' miladis ' and French, and foreign- 
ers of all nations who did or did not understand 
Gascon. 

" All this, though startling, was not convincing ; 
Jasmin, the barber, might only be a fashion, a, furore, 
a caprice, after all ; and it was evident that he knew 
how to get up a scene well. When we had become 
nearly tired of looking over these tributes to his gen- 
ius, the door opened, and the poet himself appeared. 
His manner was free and unembarrassed, well-bred, 
and lively ; he received our compliments naturally, 
and like one accustomed to homage ; said he was ill, 
and unfortunately too hoarse to read anything to us, 
or should have been delighted to do so. He spoke 
with a broad Gascon accent, and very rapidly and 
eloquently ; ran over the story of his successes ; told 
us that his grandfather had been a beggar, and all 
his family very poor ; that he was now as rich as he 
wished to be ; his son placed in a good position at 
Nantes ; then showed us his son's picture, and spoke 
of his disposition ; to which his brisk little wife added, 
that, though no fool, he had not his father's genius, 
to which truth Jasmin assented as a matter of course. 
I told him of having seen mention made of him in an 
Pviiglish review ; which he said had been sent him by 
Lord Durham, who had paid him a visit ; and I then 
spoke of ■ Me cal mouri ' as known to me. This was 
enough to make him forget his hoarseness and every 
other evil ; it would never do for me to imagine that 
that little song was his best composition ; it was 
merely his first ; he must try to read to me a little of 
' L'Abuglo,' — a few verses of ' Francouiieto.' • You 
will be charmed,' said he ; ' but if I were well, and 
you would give me the pleasure of your company for 
some time, if you were not merely running through 
Agen, I would kill you with weeping. ^ I would 
make you die with distress for my poor Margarido, 
— my pretty Francouneto ! ' 

" He caught up two copies of his book, from a pile 
lying on the table, and making us sit close to him he 
pointed out the French translation on one side, which 
he told us to follow while he read in Gascon. He 
began in a rich, soft voice, and as he advanced, the 
surprise of Hamlet on hearing the player-king recite 
the disasters of Hecuba was but a type of ours, to 
find ourselves carried away by the spell of his enthu- 
siasm. His eyes swam in tears ; he became pale and 
red; he trembled; he recovered himself; his face 
was now joyous, now exulting, gay, jocose ; in fact, 
he was twenty actors in one ; he rang the changes 
from Rachel to Bouffe ; and he finished by delighting 
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us, besides beguiling us of our tears, and overwhelm- 
ing us with astonishment. 

" He would have been a treasure on the stage ; for 
he is still, though his first youth is past, remarkably 
good-looking and striking ; with black, sparkling, 
eyes, of intense expression ; a fine, ruddy complexion ; 
a countenance of wondrous mobility ; a good figure ; 
and action full of fire and grace ; he has handsome 
hands, which he uses with infinite effect ; and, on the 
whole, he is the best actor of the kind 1 ever saw. I 
could now quite understand what a troubadour or 
jongleur might be, and I look upon Jasmin as a re- 
vived specimen of that extinct race. Such as he is 
might have been Gaucelm Faidit, of ^Vvignon, the 
friend of Cosur de Lion, who lamented the death of 
the hero in such moving strains ; such might have 
been Bernard de Ventadour, who sang the praises of 
Queen Eliiiore's beauty ; such Geoffrey Rudel, of 
Blaye, on his own Garonne ; such the wild \'idal ; cer- 
tain it is, that none of these troubadours of old could 
more move, by their singing or reciting, than Jasmin, 
in whom all their long-smothered fire and traditional 
magic seems re-illumined. 

" We found we had stayed hours instead of min- 
utes with the poet ; but he would not hear of any 
apology, — only regretted that his voice was so out 
of tune, in consequence of a violent cold, under which 
he was really laboring, and hoped to see us again. 
He told us our countrywomen of Pau had laden him 
with kindness and attention, and spoke with such en- 
thusiasm of the beauty of certain ' misses,' that I 
feared his little wife would feel somewhat piqued ; 
but. on the contrary, she stood by, smiling and happy 
and enjoying the stories of his triumphs. I remarked 
that he had restored the poetry of the troubadours : 
asked him if he knew their songs ; and said he was 
worthy to stand at tiieir head. ' I am, indeed, a trou- 
badour,' said he, with energy ; ' but I am far beyond 
them all : they were but beginners ; they never com- 
posed a poem like my Francouneto ! there are no 
poets in France now, — there cannot be ; the lan- 
guage does not admit of it ; where is the fire, the spirit, 
the expression, the tenderness, the force of the Gas- 
con ? French is but the ladder to reach to the first 
floor of Gascon, — how can you get up to a height 
except by a ladder I ' 

" I returned by Agen, after an absence in the Pyr- 
enees of some months, and renewed my acquaintance 
with Jasmin and his dark-eyed wife. I did not ex- 
pect that I should be recognized ; bnt the moment I 
entered the little shop I was hailed as an old friend. 
' Ah ! ' cried Jasmin, ' enfin la voila encore ! ' I could 
not but be flattered by this recollection, but soon found 
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it was less on my own account that I was thus wel- 
comed, than because a circumstance had occurred to 
the poet which he thought I could perhaps explain. 
He produced several French newspapers, in which he 
pointed out to me an article headed ' Jasmin a Lon- 
dres ;' being a translation of certain notices of him- 
self, which had appeared in a leading English liter- 
ary journal. He had, he said, been informed of the 
honor done him by numerous friends, and assured 
me his fame had been much spread by this means ; 
and he was so delighted on the occasion, that he had 
resolved to learn English, in order that he might 
judge of the translations from his works, which, he 
had been told, were well done. I enjoyed his sur- 
prise while I informed him that I knew who was the 
reviewer and translator ; and explained the reason 
for the verses giving pleasure in an English dress to 
be the superior simplicity of the English language 
over Modern French, for which he has a great con- 
tempt, as unfitted for lyrical composition. He in- 
quired of me respecting Burns, to whom he had been 
likened ; and begged me to tell him something of 
Moore. The delight of himself and his wife was 
amusing, at having discovered a secret which had 
puzzled them so long. 

" He had a thousand things to tell me ; in particu- 
lar, that he had only the day before received a letter 
from the Duchess of Orleans, informing him that she 
had ordered a medal of her late husband to be struck, 
the first of which would be sent to him : she also an- 
nounced to him the agreeable news of the king hav- 
ing granted him a pension of a thousand francs. He 
smiled and wept by turns, as he told us all this ; and 
declared, much as he was elated at the possession of 
a sum which made him a rich man for life, the kind- 
ness of the Duchess gratified him even more. 

" He then made us sit down while he read us two 
new poems ; both charming, and full of grace and 
naivete ; and one very affecting, being an address to 
the king, alluding to the death of his son. As he 
read, his wife stood by, and fearing we did not quite 
comprehend his language, she made a remark to that 
effect : to which he answered impatiently, ' Nonsense, 
— don't you see they are in tears ? ' This was un- 
answerable ; and we were allowed to hear the poem 
to the end ; and I certainly never listened to any- 
thing more feelingly and energetically delivered. 

" We had much conversation, for he was anxious 
to detain us, and in the course of it he told me he 
had been by some accused of vanity. 'Oh,' he re- 
joined, ' what would you have ! I am a child of nat- 
ure, and cannot conceal my feelings ; the only differ- 
ence between me and a man of refinement is, that he 
knows how to conceal his vanity and exultation at 



success, which I let everybody see.' " — Beam and 
the Pyrenees, i. 369, et seq. 

Page 218. A Christmas Carol. 

The following description of Christmas in Bur- 
gundy is from M. Fertiault's " Coup d' CEil sur les 
Noels en Bourgogne," to the Paris edition of " Les 
Noels Bourguignons de Bernard de la Mennoye 
(Gui Barozai)," 1842. 

" Every year at the approach of Advent, people 
refresh their memories, clear their throats, and begin 
preluding, in the long evenings by the fireside, those 
carols whose invariable and eternal theme is the com- 
ing of the Messiah. They take from old closets 
pamphlets, little collections begrimed with dust and 
smoke, to which the press, and sometimes the pen, 
has consigned these songs ; and as soon as the first 
Sunday of Advent sounds, they gossip, they gad 
about, they sit together by the fireside, sometimes at 
one house, sometimes at another, taking turns in pay- 
ing for the chestnuts and white wine, but singing with 
one common voice the grotesque praises of the Little 
Jesus. There are very few villages even, which, dur- 
ing all the evenings of Advent, do not hear some of 
these curious canticles shouted in their streets, to the 
nasal drone of bagpipes. In this case the minstrel 
comes as a I'eenforcement to the singers at the fire- 
side ; he brings and adds his dose of joy (spontaneous 
or mercenary, it matters little which) to the joy which 
breathes around the hearth-stone ; and when the 
voices vibrate and resound, one voice more is always 
welcome. There, it is not the purity of the notes 
which makes the concert, but the quantity, — non 
qualitas, sed quantitas ; then (to finish at once with 
the minstrel), when the Saviour has at length been 
born in the manger, and the beautiful Christmas Eve 
is passed, the rustic pijier makes his round among the 
houses, where every one compliments and thanks him, 
and, moreover, gives him in small coin the price of 
the shrill notes with which he has enlivened the even- 
ing entertainments. 

" More or less until Christmas Eve, all goes on in 
this way among our devout singers, with the differ- 
ence of some gallons of wine or some hundreds of 
chestnuts. But this famous eve once come, the scale 
is pitched upon a liigher key ; the closing evening 
must be a memorable one. The toilet is begun at 
nightfall ; then comes the hour of supper, admonish- 
ing divers appetites ; and groups, as numerous as pos- 
sible, are formed to take together this comfortable 
evening repast. The supper finished, a circle gathers 
around the hearth, which is arranged and set in order 
this evening after a particular fashion, and which at 
a later hour of the night is to become the object of 
special interest to the children. On the burning 
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brands an enormous log has been placed. Tliis log 
assuredly does not change its nature, but it changes 
its name during this evening : it is called the Suche 
(the Yule-log). ' Look you,' say they to the chil- 
dren, ' if you ai-e good this evening, Noel ' (for with 
children one must always personify) ' will rain down 
sugar-plums in the night.' And the children sit de- 
murely, keeping as quiet as their turbulent httle nat- 
ures will permit. The groups of older persons, not 
always as orderly as the children, seize this good op- 
portunity to surrender themselves with merry hearts 
and boisterous voices to the chanted worship of the 
miraculous Noel. For this final solemnity, they have 
kept the most powerful, the most enthusiastic, the 
most electrifying carols. Noel ! Noel ! Noel ! This 
magic word resounds on all sides: it seasons every 
sauce, it is served up with every course. Of the 
thousands of canticles which are heard on this famous 
eve, ninety-nine in a hundred begin and end with this 
word ; which is, one may say, their Alpha and Ome- 
ga, their crown and footstool. This last evening, 
the merry-making is prolonged. Instead of retiring 
at ten or eleven o'clock, as is generally done on all 
the preceding evenings, they wait for the stroke of 
midnight : this word sufficiently proclaims to what 
ceremony they are going to repair. For ten minutes 
or a quarter of an hour, the bells have been calling 
the faithful with a triple-bob-major ; and each one, 
furnished with a little taper streaked with various 
colors (the Christmas Candle), goes through the 
crowded streets, where the lanterns are dancing like 
Will-o'-the-AVisps, at the impatient summons of the 
multitudinous chimes. It is the Midnight Mass. 
Once inside the church, they hear with more or less 
piety the Mass, emblematic of the coming of the 
Messiah. Then in tumult and great haste they re- 
turn homeward, always in numerous groups ; they 
salute the Yule-log ; they pay homage to the hearth ; 
they sit down at table ; and, amid songs which rever- 
berate louder than ever, make this meal of after- 
Christmas, so long looked for, so cherished, so joyous, 
so noisy, and which it has been thought fit to call, 
we hardly know why, Rossignon. The supper eaten 
at nightfall is no impediment, as you may imagine, to 
the appetite's returning ; above all, if tlie going to 
and from church has made the devout eaters feel some 
little shafts of the sharp and biting north-wind. Ros- 
signon then goes on merrily, — sometimes far into the 
morning hours ; but, nevertheless, gradually throats 
grow hoarse, stomachs are filled, the Yule-log burns 
out, and at last the hour arrives when each one, as 
best he may, regains his domicile and his bed, and 
puts with himself between the sheets the material for 
a good sore-throat, or a good indigestion, for the mor- 



row. Previous to this, care has been taken to place 
in the slippers, or wooden shoes of the children, the 
sugar-plums, which shall be for them, on their wak- 
ing, the welcome fruits of the Christmas log." 

In the Glossary, the Suche, or Yule-log, is thus 
defined : — 

" This is a huge log, which is placed on the fire on 
Christmas Eve, and which in Burgundy is called, on 
this account, lai Suche de Noei. Then the father of 
the family, particularly among the middle classes, sings 
solemnly Christmas carols with his wife and children, 
the smallest of whom he sends into the corner to pray 
that the Yule-log may bear him some sugar-plums. 
Meanwhile, little parcels of them are placed under 
each end of the log, and the children come and pick 
them up, believing, in good faith, that the great log 
has borne them." 

Page 221. The Song of Hiawatha. This 
Indian Edda — if I may so call it — is founded on 
a tradition, prevalent among the North American In- 
dians, of a personage of miraculous birth, who was 
sent among them to clear their rivers, forests, and 
fishing-grounds, and to teach them the arts of peace. 
He was known among different tribes by the several 
names of Michabou, Cliiabo, Manabozo, Tarenya- 
wagon, and Hiawatha. Mr. Schoolcraft gives an ac- 
count of him in his " Algic Researches," vol. i., p. 
134 ; and in his '' History, Condition, and Prospects 
of the Indian Tribes of the United States," Part 
in., p. 314, may be found the Iroquois form of the 
tradition, derived from the verbal narrations of an 
Onondaga chief. 

Into this old tradition I have woven other cuiious 
Indian legends, drawn chiefly from the various and 
valuable writings of Mr. Schoolcraft, to whom the 
literary world is greatly indebted for his indefatigable 
zeal in rescuing from oblivion so much of the legen- 
dary lore of the Indians. 

The scene of the poem is among the Ojibways on 
the southern shore of Lake Superior, in the region 
between the Pictured Rocks and the Grand Sable. 

VOCABULARY. 

Atljidau'mo, thf. red squirrel. 
Ahdeek', the reindeer. 
Ahkose'win,/eKe?'. 
Ahmeek', the heaver. 
Algon'quiu, Ojibwaij. 
Annemee'kee, the thunder. 
Apuk'wa, a bulrush. 
Baim-wa'wa, the sound of the thunder. 
Bemah'gut, the grapevine. 
Be'na, the pheasant. 
Big-Sea-Water, Lake Superior. 
Bukada'win, yamme. 
Cheemaun', a birch canoe. 
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Chetuwaik', the plover. 

Chibia'bos, a musician ; friend of Hiawatha ; ruler in the Land 
of Spirits. 

Dahin'da, the bull-frog. 

Dush-kwo-ne'she, or Kwo-ue'she, the drarjon-fiy. 

Esa, shame upon you. 

Ewa-yea', lullahy. 

Ghee'zis, the sun. 

Gitche Gu'mee, the Biij-Sca- Water, Lake Superior. 

Gitche Man'ito, the Great Spirit, the Master of Life. 

Gushkewau', the darkness. 

Hiawa'tha, the Wise Man, the Teacher; son of Mudjekeewis, 
the West- Wind, and We.nonah, daughter of Nokomis. 

la'goo, a great boaster and story-teller. 

Inin'ewug, men, or pawns in the Game of the Bowl. 

Ishkoodah', fire; a comet. 

Jee'bi, a ghost, a spirit. 

Joss'akeed, a prophet. 

Kabibonok'ka, the North- Wind. 

Kagh, the hedgehog. 

Ka'go, da not. 

Kahgahgee', the raven. 

Kaw, no. 

Kaween', no indeed. 

Kayoshk^, the sea-gull. 

Kee'go, a fish. 

Keeway'din, the Northwest Wind, the home-wind. 

Kena'beek, a serpent. 

Keneu', the great war-eagle. 

Keno'zha, the pickerel. 

Ko'ko-ko'ho, the ou)l. 

Kuntasoo', the Game of Plum-stones. 

Kwa'sind, the Strong Man. 

Kwo-iie'slii', or Dusli-kwo-ne'she, the dragon-fly. 

Mahnahbe'zee, the sivan. 

Mahng, the loon. 

Mahn-go-tay'see, loon-hearted brave. 

Mahnomo'nee, ivild rice. 

Ma'ma, the woodpecker. 

Maskeno'zha, the pike. 

Me'da, a medicine-man. 

Meenah'ga, the blueberry. 

Megissog'won, the great Pearl-Feather, u magician and the 
Manito of Wealth. 

Meshinau'wa, a pipe-bearer. 

Minjekah'wun, Hiawatha's mittens. 

Minneha'ha, Laughing Water ; a loater-fall on a stream run- 
ning into the Mississippi, between Fort Snelling and the Falls 
of St. Anthony. 

Mianeha,'hsi, Laughing Water; wif of Hiawatha. 

Minne-wa'wa, a pleasant sound, as of the wind in the trees. 

Mishc-Mo'kn'a, the Great Bear. 

Mishe-Nah'ma, the Great Sturgeon. 

Miskodeed', the .Spring Beauty, the Claytonia Virginica. 

Monda'min, Indian corn. 

Moon of Bright Nights, April. 

Moon of Leaves, May. 

Moon of Strawberries, June. 

Moon of the Falling Leaves, September. 

Moon of Snow-Shoes, November. 

Mudjekee'wis, the West- Wind ; father of Hiawatha. 

Mudway-aush'ka, sound of waves on a shore. 

Mushkoda'sa, the grouse. 

Na'gow Wudj'oo, the Sand Dunes of Lake Supvriur. 

Nah'ma, the sturgeon. 



Nah'ma-wusk, spearmint. 

Nee-ba-naw'baigs, water spirits. 

Nenemoo'sha, sweetheart, 

Nepah'win, sleep. 

Noko'inis, a grandmother ; mother of Wenonah. 

No'sa, my father. 

Nush'ka, fooA;/ look! 

Odah'min, the strawberry. 

Okahah'wis, the fresh-water herring. 

Ome'me, the pigeon. 

Ona'gon, a howl. 

Onaway', awake. 

Ope'chee, the robin. 

Osse'o, Son of the Evening Star. 

Owais^a, the bluebird. 

Oweenee', wife of Osseo. 

Ozawa'beek, a round piece of brass or copper in the Game of 

the Bowl. 
Pahpuk-kee'na, the grasshopper. 
Pau'guk, death. 

Pau-Puk-Kee'wis, the handsome Yenadizze, the Storm-Fool. 
Pauwa'ting, Sault Sainte Marie. 
Pe'boan, Winter. 

Pem'ican, meat of the deer or buffalo dried and pounded. 
Pczhekee', the bison. 
Pishnekuh', the brant. 
Pone'mah, hereafter. 
Pugasaing', Game of the Bowl. 
Puggawan'gun, a war-club. 

Puk-Wiidj'ies, little wild men of the woods; pygmies. 
Sah-sah-je'wun, rapids. 
Sah'wa, the perch. 
Segwun', Spring. 
Sha'da, the pelican. 
Shahbo'min, the gooseberry. 
Shah-shah, long ago. 
Shaugoda'ya, a coward. 
Shawgashee', the craiv-fish. 
Shawonda'see, the South-Wind. 
Shaw-shaw, the swallow. 

Shesh'ebwug, ducks ; pieces in the Game of the Bowl. 
Shin'gebis, the diver or grebe. 
Showain' neme'shin, pity me. 
Shuh-shuli'gah, the blue heron. 
Soan-ge-ta'ha, strong hearted. 
Subbeka'she, the spider. 
Sugge'ma, the mosquito. 
T!o'tem, family coat of arms. 
Ugh, yes. 

Ugudwash', the sun-fish. 
Unktahee', the God of Water. 
Wabas^so, the rabbit ; the North. 
Wabe'no, a magician, a juggler. 
Wabe'no-wusk, yarrow. 
Wa'bun, the East-Wind. 

Wa'bun An'nung, the .Star of the East, the Morning Star. 
Wahono'win, a cry of lamentation. 
Wah-wah-tay'see, the fire-fly. 
Wam'pum, beads of shell. 
AA^aube^\"\'on, a white skin wrapper. 
Wa'wa, the wild goose. 
Waw'beek, a rock. 
Wa\v-be-wa'wa, the white goose. 
Wawonais'sa, the whippoorwill. 
Way-muk-kwa'na, the caterpillar. 
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AVcii'digoes, giants. 

AVeno'uah, Hiawatha's mollier, daughter of Xnkomis. 

Ycnadiz'ze, an idler and gambler ; an Indian dandy. 

Page 221. In the Vale of Tawasentha. 

This valley, now called Xorman's Kill, is in Al- 
bany County, New York. 

Page 222. On the Mountains of the Prairie. 

Mr. Catlin, in his "" Letters and Xotes on the Man- 
nerSjCustoms, and Condition of the North American 
Indians," vol. ii., p. 160, gives an interesting account 
of the Coteau des Prairies, and the Red Pipestone 
Quarry. He says : — 

" Here (according to their traditions) happened 
the mysterious birth of the red pipe, which has blown 
its fumes of peace and war to the remotest corners 
of the continent ; which has visited every warrior, 
and passed through its reddened stem the irrevocable 
oath of war and desolation. And here, also, the 
peace-breathing calumet was born, and fringed with 
the eagle's quills, which has shed its thrilling fumes 
over the land, and soothed the fury of the relentless 
savaije. 

'• The Great Spirit at an ancient period here 
called the Indian nations together, and, standing on 
the precipice of the red pipe-stone rock, broke from 
its wall a piece, and made a huge pipe by turning it 
in his hand, which he smoked over them, and to the 
North, the South, the East, and the AVest, and told 
them that this stone was red, — that it was their 
flesh, — that they must use it for their pipes of 
peace, — that it belonged to them all. and that the 
war-club and scalping-knife must not be raised on 
its ground. At the last whiff of his pipe his head 
went into a great cloud, and the whole surface of 
the rock for several miles was melted and glazed ; 
two great ovens were opened beneath, and two 
women (guardian spirits of the place) entered them 
in a blaze of fire ; and they are heard there yet (Tso- 
mec-cos-tee and Tso-me-cos-te-won-dee), answering to 
tlie invocations of the high-priests or medicine-men. 
who consult them when they are visitors to this 
sacred place." 

Page 226. Hark you, Bear! you are a coward. 
This anecdote is from Heckewelder. In his ac- 
count of the Indian Nations, he describes an Indian 
hunter as addressing a bear in nearly these words. 

I was present," he says, " at the delivery of this cu- 
rious invective ; when the hunter had despatched the 
bear, I asked him how he thought that poor animal 
could understand what he said to it. ' Oh,' said he in 
answer, ' the bear understood me very well ; did you 
not observe how ashamed he looked while I was up- 
braiding him ? ' " — Transactions of the American 
Philosophical Socirfy, vol. i., p. 24:0 



Pat;e 230. Bush! the Naked Bear will hear thee! 

Heckewelder. in a letter published in the " Trans- 
actions of the American Philosophical Society," vol. 
iv., p. 260, speaks of this tradition as prevalent 
among the Mohicans and Delawares. 

"Their reports,'' he says, "run thus: that among 
all animals that had l)een formerly in this country, 
this was the most ferocious ; that it was much larger 
than the largest of the common bears, and remarka- 
bly long-bodied ; all over (except a spot of hair on 
its back of a white color) naked. . . 

" The history of this animal used to be a subject 
of conversation among the Indians, especially when 
in the woods a hunting. I have also heard them say 
to their children when crying : ' Hush ! the naked 
bear will hear you, be upon you, and devour you.' " 

Page 235. Where the Falls of Minnehaha, etc. 

■' The scenery about Fort Snelling is rich in 
beauty. The Falls of St. Anthony are familiar to 
travellers, and to readers of Indian sketches. Be- 
tween the fort and these falls are the ' Little Falls,' 
forty feet in height, on a stream that empties into 
the Mississippi. The Indians called them Mine-hah- 
hah, or 'laughing waters.'" — Mrs. Eastman's 
Dacotah, or Legends of the Sioux, Introd., p. ii. 

Page 257. Sand Hills of the Nagow Wudjoo. 

A description of the Grand Sable, or great sand- 
dunes of Lake Superior, is given in Foster and 
Whitney's " Report on the Geology of the Lake 
Superior Land District," Part II., p. 131. 

" The Grand Sable possesses a scenic interest little 
inferior to that of the Pictured Rocks. The ex- 
plorer passes abruptly from a coast of consolidated 
sand to one of loose materials ; and although in the 
one case the cliffs are less precipitous, yet in the 
other they attain a higher altitude. He sees before 
him a long reach of coast, resembling a vast sand- 
bank, more than three hundred and fifty feet in 
height, without a trace of vegetation. Ascending to 
the top, rounded hillocks of blown sand are observed, 
with occasional clumps of trees, standing out like 
oases in the desert.'' 

Page 2,5fs. Onaway ! Awake, beloved! 

The original of this song may be found in " Lit- 
tell's Living Age," vol. xxv., p. 45. 

Page 2.V.I. Or the Red Swan floating, flying. 

The fanciful tradition of the Red Swan may be 
found in Schoolcraft's •' Algic Researches," vol. ii., p. 
9. Three brothers were hunting on a wager to see 
who would bring home the first game. 

" They were to shoot no other animal," so the le- 
gend says, '• but such as each was in the habit of kill- 
ing. They set out different ways ; Odjibwa, the 
youngest, had not gone far before he saw a bear, an 
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animal he was not to kill, by the agreement. He fol- 
lowed him close, and drove an arrow through him, 
which brought him to the ground. Although con- 
trary to the bet, he immediately commenced skinning 
him, when suddenly something red tinged all the air 
around him. lie rubbed his eyes, thinking he was 
perhaps deceived ; but without effect, for the red hue 
continued. At length he heard a strange noise at a 
distance. It first appeared like a human voice, but 
after following the sound for some distance, he 
reached the shores of a lake, and soon saw the object 
he was looking for. At a distance out in the lake 
sat a most beautiful Red Swan, whose plumage glit- 
tered in the sun, and who would now and then make 
the same noise he had heard. He was within long 
bow-shot, and, pulling the arrow from the bowstring 
up to his ear, took deliberate aim and shot. The ar- 
row took no effect ; and he shot and shot again till 
his quiver was empty. Still the swan remained, mov- 
ing round and round, stretching its long neck and 
dipping its bill into the water, as if heedless of the 
arrows shot at it. Odjibwa ran home and got all his 
own and his brothers' arrows, and shot them all away. 
He then stood and gazed at the beautiful bird. 
While standing, he remembered his brothers' saying 
that in their deceased father's medicine-sack were 
three magic arrows. Off he started, his anxiety to 
kill the swan overcoming all scruples. At any other 
time, he would have deemed it sacrilege to open his 
father's medicine-sack ; but now he hastily seized the 
three arrows and ran back, leaving the other con- 
tents of the sack scattered over the lodge. The swan 
was still there. He shot the first arrow with great 
precision, and came very near to it. The second 
came still closer ; as he took the last arrow, he felt 
his arm firmer, and, drawing it up with ^igor, saw it 
pass through the neck of the swan a little above the 
breast. Still it did not prevent the bird from flying 
off, which it did, however, at first slowly, flapping its 
wings and rising gradually into the air, and then 
flying off toward the sinking of the sun." — Pages 
10-12. 

Page 263. When I think of my beloved. 

The original of this song may be found in " One- 
ota," p. 15. 

Page 264. Sing the mysteries of Mondamin. 

The Indians hold the maize, or Indian corn, in 
great veneration. " They esteem it so important and 
divine a grain," says Schoolcraft, " that their story- 
tellers invented various tales, in which this idea is 
symbolized under the form of a special gift from the 
Great Spirit. The Odjibwa-Algonquins, who call it 
Mon-da-min, that is, this Spirit's grain or berry, have 
a pretty story of the kind, in which the stalk in full 



tassel is represented as descending from the sky, un- 
der the guise of a handsome youth, in answer to the 
prayers of a young man at his fast of virility, or com- 
ing to manhood. 

" It is well known that corn-planting and corn-gath- 
ering, at least among all the still uncolonized tribes, 
are left entirely to the females and children, and a 
few superannuated old men. It is not generally 
known, perhaps, that this labor is not compulsory, 
and that it is assumed by the females as a just equiv- 
alent, in their view, for the onerous and continuous 
labor of the other sex, in providing meats, and skins 
for clothing, by the chase, and in defending their vil- 
lages against their enemies, and keeping intruders off 
their territories. A good Indian housewife deems 
this a part of her prerogative, and prides herself to 
have a store of corn to exercise her hospitality, or 
duly honor her husband's hospitality in the entertain- 
ment of the lodge guests." — Oneota, p. 82. 

Page 264. Thus the fields shall he more fruitful. 

" A singular proof of this belief, in both sexes, of 
the mysterious influence of the steps of a woman on 
the vegetable and insect creation, is found in an an- 
cient custom, which was related to me, respecting 
corn-planting. It was the practice of the hunter's 
wife, when the field of corn had been planted, to 
choose the first dark or overclouded evening to per- 
form a secret circuit, sans habillement, around the 
field. For this purpose she slipped out of the lodge 
in the evening, unobserved, to some obscure nook, 
where she completely disrobed. Then, taking her 
matchecota, or principal garment, in one hand, she 
dragged it around the field. This was thought to in- 
sure a prolific crop, and to prevent the assaults of in- 
sects and worms upon the grain. It was supposed 
they could not creep over the charmed line." — Owe- 
ota, p. 83. 

Page 266. With his prisoner-string he hound him. 

" These cords," says Mr. Tanner, " are made of the 
bark of the elm tree, by boiling and then immersing 

it in cold water The leader of a war party 

commonly carries several fastened about his waist, 
and if, in the course of the fight, any one of his young 
men takes a prisoner, it is his duty to bring him im- 
mediately to the chief, to be tied, and the latter is re- 
sponsible for his safe keeping.'' — Narrative of Cap- 
tivity and Adventures, p. 412. 

Page 267. 

Wagemin, the thief of cornfields, 
Paimosaid, who steals the maize-ear. 

" If one of the young female buskers finds a red 
ear of corn, it is typical of a brave admirer, and is re- 
garded as a fitting present to some young warrior. 
But if the ear be crooked, and tapering to a point, no 
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matter what color, the whole circle is set in a roar, 
and wa-ge-min is the word shouted aloud. It is the 
symbol of a thief in the cornfield. It is considered 
as the image of an old man stooping as he enters the 
lot. Had the chisel of Praxiteles been employed to 
produce this image, it could not more vividly bring 
to the minds of the merry group the idea of a pilferer 
of their favorite mondamin 

"The literal meaning of the term is, a mass, or 
crooked ear of grain ; but the ear of corn so called is 
a conventional type of a little old man pilfering ears 
of corn in a cornfield. It is in this manner that a 
single word or term, in these curious languages, be- 
comes the fruitful parent of many ideas. And we 
can thus perceive why it is that the word wngemin is 
alone competent to excite merriment in the husking 
circle. 

" This term is taken as a basis of the cereal chorus, 
or corn song, as sung by the Northern Algonquin 
tribes. It is coupled with the phrase Paimosaid, — 
a permutative form of the Indian substantive, made 
from the verb pim-o-sa, to walk. Its literal meaning 
is, he who walks, or the walker ; but the ideas con- 
veyed by it are, he who walks by night to pilfer corn. 
It offers, therefore, a kind of parallelism in expression 
to the preceding term." — Oneota, p. 254. 

Page 273. Pugasaing, with thirteen pieces. 

This Game of the Bowl is the principal game of 
hazard among the Northern tribes of Indians. Mr. 
Schoolcraft gives a particular account of it in " Oneo- 
ta," p. 85." " This game," he says, " is very fascinat- 
ing to some portions of the Indians. They stake at 
it their ornaments, weapons, clothing, canoes, horses, 
e^'erything in fact they possess ; and have been 
known, it is said, to set up their wives and children, 
and even to forfeit their own liberty. Of such des- 
perate stakes I have seen no examples, nor do I think 
the game itself in common use. It is rather confined 
to certain persons, who hold the relative rank of 
gamblers in Indian society, — men who are not noted 
as hunters or warriors, or steady providers for their 
families. Among these are persons who bear the 
term of lenadizze-wug, that is, wanderers about the 
country, braggadocios, or fops. It can hardly be 
classed with the popular games of amusement, by 
which skill and dexterity are acquired. I have gen- 
erally found the chiefs and graver men of the tribes, 
who encouraged the young men to play ball, and are 
sure to be present at the customary sports, to witness, 
and sanction, and applaud them, speak lightly and dis- 
paragingly of this game of hazard. Yet it cannot be 
denied that some of the chiefs, distinguished in war 
and the chase, at the West, can be referred to as 
lending their example to its fascinating power." 



See also his " History, Conditions, and Prospects 
of the Indian Tribes," Part II., p. 72. 

Page 280. 2h the Pictured Rocks of sandstone. 

The reader will find a long description of the Pic- 
tured Rocks in Foster and Whitney's " Report on the 
Geology of the Lake Superior Land District," Part II., 
p. 124. From this I make the foljowing extract: — 

" The Pictured Rocks may be described, in genei'al 
terms, as a series of sandstone bluffs extending along 
the shore of Lake Superior for about five miles, and 
rising, in most places, vertically from the water, with- 
out any beach at the base, to a height varying from 
fifty to nearly two liundred feet. Were they simply 
a line of cliffs, thej' might not, so far as relates to 
height or extent, be worthy of a rank among great 
natural curiosities, although such an assemblage of 
rocky strata, washed by the waves of the great lake, 
would not, under any circumstances, be destitute of 
grandeur. To the voyager, coasting along their base 
in his frail canoe, they would, at all times, be an ob- 
ject of dread; the recoil of the surf, the rock-bound 
coast, affording for miles no place of refuge, — the 
lowering sky, the rising wind, — all these would ex- 
cite his apprehension, and induce him to ply a vigorous 
oar until the dreaded wall was passed. But in the 
Pictured Rocks there are two features which commu- 
nicate to the scenery a wonderful and almost unique 
character. These are, first, the curious manner in 
which the clifis have been excavated and worn away 
by the action of the lake, which, for centuries, has 
dashed an ocean-like surf against their base ; and, 
second the equally curious manner in which large 
portions of the surface have been colored by bands 
of brilliant hues. 

" It is from the latter circumstance that the name, 
by which these cliffs are known to the American 
traveller, is derived ; while that applied to them by 
the French voyageurs (' Les Portails ') is derived 
from the former, and by far the most striking pecu- 
liarity. 

" The term Pictured Rocks has been in use for a 
great length of time ; but when it was first applied, 
we have been unable to discover. It would seem that 
the first travellers were more impressed with the 
novel and striking distribution of colors on the sur- 
face than with the astonishing variet}' of form into 
which the cliffs themselves have been worn 

" Our voyageurs had many legends to relate of the 
pranks of the Menni-bojou in these caverns, and, in 
answer to our inquiries, seemed disposed to fabricate 
stories, without end, of the achievements of this In- 
dian deity." 

Page 291. Toward the sun his hands were lifted. 

In this manner, and wilh such salutations, was 
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Father Marquette received by the Illinois. See his 

" Voyages et Decouvertes,'' Section V. 

Page 333. 

That of our vices we can frame 

A ladder. 

The words of St. Augustine are, " De vitiis nos- 
tris scalam nobis facimus, si vitia ipsa calcamus." 
Sermon III., De Ascensione. 

Page 334. The Phantom Ship. 

A detailed account of this " apparition of a Ship 
in the Air " is given by Cotton Mather in his " Mag- 
nalia Christi," Book I., ch. 6. It is contained in a 
letter from the Rev. James Pierpont, Pastor of New 
Haven. To this account Mather adds these words : — 

" Reader, there being yet living so many credible 
gentlemen that were eyewitnesses of this wonderful 
thing, I venture to publish it for a thing as undoubted 
as 't is wonderful." 

Page 338. And the Emperor but a Macho. 

Macho, in Spanish, signifies a mule. Golondriiia 
is the feminine form of Golondri.no, a swallow, and 
also a cant name for a deserter. 

Page 341. Oliver Basselin. 

Oliver Basselin, the ^^ Perejoyeux du Vaudeville," 
flourished in the fifteenth century, and gave to his 
convivial songs the name of his native valleys, in 
which he sang them, Vaux-de-Vire. This name was 
afterwards corrupted into the modern Vaudeville. 

Page 342. Victor Galbraith. 

This poena is founded on fact. Victor Galbraith 
was a bugler in a company of volunteer cavahy, and 
was shot in Mexico for some breach of discipline. It 
is a common superstition among soldiers, that no balls 
will kill them unless their names are written on them. 
The old proverb says, " Every bullet has its billet." 

Page 343. I remember the sea-fight far away. 

This was the engagement between the Enterprise 
and Boxer, off the harbor of Portland, in which both 
captains were slain. They were buried side by side, 
in the cemetery on Mountjoy. 

Page 347. Santa Filomena. 

" At Pisa the church of San Francisco contains a 
chapel dedicated lately to Santa Filomena ; over the 
altar is a picture, by Sabatelli, representing the Saint 
as a beautiful, nymph-like figure, floating down from 
heaven, attended by two angels bearing the lily, palm, 
and javelin, and beneath, in the foreground, the sick 
and maimed, who are healed by her intercession." — 
Mrs. Jameson, Sacred and Legendary Art, ii., 298. 

Page 585. The Golden Legend. The old 
Legenda Aurea, or Golden Legend, was originally 
written in Latin, in the thirteenth century, by Jaco- 
bus de Voragine, a Dominican friar, who afterwards 
became Archbishop of Genoa, and died in 1292. 



He called his book simply " Legends of the 
Saints." The epithet of Golden was given it by his 
admirers ; for, as Wynkin de Worde says, " Like as 
passeth gold in value all other metals, so this Legend 
exceedeth all other books." But Edward Leigh, in 
much distress of mind, calls it " a book written by a 
man of a leaden heart for the basenesse of the errours, 
that are without wit or reason, and of a brazen fore- 
head, for his impudent boldnesse in reporting things 
so fabulous and incredible.'' 

This work, the great text-book of the legendary 
lore of the Middle Ages, was translated into French 
in the fourteenth century by Jean de Vignay, and in 
the fifteenth into English by William Caxton. It 
has lately been made more accessible by a new 
French translation : " La Legende Doree, traduite 
du Latin, par M. G. B." Paris, 1850. There is a 
copy of the original, with the "Gesta Longobar- 
dorum " appended, in the Harvard College Library, 
Cambridge, printed at Strasburg, 149('). Tlie title- 
page is wanting ; and the volume begins with the 
Tabula Legendorum. 

I have called this poem the Golden Legend, be- 
cause the story upon which it is founded seems to me 
to surpass all other legends in beauty and significance. 
It exhibits, amid the corruptions of the Middle Ages, 
the virtue of disinterestedness and self-sacrifice, and 
the power of Faith, Hope, and Charity, sufficient for 
all the exigencies of life and death. The story is 
told, and perhaps invented, by Hartmann von der 
Aue, a Minnesinger of the twelfth century. The 
original may be found in Mailath's " Altdeutsche 
Gedlchte," with a modern German version. There 
is another in Marbach's " Volksbiicher," No. 32. 

Page 585. 

For these bells have been anointed, 
And baptized with holy water ! 

The consecration and baptism of bells is one of 
the most curious ceremonies of the Church in the 
Middle Ages. The Council of Cologne ordained as 
follows : — 

" Let the bells be blessed, as the trumpets of the 
Church militant, by which the people are assembled 
to hear the word of God ; the clergy to announce liis 
mercy by day, and his truth in their nocturnal vigils : 
that by their sound the faithful may be invited to 
prayers, and that the spirit of devotion in them may 
be increased. The fathers have also maintained that 
demons, affrighted by the sound of bells calling Chris- 
tians to prayers, would flee away ; and when they 
fled, the persons of the faithful would be secure : that 
the destruction of lightnings and whirlwinds would 

be averted, and the spirits of the storm defeated." 

Edinburgh Encyclopaedia, Art. '• Bells." 
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See also Scheible's " Kloster," vi., 776. 

Page 603. It is the malediction of Eve ! 

'■Nee esses plus quam feraina, quiE nunc etiam 
viros transcendis, et quae maledictionem Evas in ben- 
edictionem vertisti Mariae.'' — Epistola Abcelardi Be- 
loisscB. 

Page 615. To come back to my text ! 

In giving this sermon of Friar Cuthbert as a speci- 
men of the Risus Pasckales, or street-preaching of 
the monks at Easter, I have exaggerated nothing. 
This very anecdote, offensive as it is, comes from a 
discourse of Father Barletta, a Dominican friar of 
the fifteenth century, whose fame as a popular 
preacher was so great that it gave rise to the prov- 
erb, — 

Nescit predicare 
Qui nescit Barlettare. 

" Among the abuses introduced in this century," 
says Tiraboschi, " was that of exciting from the pul- 
pit the laughter of the hearers ; as if that were the 
same thing as converting them. We have examples 
of tliis, not only in Italy, but also in France, where 
the sermons of Menot and Maillard, and of others, 
who would make a better appearance on the stage 
than in the pulpit, are still celebrated for such fol- 
lies." 

If the reader is curious to see how far the freedom 
of speech was carried in these popular sermons, he is 
referred to Scheible's " Kloster," vol. i., where he will 
find extracts from Abraham a Sancta Clara, Sebastian 
Frank, and others ; and in particular an anonymous 
discourse called " Der Grauel der Verwustung," The 
Abomination of Desolation, preached at Ottakring, 
a village west of Vienna, November 25, 1782, in 
which the license of language is carried to its utmost 
limit. 

See also " Predicatoriana, ou Revelations singulieres 
et amusantes sur les Predicateurs ; par G. P. Phi- 
lomneste." (Menin.) This work contains extract 
from the popular sermons of St. Vincent Ferrier, 
Barletta, Menot, Maillard, Marini, Raulin, Valladier, 
De Besse, Camus, Pere Andre, Bening, and the most 
eloquent of all, Jacques Brydaine. 

My authority for the spiritual interpretation of 
bell-ringing, which follows, is Durandus, " Ration Di- 
vin. Ofiic.," Lib. I., cap. 4. 

Page 618. The Nativity: a Miracle-Play. 

A singular chapter in the history of the Middle 
Ages is that which gives account of the early Chris- 
tian Drama, the Mysteries, Moralities, and Miracle- 
Plays, which were at first performed in churches, and 
afterwards in the streets, on fixed or movable stages. 
For the most part, the IMysteries were founded on 
the historic portions of the Old and New Testaments, 
IIG 



and the Miracle-Plays on the lives of Saints ; a dis- 
tinction not always observed, however, for in Mr. 
Wright's " Early Mysteries and other Latin Poems 
of the Twelfth and Thirteenth Centuries," the Resur- 
rection of Lazarus is called a jMiracle, and not a 
Mystery. The ]\Ioralities were plays in which the 
Virtues and Vices were personified. 

The earliest religious play which has been pre- 
served is the " Christos Paschon " of Gregory Nazian- 
zen, written in Greek, in the fourth century. Next to 
this come the remarkable Latin plays of Roswitha, 
the Nun of Gandersheim, in the tenth century, 
which, though crude and wanting in artistic construc- 
tion, are marked by a good deal of dramatic power 
and interest. A handsome edition of these plays, 
with a French translation, has been lately published, 
entitled " Theatre de Rotsvitha, Religieuse allemande 
du X° Siecle. Par Charles Magnin." Paris, 1845. 

The most important collections of English Mys- 
teries and Miracle-Plays are those known as the 
Townley, the Chester, and the Coventry Plays. The 
first of these collections has been published by the 
Surtees Society, and the other two by the Shake- 
speare Society. In his Introduction to the Coventry 
Mysteries, the editor, ]Mr. Halliwell, quotes the fol- 
lowing passage from Dugdale's " Antiquities of War- 
wickshire " : — 

" Before the suppression of the monasteries, this 
city was very famous for the pageants, that were 
played therein, upon Corpus-Christi day ; which, oc- 
casioning very great confluence of people thither, 
from far and near, was of no small benefit thereto ; 
which pageants being acted with mighty state and 
reverence by the friars of this house, had theaters for 
the severall scenes, very large and high, placed upon 
wheels, and drawn to all the eminent parts of the city, 
for the better advantage of spectators : and contain'd 
the story of the New Testament, composed into old 
English Rithme, as appeareth by an ancient jMS. in- 
tituled Liidus Corporis Ghristi, or Ludus Gonventrice. 
1 have been told by some old people, who in their 
younger years were eyewitnesses of these pageants 
so acted, that the yearly confluence of people to see 
that shew was extraordinary great, and yielded no 
small advantage to this city." 

The representation of religious plays has not yet 
been wholly discontinued by the Roman Church. 
At Ober-Ammergau, in the Tyrol, a grand spectacle 
of this kind is exhibited once in ten years. A very 
graphic description of that which took place in the 
year 1850 is given by Miss Anna Mary Howitt, in 
her " Art-Student in Munich," vol. i., chap. 4. She 
says : — 

" We had come expecting to feel our souls revolt 
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at so material a representation of Christ, as any rep- 
resentation of him we naturally imagined must be 
in a peasant's Miracle-Play. Yet so far, strange to 
confess, neither horror, disgust, nor contempt was 
excited in our minds. Such an earnest solemnity 
and simplicity breathed throughout the whole of the 
performance, that to me, at least, anything like anger, 
or a perception of the ludicrous, would have seemed 
more irreverent on my part than was this simple, 
childlike rendering of the sublime Christian tragedy. 
We felt at times as though the figures of Cimabue's, 
Giotto's, and Perugino's pictures had become ani- 
mated, and were moving before us ; there was the 
same simple arrangement and brilliant color of dra- 
pery, — the same earnest, quiet dignity about the 
heads, whilst the entire absence of all theatrical effect 
wonderfully increased the illusion. There were scenes 
and groups so extraordinarily like the early Italian 
pictures, that you could have declared they were the 
works of Giotto and Perugino, and not living men 
and women, had not the figures moved and spoken, 
and the breeze stirred their richly colored drapery, 
and the sun cast long, moving shadows behind them 
on the stage. These eiFeots of sunshine and shadow, 
and of drapery fluttered by the wind, were very strik- 
ing and beautiful ; one could imagine how the Greeks 
must have availed themselves of such striking effects 
in their theatres open to the sky.'' 

Mr. Bayard Taylor, in his " Eldorado,'' gives a 
description of a Mystery he saw performed at San 
Lionel, in Mexico. See vol. ii., chap. 11. 

" Against the wing-wall of the Hacienda del Mayo, 
which occupied one end of the plaza, was raised a 
platform, on which stood a table covered with scarlet 
cloth. A rude bower of cane-leaves, on one end of 
the platform, represented the manger of Bethlehem ; 
while a cord, stretched from its top across the plaza 
to a hole in the front of the church, bore a large tin- 
sel star, suspended by a hole in its centre. There 
was quite a crowd in the -plaza, and very soon a pro- 
cession appeared, coming up from the lower part of 
the village. The three kings took the lead ; the 
Virgin, mounted on an ass that gloried in a gilded 
saddle and rose-besprinkled mane and tail, followed 
them, led by the angel ; and several women, with 
curious masks of paper, brought up the rear. Two 
characters of the harlequin sort — one with a dog's 
head on his shoulders, and the other a bald-headed 
friar, with a huge hat hanging on his back — played 
all sorts of antics for the diversion of the crowd. 
After making the circuit of the plaza, the Virgin was 
taken to the platform, and entered the manger. King 
Herod took his seat at the scarlet t.ible, with an at- 
tendant in blue coat and red sash, whom I took to be 



his Prime Minister. The three kings remained on 
their horses in front of the church ; but between 
them and the platform, under the string on which 
the star was to slide, walked two men in long white 
robes and blue hoods, with parchment folios in their 
hands. These were the Wise Men of the East, as 
one might readily know from their solemn air, and 
the mysterious glances which they cast towards all 
quarters of the heavens. 

" In a little while, a company of women on the 
platform, concealed behind a curtain, sang an angelic 
chorus to the tune of ' O pescator dell'onda.' At the 
proper moment, the Magi turned towards the plat- 
form, followed by the star, to which a string was con- 
veniently attached, that it might be slid along the 
line. The three kings followed the star till it reached 
the manger, when they dismounted, and inquired for 
the sovereign whom it had led them to visit. They 
were invited upon the platform, and introduced to 
Herod, as the only king ; this did not seem to satisfy 
them, and, after some conversation, they retired. By 
this time the star had receded to the other end of the 
line, and commenced moving forward again, they fol- 
lowing. The angel called them into the manger, 
where, upon their knees, they were shown a small 
wooden box, supposed to contain the sacred infant ; 
they then retired, and the star brought them back no 
more. After this departure. King Herod declared 
himself greatly confused by what he had witnessed, 
and was very much afraid this newly found king 
would weaken his power. Upon consultation with 
his Prime Minister, the Massacre of the Innocents 
was decided upon, as the only means of security. 

" The angel, on hearing this, gave warning to the 
Virgin, who quickly got down from the platform, 
mounted her bespangled donkey, and hurried off 
Herod's Prime Minister dii'ected all the children to 
be handed up for execution. A boy, in a ragged 
sarape, was caught and thrust forward ; the Minister 
took him by the heels in spite of his kicking, and 
held his head on the table. The little brother and 
sister of the boy, thinking he was really to be decap- 
itated, yelled at the top of their voices, in an agony 
of terror, which threw the crowd into a roar of laugh- 
ter. King Herod brought down his sword with a 
whack on the table, and the Prime Minister, dipping 
his brush into a pot of white paint which stood be- 
fore him, made a flaring cross on the boy's face. 
Several other boys were caught and served likewise ; 
and finally the two harlequins, whose kicks and strug- 
gles nearly shook down the platform. The proces- 
sion then went off up the hill, followed by the whole 
population of the village. All the evening there 
were fandangoes in the meson, bonfires and rockets 
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on the plaza, ringing of bells, and high mass in the 
church, with the accompaniment of two guitars, tink- 
ling to lively polkas." 

In 1852 there was a representation of this kind by 
Germans in Boston : and I have now before me the 
copy of a play-bill, announcing the performance, on 
June 10, 1852, in Cincinnati, of the " Great Biblico- 
Historical Drama, the Life of Jesus Christ," with the 
characters and the names of the performers. 

Page 629. Tlie Scriptorinm. 

A most interesting volume might be written on the 
Calligraphers and Clirysographers, the transcribers 
and illuminators of manuscripts in the Middle Ages. 
These men were for the most part monks, who la- 
bored, sometimes for pleasure and sometimes for pen- 
ance, in multiplying copies of the classics and the 
Scriptures. 

" Of all bodily labors which are proper for us," 
says Cassiodorus, the old Calaljrian monk, " that of 
copying books has always been more to my taste than 
any other. The more so, as in this exercise the mind 
is instructed by the reading of the Holy Scriptures, 
and it is a kind of homily to the others, whom these 
books may reach. It is preaching with the hand, by 
converting the fingers into tongues ; it is publishing 
to men in silence the words of salvation ; in fine, it 
is fighting against the demon with pen and ink. As 
many words as a transcriber writes, so many wounds 
the demon receives. In a word, a recluse, seated in 
his chair to copy books, travels into diffei-ent prov- 
inces without moving from the spot, and the labor of 
his hands is felt even where he is not." 

Nearly every monastery was provided with its 
Scriptorium. Nicolas de Clairvaux, St. Bernard's 
secretary, in one of his letters describes his cell, 
which he calls Scriptoriolum, where he copied books. 
And Mabillon, in his " Etudes Moiiastiques," says 
that in his time were still to be seen at Citeaux 
" many of those little cells, where the transcribers 
and bookbinders worked." 

Silvestre's " Paleographie Universelle " contains a 
vast number of fac-similes of the most beautiful illumi- 
nated manuscripts of all ages and all countries ; and 
Montfaucon in his " Palajographia Grseca " gives the 
names of over three hundred calligraphers. He also 
gives an account of the books they copied, and the 
colophons with which, as with a satisfactory flourish 
of the pen, they closed their long-continued labors. 
Many of these are very curious ; expressing joy, hu- 
mility, remorse ; entreating the reader's prayers and 
pardon for the writer's sins ; and sometimes pronoun- 
cing a malediction on any one who should steal the 
book. A few of these I subjoin : — 

" As pilgrims rejoice, beholding their native land, 



so are transcribers made glad, beholding the end of a 
book." 

" Sweet is it to write the end of any book." 

" Ye who read, pray for me, who have written this 
book, the humble and sinful Theodulus.'' 

" As many therefore as shall read this book, par- 
don me, I beseech you, if aught I have erred in ac- 
cent acute and grave, in apostrophe, in breathing soft 
or aspirate ; and may God save you all ! Amen." 

" If anything is well, praise the transcriber ; if ill, 
pardon his unskilfulness." 

" Ye who read, pray for me, the most sinful of all 
men, for the Lord's sake." 

" The hand that has written this book shall decay, 
alas ! and become dust, and go down to the grave, the 
corrupter of all bodies. But all ye who are of the 
portion of Christ, pray that I may obtain the pardon 
of my sins. Again and again I beseech you with 
tears, brothers and fathers, accept my miserable sup- 
plication, holy choir ! I am called John, woe is me ! 
I am called Hiereus, or Sacerdos, in name only, not 
in unction," 

'' Whoever shall carry away this book, without per- 
mission of the Pope, may he incur the malediction 
of the Holy Trinity, of the Holy Mother of God, of 
Saint John the Baptist, of the one hundred and eigh- 
teen holy Nicene Fathers, and of all the Saints ; the 
fate of Sodom and Gomorrah ; and the halter of 
Judas ! Anathema, amen." 

" Keep safe, Trinity, Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost, my three fingers, with which I have written 
this book.'' 

" Mathusalas Machir transcribed this divinest book 
in toil, infirmity, and dangers many." 

" Bacchius Barbardorius and Michael Sophianus 
wrote this book in sport and laughter, being the 
guests of their noble and common friend Vincentius 
Pinellus, and Petrus Nunnius, a most learned man." 

This last colophon Montfaucon does not sufi^er to 
pass without reproof. " Other calligraphers," he re- 
marks, '' demand only the prayers of their readers, 
and the pardon of their sins ; but these glory in their 
wantonness." 

Page 635. Drink down to your peg ! 

One of the canons of Archbishop Anselm, pro- 
mulgated at the beginning of the twelfth century, or- 
dains " that priests go not to drinking-bouts, nor drink 
to pegs.'' In the times of the hard-drinking Danes, 
King Edgar ordained that " pins or nails should be 
fastened into the drinking-cups or horns at stated dis- 
tances, and whosoever should drink beyond those 
marks at one draught should be obnoxious to a severe 
punishment." 

Sharpe, in his " History of the Kings of England," 



924 



NOTES. 



says : " Our ancestors were formerly famous for com- 
potation ; their liquor was ale, and one method of 
amusing themselves in this way was with the peg- 
tankard. I had lately one of them in my hand. It 
had on the inside a row of eight pins, one above 
another, from top to bottom. It held two quarts, 
and was a noble piece of plate, so that there was a 
gill of ale, half a pint Wincester measure, between 
each peg. The law was, that every person that 
drank was to empty the space between pin and pin, 
so that the pins were so many measures to make the 
company all drink alike, and to swallow the same 
quantity of liquor. This was a pretty sure method 
of making all the company drunk, especially if it be 
considered that the rule was, that whoever drank 
short of his pin, or beyond it, was obliged to drink 
again, and even as deep as to the next pin." 

Page 636. The convent of St. Gildas de Rhuys. 

Abelard, in a letter to his friend Philintus, gives 
a sad picture of this monastery. " I live," he says, 
" in a barbarous country, the language of which I do 
not understand ; I have no conversation but with the 
rudest people, my walks are on the inaccessible 
shore of a sea, which is perpetually stormy, my 
monks are only known by their dissoluteness, and liv- 
ing without any rule or order, could you see the abby, 
Philintus, you would not call it one. the doors and 
walls are without any ornament, except the heads of 
wild boars and hinds feet, which are nailed up against 
them, and the hides of frightful animals, the cells 
are hung with the skins of deer, the monks have 
not so much as a bell to wake them, the cocks and 
dogs supply that defect, in short, they pass their 
whole days in hunting ; would to heaven that were 
their greatest fault ! or that their pleasure terminated 
there ! I endeavor in vain to recall them to their 
duty ; they all combine against me, and I only ex- 
pose myself to continual vexations and dangers. I 
imagine I see every moment a naked sword hang 
over my head, sometimes they surround me, and 
load me with infinite abuses ; sometimes they abandon 
me, and I am left alone to my own tormenting 
thoughts. I make it my endeavor to merit by my 
sufferings, and to appease an angry God. sometimes 
I grieve for the loss of the house of the Paraclete, 
and wish to see it again, ah Philintus, does not the 
love of Heloise still burn in my heart ? I have not 
yet triumphed over that unhappy passion, in the 
midst of my retirement I sigh, I weep, I pine, I 
speak the dear name Heloise, and am pleased to hear 
the sound." — Letters of the Celebrated Abelard and 



Heloise. Translated by Mr. John Hughes. Glasgow, 
1751. 

Page 648. Were it not for my magic garters and 
staff. 

The method of making the Magic Garters and the 
Magic Staff is thus laid down in " Les Secrets Mer- 
veilleux du Petit Albert," a French translation of 
" Albert! Parvi Lucii Libellus de Mirabilibus Naturae 
Arcauis " : — 

" Gather some of the herb called motherwort, 
when the sun is entering the first degree of the sign 
of Capricorn ; let it dry a little in the shade, and 
make some garters of the skin of a young hare ; that 
is to say, having cut the skin of the hare into strips 
two inches wide, double them, sew the before-men- 
tioned herb between, and wear them on your legs. 
No horse can long keep up with a man on foot, who 
is furnished with these garters." — Page 128. 

" Gather, on the morrow of All-Saints, a strong 
branch of willow, of which you will make a staff', 
fashioned to your liking. Hollow it out, by remov- 
ing the pith from within, after having furnished the 
lower end with an iron ferule. Put into the bottom 
of the staff the two eyes of a young wolf, the tongue 
and heart of a dog, three green lizards, and the hearts 
of three swallows. These must all be dried in the 
sun, between two papers, having been first sprinkled 
with finely pulverized saltpetre. Besides all these, 
put into the staff seven leaves of vervain, gathered 
on the eve of St. John the Baptist, with a stone of 
divers colors, which you will find in the nest of the 
lapwing, and stop the end of the staff with a pomel 
of box, or of any other material you please, and be as- 
sured that this staff will guarantee you from the 
perils and mishaps which too often befall travellers, 
either from robbers, wild beasts, mad dogs, or ven- 
omous animals. It will also procure you the good- 
will of those with whom you lodge." — Page 130. 

Page 652. Saint Elmo's stars. 

So the Italian sailors call the phosphorescent 
gleams that sometimes play about the masts and rig- 
ging of ships. 

Page 653. The School of Salerno. 

For a history of the celebrated schools of Salerno 
and Monte-Cassino, the reader is referred to Sir 
Alexander Croke's Introduction to the " Kegimen 
Sanitatis Salernitanum ; " and to Kurt Sprengel's 
" Geschichte der Arzneikunde," i. 463, or Jourdan's 
French translation of it, " Histoire de la Medecine," 
ii. 354. 




[The titles in small capital letters are those of the principal divisions of the work, those in lower-case are single poems, 
or the sub-divisions of long poems.] 



Aftermath, 363. 

Afternoon in February, 134. 

Allah, 880. 

Amalfi, 368. 

Angel and the Child, The, 784. 

Annie of Tharaw, 141. 

April Day, An, 12. 

Arrow and tlie Song, The, 139. 

Arsenal at Springfield, The, 122. 

Artist, The, 883. 

Autumn, 13, 140. 

Azrael, 462. 

Ballad of Carmilhan, The, 443. 

Ballad of the French Fleet, A, 858. 

Ballads and other Poems, 39. 

Baron of St. Castine, The, 455. 

Barrages, 879. 

Bayard Taylor, 890. 

Beatrice, 29. 

Beleaguered City, The, 9. 

Belfry of Bruges and other Poems, The, 11 ^ 

Belfry of Bruges, The, 120. 

Belisarius, 371. 

Bell of Atri, The, 433. 

Bells of Lynn, The, 605. 

Beware, 35. 

Bird and the Ship, The, 34. 

Birds of KilUngworth, The, 425. 

Birds of Passage, 332. 

Birds of Passage. 

Flight the First, 331. 
Flight the Second, 353. 
Flight the Third, 359. 
Flight the Fourth, 366. 
Flight the Fifth, 851. 

Bishop Sigurd at Salten Fiord, 406. 

Black Knight, The, 37. 

Blessing the Cornfields, 264. 

Blind Bartimeus, 63. 

Blind Girl of Castel-Cuille, 209. 

Book of Sonnets, A, 819. 

Boston, 834. 

Boy and the Brook, The, 782. 

Bridge, The, 132. 

Bridge of Cloud, The, 502. 



Broken Oar, The, 836. 

Brook, The, 27. 

Brook and the AVave, The, 362. 

Builders, The, 202. 

Building of the Long Serpent, The, 408. 

Building of the Ship, The, 190. 

Burial of the Minnisink, The, 17. 

Burial of the Poet, The, 900. 

By the Fireside, 201. 

By the Seaside, 190. 

Cadenabbia, 366. 

Canzone, 886. 

Carillon, 119. 

Castle by the Sea, The, 36. 

Castle-Builder, The, 360. 

Castles in Spain, 853. 

Catawba Wine, 346. 

Celestial Pilot, The, 27. 

Challenge, The, 361. 

Challenge of Thor, The, 393. 

Chamber over the Gate, The, 890. 

Changed, 361. 

Charlemagne, 464. 

Charles Sumner, 365. 

Chaucer, 823. 

Child Asleep, The, 30. 

Children, 351. 

Children of the Lord's Supper, The, Im. 

Children's Hour, The, 353. 

Christmas Bells, 503. 

Christmas Carol, A, 218. 

Chrysaor, 197. 

Cobbler of Hagenau, The, 439. 

Consolation, 7S3. 

Coplas de Manrique, 18. 

Courtship of Miles Standish, The, 295. 

Crew of the Long Serpent, The, 410. 

Cumberland, The, 355. 

Curfew, 144. 

Dante, 140, 886. 

Day is done. The, 134. 

Day of Sunshine, 357. 

Daybreak, 350. 

Daylight and Moonlight, 339. 
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Dead, The, 33. 

Death of Kwasind, The, 281. 

Dedication to tlie Seaside and tlie Fireside, 189. 

Dedieation to Ultima Thule, 889. 

DeUa, 864. 

Descent of the Muses, The, 830. 

Discoverer of the North Cape, The, 348. 

Divina Commedia, 508. 

Divine Tragedy, The, 515. 

Drinking Song, 137. 

Dutch Picture, A, 852. 

Earlier Poems, 12. 

Einar Tamberskelver, 410. 

Elected Knight, The, 46. 

Eliot's Oak, 829. 

Elizabeth, 471. 

Emma and Eginhai-d, 466. 

Emperor's Bird'sNest, The, 337. 

Emperor's Glove, The, 857. 

Enceladus, 354. 

Endymion, 59. 

Epimetheus, 364. 

Evangeline, 145. 

Evening Star, The, 140. 

Excelsior, 66. 

Falcon of Scr Federigo, 382. 

Famine, The, 285. 

Fata Morgana, 359. 

Fiftieth Birthday of Agassiz, 351. 

Finales to Wayside Inn, 430, 460, 496. 

Fire, 883. 

Fire of Drift- Wood, The, 199. 

Flower-de-Luce, 497. 

Flower-de-Luce, 499. 

Flowers, 8. 

Folk Songs, 897. 

Footsteps of Angels, 8. 

Forsaken, 880. 

Four Princesses at Wilna, 830. 

Four Winds, The, 225. 

From my Arm-Chair, 891. 

From the Spanish Cancioneros, 362. 

Fugitive, The, 779. 

Galaxy, The, 825. 

Gaspar Becerra, 204. 

Ghosts, The, 283. 

Giles Corey of the Salem Farms, 717. 

Giotto's Tower, 507. 

Gleam of Sunshine, The, 121. 

Goblet of Life, The, 64. 

God's- Acre, 62. 

Golden Legend, The, 683. 

Golden Milestone, The, 345. 

Good Part, The, 70. 

Good Shepherd, The, 25. 

Grave, The, 30. 

Gudrun, 402. 



Handful ov Translations, A, 777. 

Hanging of the Crane, The, 805. 

Happiest Land, The, 32. 

Haroun al Raschid, 861. 

Harvest Moon, The, 831. 

Haunted Chamber, The, 359. 

Haunted Houses, 336. 

Hawthorne, 502. 

Helen of Tyre, 894. 

Hemlock- Tree, The, 141. 

Plerons of Elm wood. The, 851. 

Hiawatha and Mudjekcewis, 232. 

Hiawatha and the Pearl-Feather, 248. 

Hiawatha's Childhood, 229. 

Hiawatha's Departure, 291. 

Hiawatha's Fasting, 236. 

Hiawatha's Fishing, 244. 

Hiawatha's Friends, 240. 

Hiawatha's Lamentation, 269. 

Hiawatha's SaiUng, 242. 

Hiawatha's Wedding Feast, 256. 

Hiawatha's Wooing, 252. 

Holidays, 836. 

Hunting of Pau-Puk-Keewis, The, 276. 

Hymn, 208. 

Hymn of the Moravian Nuns, 14. 

Hymn to the Night, 5. 

II Ponte Vecchio di Firenze, 828. 

Image of God, The, 26. 

In tlie Churchyard at Cambridge, 337. 

In the Churchyard at Tarrytown, 829. 

Interludes to the Tales of a. Wayside Inn, 381, 386, 388, 

393, 419, 425, 436, 438, 442, 448, 452, 454, 463, 465, 

470, 478, 485,489, 492. 
Introduction to the Song of Hiawatha, 221. 
Iron Beard, 401. 
Iron Pen, The, 892. 
It is not always May, 61. 

Jewish Cemetery at Newport, 339. 
John Alden, 308. 
John Endicott, 675. 
Jddas Maccabeus, 761. 
Jugurtha, 892. 

Kambalu, 436. 

Keats, 824. 

K:^RAM0S, 837. 

Killed at the Ford, 506. 

King Christian, 31. 

King Olaf and Earl Sigvald, 414. 

King Olaf's Christmas, 407. 

King Olaf's Death-Drink, 417. 

King Olaf's Return, 394. 

King Olaf's War-Horns, 415. 

King Robert of Sicily, 389. 

King Svend of the Forked Beard, 413. 

King Trisanku, 861. 

King Witlaf's Drinking-Horn, 204. 
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Ladder of St. Augustine, The, 333. 

Lady Went worth, 448. 

Landlord's Tales, The, 379, 492. 

Leap of Roushan Beg, The, 859. 

Legend Beautiful, Tlie, 452. 

Legend of Rabbi Ben Levi, The, 3S7. 

Legend of the Crossbill, The, 142. 

L'Envoi, 38. 

L'Envoi, 901. 

Light of Stars, The, 7. 

Lightliouse, The, 198. 

Little Bird in the Air, The, 410, 

Love and Friendship, 300. 

Lover's Errand, The, 303. 

Luck of Edenhall, The, 46. 

Maiden and Weathercock, 897. 

Maidenhood, 64. 

March of Miles Standish, The, 319. 

Masque of Pandora, The, 787. 

Meeting, The, 360. 

Midnight Mass for the Dying Year, 10. 

Miles Standish, 297. 

Milton, 824. 

Miscellaneous, 58. 

Monk of Casal-Maggiore, The, 479. 

Monte Cassino, 36 7. 

Moods, 835. 

JNIORITURI SaLUTAMUS, 811. 

Mother's Ghost, The, 490. 
Musician's Tales, The, 393, 443, 490. 
My Cathedral, 900. 
My Lost Youth, 342. 

Nameless Grave, A, 827. 

Native Land, The, 26. 

Nature, 829. 

New England Tragedies, The, 671. 

Night, 901. 

Noel, 510. 

Norman Baron, The, 125. 

Nun of Nidaros, The, 418. 

Nuremberg, 123. 

Occultation of Orion, The, 131. 

Old Age, 884. 

Old Bridge at Florence, The, 828 

Old Clock on the Stairs, The, 138. 

Old St. David's at Radnor, 8riG. 

Oliver Basselin, 341. 

On the Terrace of the Aigalades, 877. 

Open Window, The, 203. 

Ovid in Exile, 871. 

Palingenesis, 500. 
Parker Cleaveland, 831. 
Pau-Puk-Keewis, 272. 
Paul Revere's Ride, 379. 
Peace-Pipe, The, 222. 
Pegasus in Pound, 205. 



Phantom Ship, The, 334. 

Picture- Writing, 207. 

Poems, 890. 

Poems on Slavery, 67. 

Poet and his Songs, The, 901. 

Poetic Aphorisms, 143. 

Poet's Tales, The, 425, 448, 464. 

Poets, The, 831. 

Preludes to Tales of a Wayside Lin, 375, 431, 461. 

Prelude to Voices of the Night,JJ. 

Priscilla, 317. 

Prometheus, 331. 
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